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BEFORE THE CERTAIN. . 


As the Manager of the Pfftoitoance sits before the curtain on the 
hoards, and looks into the Fair, a feeling of profound melancholy coi.iei, 
over him in his survey of tlie bustling place. There is a great quantity 
of eating and drinking, making love and jilting, laughing and fhe' 
contrary, smoking, cheating, fighting, dancing, and fiddling: there are 
bullies pushing about, bucks ogling the women, knaves picking pockets, 
policemen on the look-ont, quacks {other quiicks, phigue take them !)• 
bawling in front of their booths, and yokels looking up at the tinselled 
dancers and poor old rouged tumblers, while the light-fingered folk 
are operating upon their poekets behind. Yes, this is Vanitv Fair ; 
not a moral place certainly; nor a merry one, though very noisy. 
Look at the faces of the .actors and buffoons when they come off*from 
their business ; and Tom Fool washing the paint off his cheeks bcfi'ir * 
he sits down to dinner with his wife and the little Jack Puddings 
behind the canvass. The curtain will be up presently, and he ■will be 
turning over head and heels, and crying J^pw are you 

A m.an with a reflective turn of mind, walking through an e.Kliibition 
0. this sort, will not be oppressed, I take it, by his own or other people’s 
j hilarity. An episode of humour or ftiiui^ess touches and amuses him 
liere and there;—a pretty child looking at a gjngerbread stalT; a 
pretty girl blushing whilst her lover talks to her and chooses her 
tairing; poor Tom Fool, yonder hehi^ifl the w.aggon innu^Jing hia, 
bone with the honest family wjiich lives by his tu .ibl: ; but the 
gener.al impression is one more melancholy than mirU ful., When you 
come home, you sit down, in a sober, contemplative, not unchaiitable 
frame of mind, and .apply 3’ouraclf to your books or your business, 

I have no other nior.al than this to tag to the present story of 
“ Vanity Fair.” Some people consider Fairs immoral altogether, and 
eschew such, with their servants iyid families : very likely they are 
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ri Bat p^'^ons wifo tliiiik otlieraj^e, and are of a lazy, or a 
Ijdievclent, or a'.sp.icaStic mood, may pewiaps liko to step in for half an 
hoift, and look at the performances. There are scenes of all sorts; 
some dreadful conibate, some grand and lofty horse riding, some scenes 
of. high life, and some of very middling irdoed; some love-making for 
the sentimental, and some light^comic business ; the whole accompanied 
by ap]>ropiiate scenery, and brilliantly illuminated with the AnthorV 
own candles.'*' 

Wli.at more has the Manager of the Performance to say ?—To 
ackitdwlcdgc the kimlncss with which it has been received in all the 
Iirincii)al towns of England through which the Show h.as pa.s.sod, and 
where it has been most favour.ably noticed by the rc.spcctcd conductors 
of the Public Press, and by the Nobility and Gentry. He i.s proud to 
tliiiik that his Puppets have given satisfaction to the very best coniiwny 
iii this empire. The famous little Becky Puppet has been pronoiiuccd 
to be uncommonly flexible in tlie joints, and lively on the wire: tlio 
Amelia Doll, though it has had a nm.aller circle of aiirairers, has yet 
been carved and dressed with the greatest care by the arti.st: tlio 
Dobbin Figure, though apparently clumsy, yet dances in a very amu.sing 
and njtiirid manner: the Little Boys’ Dance has been liked liy some 
alid please to remark the richly-dressed figure of the Wicked Nobleman, 
on which no cxjieu.se lias been sp.ared, ami which Old Nick will fetch 
away at tlic end of this singular performance. 

^ And with this, and a profound bow to his natrons, tlio Manager 
retires, and the curtain rises.- 


I.oxno.x, 

Jhiib 28, ISIS 


original Edition of Vanity Fail' was pubuslicd with the Author’s designs 
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TANITY FAIR 

A NOVEL WITHOUT A HERO. 


CHAPTER I. 

■^CHISWICK 

W HILE the present century was in its teen Sj and on one sunshiny 
morning in June, there drove up to tue' great iron gate of Misa 
Pinkerton’s academy for young ladies, on Chiswick Mall, a large family 
coach, with two fat horses in blazing harness, driven by a fat coachman 
in a three-cornered hat and wig, at the rate of four miles an hour. A 
black servant, wlio reposed on the box beside tlie fat coachmaif, 
uncurled his bandy logs as soon as the equipage drew up opposite Miss 
Pinkerton’s shining brass plate, and as he pulled tlie bell, at le:ist a 
scoio of young 1. iads were seen peerinff out of tlie uarrpw windows flS 
the stately old brick house. Nay, the^cute observer miglit have 
recognised the little red nose of good-uitured Miss Jemima Pinkerton 
herself, rising over some goranium-pots in the window of tliat Jtidy’s 
own drawing-room. 

“ It is Mrs. Sedley’s co.ach, sister,* said Miss Jemima. “Samb», the 
bhuk servant, has just rung the bell; and the coashman ha-s a new red 
waistcoat.” 

“ Have you completed all the neccssasy preparations incideii to Misa 
Scdlcy’s departure, Miss Jemlpia 1 ” asked Miss Pinkerton herself, 
tlial majestic lady ; tlie Semiramis of Hammersmith, tlio friend of 
D'l'dor Jolinsoi*, the correspondent of Mrs. Cliapone herself. 

“ The girls were up at four this morning, packing her trunks, sister,” 
fcijaplied Miss Jemima ; “ we have made her a bow-pot.” 

“Say a bomiiiet, sister Jemima, ’tis more genteel.’** ks 
• “ Well, a booky as big almost as a hay-stack ; I have put up two 
bottles of the gilly-flower-watec Mrs. Sedley, and the receipt fot 
' naking it, in Amelia’s box.” • 
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“And I trust, In S3 Jemima, you have mahe a copy of Miss Sedley'*s 
nccounjj. This it, is'‘ it ? Very good-t-iiinety-tlirec pounds, four 
siiillings. Be kind enough to .address it to John Sedlcy, Esquire, .and 
to seal this billet whicli I have avritton to his lady.” 

In Miss .Jemima’s eyes .an aufograph letter of her sister, Miss 
Pinkerton’, was an object of as deep veneration, as would have been a 
letter from a sovereign. Oidy wjten her jnipils quitted the establish¬ 
ment, or when thty were about to bo married, and once, when poor 
Miss Birch died of the se.arlet fever, was Miss Piidvcrton knowji to 
write personally to the parents of her pupils ; and it was .TcmiinaV. 
opinion that if .ar rdiiiig conhl console Mrs. Birch for lier d.-iughtei-’s 
loss, it ’would be th.at pious and elpqucnt composition in Avhich Miss 
Pinkerton .'-.nnonneed the event. 

In the present instance. Miss Pinkerton’s “billet” was to tlie 
follc.vinv efo'ct:— 

, “ The Mall, Chisicich, June 15, IS—. 

' —After her si.v yc.ars’ icsidence .at the M.all, I h.ave the 

honour and happiness of presenting Miss Amelia Sedhpv to her pai’eut.s, 
as a young lady not unworthy to occupy a fitting position in their 
""polished .and refined eirelc. Tliose virtues wliioli cliai’acterise tlio 
“foung F.iiglisli gentlewoman, tliuso accomjillshmciits wliicli become lier 
.jirtli and station, will not be fmiiid vmnting in tlie ami.able Miss Sedley, 
wlioso inditetr// and obedience liave cnilcared her to lier instiaictors, and 
whose deliglitfid sweetness of temper has cliarined her aijcd and her 
yovlhfjl companions. 

' “ In music, in dancing, in orthogra))hy, in every variety of embroi- 
ilei'yand needh'-work, shi? Avill be found to have riaili.sc<t lier friend.s’ 

• i'ondcst wishee. In geograpliy tliero is slill mueli to lie desired ; and a 
<i,iroful and uHdovi.atiiig use tlic backboard, for four bours d.aily 
> during tlie next three ye;/fs, is recommended as necessary to tlio 
' 'i^eqiiireraent of th.at dignified deportment and carriage, so requisite fur 
every young lady of faehion. 

“ In the principles of religion and^mondity, kliss Sedley will be found 
worthy of .an c.stablislimcnt wkicli has been liononred by tlio presence 
of The Great J^exicoyrapiher, and tlie patronage of tlie admirable Mrs 
Chapouc. In leaving tlic Alall, Miss Amelia carries with her tlio 
heai’ts ofulicr companions, and'tlie affectionate regards of her mistress, 
who has the honour to suiiseribe herself 

“Madam, 

“ Your most obliged humble servant, 

“ BAniiAUA Pl.N'KEr.TON.” 

, f r 

“P.S, Miss Sharp accompanies Miss Sedley. It is particularly 
requested that Miss Sh.arp’s stay in Bussell^^uarc may not exceed ten 
days. The family of distinction witli wliom she is engaged, desire to 
avail tlieraselves of her serviee.s as soon as possible.” 
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This letter completeel, ^liss riiikorton pn^ieeded 1 o ■write heir own 
name, and Miss Scdley’s, in tlie fly-leaf of a Johnson’s Diction.trj'—the 
interesting ■work which she invarialdy presented to her scholars, on 
their departure from th<# Itlall. On the oorer ■vi’as inserted a copy of 
“ Lines addressed to a y9ang lady on quitting Miss Pinkerton’s school, 
at the Mall; ’ey tile late revered JXjctor Bamuel Johnson.” In fact, 
tiio lexicographer’s name was always on the lips of this maje-stie ■woman, 
a visit he had paid to lier was the catLso of her reputation and her 
lortniie. 

Peiiig eommaiided hy lier elder sister to get “ the Dictionary ” from 
the ctipboard. Miss Jemima hail extr.acted two copies*^ tlie booP f: .■gn 
rill! receptacle in queslion. AYlicn Miss Pinkerton liivi finished the 
inscrijilion in tlie first, .leminia, with rather a dubious and timid air,' 
lianded her t' second. 

“ For wboin i., this, IMiss Jemima ? ” said Miss Pinkerton, wiHi a^wful 
coldness. . . 

• “ h’or Picky Sliarji,” an.swcrcd Jemima trembling very much, apfl 

blusliing over her withered face and neck, as she turned lier back oh 
her sister. “ For Becky Slmrp : .she’s going too.” 

“MISS JEMIMA!” e.’delaimed Mls.s Pinkerton, in the l.irg«ft 
capitals. “ Are yon in your senses ? Peplaee tlie Dixonary in the 
closet, and never ventuvo to take sueli a lilierty in fntnre.” 

“Well, .sister, it’.s only two-and-nini'peuee, and poor Leclcy will be 
iniseraiile if slie don’t get one.” 

“Send IMiss Sedley uistanlly to mo,” said Miss Pinkerton. »A.nd so 
venturing not to say anotlier word, poor Jemima trotted off, excoid- 
ingly flurried and nervous. 

Miss Sedley’s p.apa w'as a mercliant in I.ondon, and a man of some 
wealth; whereas Mi.ss Sharp was aii articled pupil,,for wliom Sfcss 
Piuki'rtoli had done, as she thought, qiwtc enough, without conferring^ 
uj...n lier at parting tlie high hoiiimr e.t' the Dixoiiary. 

Altlioiigli solioolrai.strc.sses’ letl('r.s ai’o to be trusted no more.nor less 
than ehiircliyard epitaphs ; yet, aj it sometimes liappen.s that a*pcrson 
departs this life, who is really (leser\<i)ig of all the praises thj stoue-^ 
cutter e.arvos over hi.s boiic.H; who /.i a good Clwisti.iiii, a good parent, 
flnlil, W'ife or liusbaiid ; who actually Joes leave .a disconsolate family 
to mourn bis loss; so in academics of tlie mtile and fenialo it oifigrs 
every now and then, that tjie pupil is fully worthy of the praises 
iic.stowed by the disinterested instrnotor. Now, ]\ilss Amcli.a Sedley 
was a youn5 lady of thi.s singular species, and dosorved not only all 
that Miss I’iiikeiton said in her ju-aiso, but bad many eli.'irming 
'qualities which that pompous old Minerva of .a woman could not 
see, fium the dilFeretices of rank .and age bofwcon her ]iupil and 
lierself. 

For .she could not only sing like a bark, or a !Mrs. Billliigton, and 
dance like llillislierg or Pari .sot ^ and embroider beant'fully; and spell 
as well as a Di.xonary it.:elf; but she bad such a kindly, .smiling 
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tender, gentle, generous Ijeart of her o'wn,,as won the love oT every¬ 
body who came near her, from Minei-va herself down to the poor girl 
in the scullery, and the one-eyed tartwoman’s daughter, who was 
, permitted to vend lier wares once a.week to *the young ladies in the 
Mall. '.She. had twelve intimate and bosom friends out of the twenty- 
four young ladies. Even envious Miss Briggs never spoke ill of her: 
high and mighty M'ss Saltire (Lord Dexter’s grand-daughter) allowed 
i'that her figure was genteel; and as for Miss Swartz, the rich woolly- 
,haired mulatto from St. Kitt’s, on the day Amelia went away, she was 
jin such a passion of tears, that they were obliged to send for Dr. Floss, 
an/J-T^alf tipaify^ her with salvolatile. Miss Pinkerton’s attachment 
was, as may b(i. supposed, from the high position and eminent virtues 
of that lady, calm and dignified ; but Miss Jemima had already 
whimpered several times at the idea of Amelia’s departure ; and, but' 
ifor fear uf her sister, would have gone off in downright hysterics, like 
!the heiress (who paid double) of St. Kitt’s. Such luxui-y of grief, 
^however, is only allowed to parlour-boarders. Honest Jemima had all 
itlie bills, and the washing, and the mending, and the puddings, and the 
plate and crockery, and the servants to superintend. But why speak 
a’.wUt her? It is probable that we shall not hear of her again from 
this moment to the end of time, and that when.the groat filligroo iron 
gates are once closed on her, she and her awful sister will never issue 
therefrom into this little world of history. 

But as we arc to see a great deal of Amelia, thei'e is no h.arm in 
saying, at the outset of our acquaintance, that she was a dear little 
croi^ture ; and a great mercy it is, both in life and in novels, which 
(and the hatter especially) abound in villains of the mo.st sombre sort, 
that we are to have for a constant companion, so guileless and good- 
natrrred a person. As she is not a heroine, there is no neeii to describes • 
her person ; indeed I am afraid that her nose was rather short than 
otherwise, and her cheeks a great deal too round and red for a 
heroine*; but her face blushed with j-osy health, and her liyis with the 
freshest of smiles, and she had a pair of eyes, which syjarkled with the 
■ferightest and honestest good-humour, except indeed when they filled 
with tears, and that was.a groat deal too often ; for the silly thing would 
cry over a dead canary bird ; or over a mouse, that the cat hayJy had 
sei^dfl upon,y or over the end of a novel, were it ever so stupid ; and as 
for saying an unkind word to her, werp any persons hard-hearted 
enough to do so—why, so much the worse for them. Even Miss 
Pinkerton, that austere and god-like woman, ceased scolding her after 
the first time, and though she no more comprehended sensibility than 
she did Algebra, gave all masters and te.achers jiarticular orders to < 
treat Miss Sodley vrit'n the utmost gentleness, as hai'sh treatment was 
injurious to her. 

So that when the day of departure came ; between her two customs 
of laughing and crying, hliss Sedley ■« as greatly puzzled howto act. 
was glad to go home, and yet most wofully sad at leaving school* 
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For three days before, little Laura Martin, the orphan, followed her 
about, like a little dog. SKe had to make anft receive at least fourteen 
presents,—to make fourteen solemn promises of writing every w'eek: 
“ Send my letters underjcover to my grandpapa, the Earl of Dexter,” 
said Miss Saltire (who, % the w.ay, was rather shabby) : “Never mind 
the postage, but write every day, you dear darling,” said the impetuou.s 
and woolly-headed, but generous arid affectionate Miss Swartz ; and 
the orphan, little Laura Martin, (who was just in roSnd-hand,) took her 
friend’s hand and said, looking up in her face wistfully, “ Ann lia, when 
I write to you I shall call you Mamma.” All which details, 1 have no 
doubt, JoNBS, who reads this book .at his Club, will nronounce ^to be 
excessively foolish, trivial, tw.addkng, .and ulti'a-sentimental. YA;'I 
can see .Tones at this minute (rather flushed with his joint of mutton 
and half-pint of wine), taking out Lis pencil and seox'ing under the 
words “foolish, twaddling,” &c., and adding to them his own repiark of 
“ quite true." Well, he is a lofty man of genius, and admires the great ^ 
and heroiijinlife .and novels ; and so had better take warning and'go 
elsewhere. 

Well, then. The flowers, .and the presents, and the trunks, jind 
bonnet-boxes of Miss Sedley having beep arranged by Mr. Sambo m 
the carriage, together with a very small and weather-beaten old cow^- 
skin trunk with Miss Sharp’s c.ard neatly nailed upon it, which was 
delivered by Sambo with a grin, and packed by the coachman with a 
corresponding sneei-—the hour for parting came ; and the grief of that 
moment was considerably lessened by the admirable discourse which 
Mias Pinkerton addressed to her pupil. Not that the pai’tinj speech 
c.auscd Amelia to philosophise, or that it .armed her in any way with a 
cidmiiess, the result of argument; but it was intolerably dull, pompoms, 
and tedious ; .and having the fear of her schoolmistress greatly before 
her eyes. Miss Sedley xlid not venture* her presenc?, to give way to 
any ebullitions of private grief. A soed-cake and a bottle of wine were 
produced in the drawing-rootn, as outlie solemn occ.asions of the visit ot 
parents, and these refreshments being part.akeu of. Miss Sedley was at 
liberty to depart. • ^ ' a 

“You’ll go ill and say good by to Miss Pinkerton, Becky 1” said Miss 
Jemima to a young lady of whom nobody took any notice, and who was 
coming down stairs with her own bandbox. , 

“ I suppose 1 must,” said Miss Sharp calmly, and much to^lie wonder 
of Miss Jemima ; and the fitter having knocked at tiie door and. 
receiving peynission to conic in. Miss Sharp advanced in a very uncon¬ 
cerned manner, and satd in French, .and with a perfect accent, 
^“Mademoiselle, jo viens vous faire mes adieux.” 

Miss Pinkerton did not understand French ; she only directed those 
who did: but biting her lips and throwing up her venerable .and 
lloinan-nosed head, (on the top of which figured a largo and solemn 
turban,) she said, “ Miss Sharp, J wish yoi' a good morning.” As the 
Hammersmith Seininamis spoke, she waved one hand, both by way of 
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adieu, and to give Miss Sharp an opportunity of shaking oue of the 
fingers ®f tho hand whiolf was left out for that purjjose. 

Miss Sharp only folded Inn- own hands with a very frigid smile and 
bow, and quite deelined to aeoe])t the projjereil hoKOur; ou which 
Semiraniis tossed nj) h.ur turban inoro indignantly tlian over. In fact, 
it was a little battle between tho j'oung lady and the old one, and tho 
latter was worsted. “ Heaven blcs.i yon, luy child,” said she embracing 
Amelia, and .soowlfiig the while over tho girl’s shonldor at Miss Sharji. 
‘‘Come aw.ay, Becky,” said Miss Jemima, pulling the young woman 
away in great ;ilarm, and the drawing-room door clo.sed upon them 

HReii came fhc struggle and paiting below. AVords refuse to tcdl 
it. All the servants, were there in the liall—all the dear friends—all 
the young ladies.—tho da.nclng-mastor who h.ad just arrived; ami there 
!was sunk a .scullliag, and hugging, and kissing, :uid crying, with tho 
•hysteyical yocjis of Miss Swaiiz, tin; I'aiiour-boarder, from her room, 
as'no pen can depict, and as tlio tender heart would fain,,pass over. 
The embracing was over ; the}' ])arted—that is, Mi.ss Kedlcy parted 
'from her friends. Miss Sharp had denuireh' eutei'ed the carriage .s<iiuo 
tjduutos before. Nobody cried for !ea\ ing Aer. 

Cambo of the baudy-iegs slammed the carriage-door on his young 
weeping mistress. lie sprang up behind the carriage. ” St'.'p! ” cried 
Mi^s Jemima, rushing to the gale with a parcel'. 

“It’s .sonic sandwiches, my do,ar,” said slie to Amelia. “ Mou may 
’dc Liiijery, yon Imow; and Becky, Becky Kliar]), hei-e's a book for you 
tltjft my .sister—that is, I —.lolinsou’s dtixunary, you know; yon 
mustn’t leave us willuiut tliat. Good by. Drive on, coaclimaii, (Jod 
bless you ■! ” 

^And the kind creature retreated into the garden, overcome with 
^><Uioiis. ■ #■' 

But, lo : ami jurst as the eoapb drove ol!) Miss Siiarp jnit lier pale 
fUcc opt of the window, ami aelually Hung tho hook liack into the 
garden,. 

This^.-duiost enused .Jemima fa'"id, with terror. “AVoll, I never,” 
—said slie—‘‘what an amhndous ”—liiiiotiou prevcnled lier from 
completing citlier .sentenee. Tin; carriage rolled away ; the great giitcs 
Welti eluscyl; th.e boil rang for the dancing h ason. The world is Lelor,* 
th? two young lad’.os ; and so, farewell to Clirswiiik MM!. 
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CIIAP-.l’ER II. 

is V.’IilOlI iliss SUAE? AND MISS SKDLEY PRErAP.E TO OPMS 
THE OAMi’AlE.V. 

WuES Miss Sharp had porfonncil Uio luiroical act raeutiohcd^iii the 
last chapter, aud had seen the IJixoaary ilying ovei^he pav'em.'in,' oi 
the little garden, fall at leugtli at the h'Ot oi the itstonished Mi.sa 
Jemima,, tiie young lady's coimtenauco, v/hichi hail befui-o ■worn ai| 
almost livid look of hatred, assumed a smile that perhaps was ^scarcely] 
more agreeable, and slio .sank back in the airiaage in an easy frame os 
mind, saying—" So much for the Di.xonary ; ami, thank God, I'in -outi 
of Chiswick.” 

Miss Sedley w.as ahuo.st .as flurried at the .act of defi.ance .as ybfiaal 
Jemima had been ; for, consider, it was but one minute that siia liai^ 
left school, and the impres.sions of si.x yoar.i are not got over in f^*J 
space of time. Nay, with some persons those awes aud terrors of youtm 
last for ever aud ever. I know, fur insl.anco, .an old geul’.eman of sixtyd 
eight, who said to mo one morning .at breakfast, with a very agitated] 
counlenaueo, "I dreamed last night tljat I was flogged hy Jdr. ll.aiiie.”| 
Fancy had carried him bach live and lifty yearn in the coiiivt of thatl 
evening. Dr. Itainc .and ins rod were just as awful to him iu his.lieartj 
then, at sixty-eight, as they had been at thirteen. If tlio Doctor, Vidtii] 
.a largo birch, had appeared bodily to liiin, even attbo ago of thrcescorej 
.and eight, anil h.ad said in awful voi(e, “ Doy, take'down your p.aut! 
* * 1 ” Well, well. Miss Sedley was oxecodiugly alarmed at this actj 

of iiisubordin.atlun. . ‘ 

“ 1 low could you do so, llei'.eeca 1 ” at last she said, after a ]lauso. 

“Why, do you think Mi.ss I’Adierton will come out and oKiei' m 
back to tlio Idaekdioie ! ” said liebeeea, laughing. 

"No: hut” - 

“ I hate tlio whole house,” eontliined iliss Sharp, in a fur}'. “ !l^hope 
I may never set eyes on it again. I wish it were in the bottom oMlie 
'iliauie.s, I do ; and if iliss A^inkerton wero there, I wonidn’t pick her 
out, tiiat I.wouldu’t. O how I should like to see her floating in the 
w'atcr yonder, turbaa aud all, wdth her train streaming after her, and 
her nose like Llie beak of .a wherry.” 

“ Hush ! ” cried Miss Sedley. . I 

“ Why, will the bhick footman tell tales ? ” cried Mia’.s Eebecca j 
laugh'mg. “ He m.ay go hack find tell Miss Pinkerton tiiat I hate her j 
with all my soul; and I wish Jio would; and I wish 1 had a meiUiSi.| 
of proving it, too. Per two years I have only had insults and outrage'' 
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from her, I have been tj’eated worse than any servant in the kitchen, 
I have ^ever had a friend or a kind word, except from you. I have 
been made to tend the little girls in the lower schoolroom, and to talk 
French to the Misses until I grew sick of myjpother-tdhgue. But that 
talking French to Miss Pinkerton was capnal fun, wasn’t it? She 
doem’t know a word of French, and was too proud to confess it. T 
believe it was that which madd her part with me; and so thaiik 
Heaven for French. Vive la Fraiue! Vive VEwperewr! Vive 
Bonaparte I ” 

^ “ 0 Eebecea, Eebecca, for shame! ” cried Miss Sedley; for this was 
j t he gseatest blMphemy Eebecca had as yet uttered; and in those days, 

I inrEsgland, to ‘say “ Long live Bonaparte! ” was as much as to say 
: “Long live Lucifer! ” “ How can you—how dare you have such wicked, 
reTCngeful thoughts ? ” 

I Eeuenge may be wicked, but it’s natural,” answered Miss Eebecca. 
I’m no angel.” And, to say the truth, she certainly was not. 

For it may be remarked in the course of this little c(foversation 
(which took place as the coach rolled along lazily by the river side) that 
though Miss Eebecca Sharp has twice had occasion to thank Heaven, 
been, in the first place, for ridding her of some person whom slie 
^ated, and secondly, for enabling her to bring her enemies to some sort 
jof perplexity or confusion; neither of which are very amiable motives 
for religious gratitude, or such as would be put forward by persons of 
a kind and placable disposition. Miss Eebecca w.as not, then, in tho 
least kind or placable.'-^ All tho world used her ill, said this young, 
misanthropist, and we may be pretty certain that persons whom all tho ; 
world treats ill, deserve entirely the treatment they get. The world is ' 
a looking-glass, and gives back to every man the reflection of his own j 
face Frown at it, and it will in turn look sourly upon you ; laugh at i 
it and with it, and it is a jollj kind companion ; and so let all young ■ 
persons take their choice. This is certain, that if tho world neglected ^ 
Miss Sharp, she never was known to hiive done a good action in behalf > 
of anybody; nor can it be expected that twenty-four young ladies 
should all be iis amiable as the hefi-oino of this work. Miss Sedley. 
(whom we have selected for the very reason that she was the best- 
natured of all, otherwise what on earth was to have prevented us from 
putting up Miss Swartz, or Miss Crump, or Miss Hopkins, as heroine 
in her place*?)—it could not be expected that every one should be of tho 
humble and gentle temper of Miss Amelia Sedley; should take every 
opportunity to vanquish Eebecca’s hard-heartedness and ill-humour; 
and, by a thousand kind words and offices, ovei’come, for once at least, 
her hostility to her kind. 


Miss Sharp’s .father was an artist, and in that quality had given 
lessons of drawing at Miss Pinkerton’s Ichool. He was a clever man; 
n pleasant companion ; a careless student; with a great propensity for 
running into debt, and a pai-tiality for the tavern. When he was 
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drunk, ho used to beat his wife and daughter^ and the next morning, 
with a headache, he would rSil at the world for its neglect of his genius, 
and abuse, with a good deal of cleverness, and sometimes with perfect 
reason, the fool^ his brother painters. As it was with the utmost 
difficulty that he could kelp himself, and as ho owed money for a mile 
round Soho, where he lived, he thought to better his circumstances by 
marrying a young woman of the Trench nation, who^was by profession 
an opera-girl. The humble calling of her female parent. Miss Sharp 
never alluded to, but used to state subsequently that the Entrechats 
were a noble family of Gascony, and took great pride in her descent' 
from them. And curious it is, that as she advanced i’^ife this.ytY»’g ' 
lady’s ancestors increased in rank and splendour. , 

Itebecca’s mother had had some education somewhere, and her 
laughter spoke French with purity and a Parisian accent. It was in 
Shose days rather a rare accomplishment, and led to her engagement 
vith the orthodox Miss Pinkerton. For her mother being dead,.her 
ather, finding himself not likely to recover, after his third attack of 
lelirium tremens, wrote a manly and pathetic letter to Miss Pinkerton, 
ecommending the orphan child to her protection, and so descended to 
he grave, after two bailiffs had quarrelled over his corpse. Bebeccaa* 
^ras seventeen when she came to Chiswick, and was bound over as an 1 
■rticled pupil; her duties being to talk IVench, as we have seen ; anff- 
ler privileges to live cost free, and, with a few guineas a year, to gather 
cjBps of knowledge from the professors who attended the school. 

" She was small and slight in pewon ; pale, sandy-haired, am^ with 
yes habitually cast down : when they looked up they were very large, 
(Id, .and attractive ; so atti-active, that the Eeverend Mr. Crisp , fifesh 
I’om Oxford, and curate to the "Vicar of Chiswick, "ffie Reverend 
dr.Flowerdew, felt in love with Miss,Sharp; being shot dead bjw. 
;lance of her eyes, which was fired all th% way across Chiswick Church 
rom the school-pew to the rcading-de.9k. This infatuated young man 
ised sometimes to take tea with Miss Pinkerton, to whom he had»been 
u-eseuted by his mamma, and actually proposed something like marriage 
a an intercepted note, which the Jno-^yed applewoman w!is charged 
0 deliver. Mre. Cri.sp was summoned fi-om Rpxton, and abruptly 
arried off her darling boy; but the idea, even, of sueh an eagle in the 
diiswick dovggpt caused a great flutter in the breast of Miss Pjpkertwy 
vho would have sent away Mis^ Sharp, but that she was bound to her 
mder a forfeit, and who never could thoroughly believe the young 
ady’s protesbaiions that she had never exchanged a single word with 
VIr. Crisp, except under her own eyes on the two occasiops when she 
!^d met him at tc.a. 

By the side of many tall and bouncing young ladies in the establish- 
j^ent, Rebecca Sharp looked like a child. But sfie ha d the dismal 
TTjgjjfijty of poverty. Many a dj§> had she talked to, and turned away 
:r6ra her father’s door; many a trixiesman had she coaxed and wheedled 
nto good-humour, and into the granting of one men.1 more. She sate ^ 
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tarbon, and was as tall as a grejuuJIer, and had been up to this time an 
irresistible princess, fiad no will or sftength like that of her little 
apprentice, and in vain did battle against her, and tried to overawe her. 
Attempting once to scold her in public, Eebecea hft upon the before- 
ineutioucd plan of answering herm rrenelj, which quite routed the old 
, woman.' In order to maintain authority in her school, it became neces¬ 
sary to remove this rebel, this*monster, this serpent, this firebrand; 
and hearing abotit this time that Sir Pitt Crawley’s family was in want 
of a governess, she actually recommended Miss Sharp for the situation, 
firebrand and serpent as she was. “I cannot, certainly,” she said, 

“ find fault with Miss Sharp’s conduct, except to myself; and must 
allow that h^r talents and accomplishments iire of a high order. As 
far as the hfead goes, at least, she does credit to the educational system 
pursued at my establishment.” 

Apd so the schoolmistress reconciled the recommendation to her 
conscience, and the ind^tnres were cancelled, and the apprentice was 
■free. The battle here described in a few lines, of course l^ted for some 
months. And as Miss Sedley, being now in her seventeenth year, was 
about to leave school, and had a friendship for Miss Sharp, (“ ’tis the 
only point in Amelia’s behaviour,” said Minerva, “ which has not been 
satisfactoi-y to her mistress,”) Miss Sharp -was invited by her friend 
4o pass a week with her at home, before she entered upon her duties . 
as govei-nc.ss in a private family. 

Thus the world began for these two young ladies. For Amelia it 
was quite a new, fresh, brilliant world, ■with all the bloom upon it. It 
was hot quite a new one for' Rebecca—(indeed, if the truth must be 
told with respect to the Crisp affair, the tart-woman hinted to somebody, 
who took an aff id avit of the fact to somebody else, that there was a 
great deal more than was made public regarding Mr. Crisp and Miss 
Bnlu'p, and that his letter t#;is in answer to another letter). But who 
can tell you the real truth of the matter 1 At all events, if Rebecca 
was not beginning the world, she w.as beginning it over again. 

the time the young ladies reached Kensington tnrnpik'e, Amelia 
had‘not forgotten her compaijionS, but had dried her tears, and Imd 
blushed ^ery much .and been delighted at a young officer of the Life 
Gu.ards, who spied Her as he was riding by, and said, “ A dem fine gal, 
eggd ! ” and before the carriage arrived in Bussell Square, a gre.at deal 
•of conv^aation had taken place about the Drawing-room, and whether 
or not young ladies wore powder iis well as hoops when presented, and 
whether she was to have that honour: to the Lord Mayor’s ball she 
knew she was to go. And when at length home was reached. Miss 
Amelia Sedley skipped out on Sambo’s arm, as happy and as handsojufi,* 
a girl as any in th(i whole big city of London. Both he and coachmiin 
agreed on this point, and so did her father and mother, and so did every¬ 
one of the servants in the house, as Riey stood bobbing, and curtseying, 
and smiling, in the hall, to welcome their young mistress. 

ITou may be sure that she showed Rebecca over every room of the 
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ie, and everylliing in everjr one of her drawtjrs ; and her books, and 
piano, and her dresses, and all her necklaces, brooches, laces, and 
Stacks. She insisted upon Ecbe'cca accepting the white cornelian 
the turquois^ rings, aad a swegt .sprigged muslin, which was too 
11 for her now, thoughlt would fit her friend to a nicety t and -she 
ii-minod in her heart to ask her nyther’s permission to present her 
te Cashmere shawl to her friend. Could she not sjpare it 7 and had 
her brother Joseph just brought her two from India 7 
7Iien Rebecca saw the two magnificent Cashmere shawlS which- 
jph Sedley had brought home to his sister, she said, with perfect 
•h, “ that it must be delightful to have a brother,” an;^easily gpt'the 
• of the tender-hearted Amelia^ for being alone in tj^e world, an 
mu without friends or kindred. 

Not alone,” said Amelia; “ you know, Rebecca, I shall always be 
r friend, and love you as a sister—indeed I will.” 

Ah, but to have parents, as you have—kind, rich, affectionate 
Duts, who»give you evei-ytliing you ask for; and tlieir love, which is 
■c precious tliau all ! My poor papa could give mo nothing, and I 
but two frocks in all the -H'orld ! And then, to have a brother, a 
!■ brother ! Oli, how you must love him ! ” 
amelia laughed. 

What ! don’t you love him 7 you, who say you love everybody 7 ” . 
Yes, of course, I do—only—” 

Only what 7 ” 

Only Joseph doesn’t seem to care much whether I love him oj not 
gave me two fingers to shake when he arrived after ten years 
ence ! He is very kind and good, but he scarcely ever speaks to rfie; 
link he loves his pipe a great deal better than his ” • • • Lut hero 
lelia checked herself, for why shouh^ she speak ill of her brotljai^ 
e was very kind to me as a child,” ^he added ; was but five 
rs old when he went away.” * 

Isn’t he very rich.? ” said Rebecca. “They say all Indian nqtiobs 
enormously rich.” 

' I believe he has a very large income*’ 

'And is your sister-in-law a nice pretty woman J” 

' La ! Joseph is not married,” said Amelia, laughing again. 

?erha^)S she had mentioned the fact already to Rebecca, ]jnt that 
mg lady did not appear to hqve remembered it; indeed, vowed amf 
itested that she expected to see a number of Amelia’s nephews .snd 
ces. She was quite disappointed that Mr. Sedley was not married ; 
s was sure Amelia had said ho was, and she doted so on little 
jdren. 

fj,^hink you must have had enough of them "at Chiswick,” s.aid 
nelia, rather wondering at the sudden tenderness on her friend’s 
rt; and indeed in later days MiSs Sharp would never have committed 
rself so far as to advance opinioiw, the untruth of which would have 
en so-easily detected. But we must remember that she is but nine' 
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teen as yet, nuused to, the art of decei'^g, poor innocent creature! 
and nfaking her own experience in her own person. The meaning of 
the above series of queries, as translated in the heart of this ingenious 
young woman, w.as simply this,‘If Mr. Joseph SSdley is rich and 
uumamed, why should I not marry him ? *I have only a fortnight, to 
be sure, but there is no harm in frying.” And she determined within 
hereelf to make t^iis laudable' attempt. She redoubled her caresses to 
Amelia; she kissed the while cornelian nqcklace as she put it on ; and 
vowed she would never, never jiart witli it. When the dinner-bell 
rang she went down stairs with her ai’m round her friend’s w.aist, as is 
the habit of yjKiug ladies. She was so agitated at the drawing-room 
door, that slje could hardly find churage to enter. “Feel my heart, 
how it beats, dear ! ” said she to her friend. 

“ No, it doesn’t,” said Amelia. “ Come in, don’t be frightened. Papa 
won't" do you any harm.” 


’ CHAPTEE III. 

EEUECCA IS IS PRESESCE OP THE ESEMT. 

A VERT stout, puffy man, in buckskins and hessian boots, with several 
immense neckcloths, that rose almost to his nose, with a red striped 
waistcoat and an apple green coat with steel buttons almost as large as 
eroWn pieces, (it was the morning costume of a d.andy or blood of those 
days,) was reading the paper by the fire when the two girls entered, 
aai:i,bounced oif Ids arm-chair, and blushed excessively, and hid his 
entire face almost in his neckSloths at this apparition. 

“It’s only your sister, Joseph,” said Amelia, laughing and shaking 
the "Iwo fingers which he held out. “ I’ve come liomc for ffood, you 
know ; and this is my friend, htiss Sharp, whom you have hc*ard mo 
uientlon.” » ‘ 

“ No, never, npoi^ my word,” said the head under the neckcloth, 
shaking very much,—“ that is, yes,—what abominably cold weather. 
Mess;’’wrand herewith he fell to poking the fire with all liis niight 
Sltliougb it was in the middle of Juiio.^ 

“ He’s very handsome,” whispered Pehecca to Amelia, rather loud. 
“Do you think so 1 ” said the latter. “ I’ll tell 1dm.” 

“ Dmling! not for worlds,” said Miss Sharp, starting hack as timid 
as a fawn. She had previously made a respectful virgin-like curtsey 
ti> the gentleman, and her medest eyes gazed so ‘persc.vcringly on tno 
carpet that it was a wonder how she should have found an opportunity 
to.see him. * 

“ Thank yon for the heantifnl shawls, brother,” said Amelia to the 
fiie-poker. “ Are they not heauUfnl Ilehecca 1 ” 
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“'O heavenly! ” said Miss Sharp, and her cye^ went from the carpee 
straight to tiie chandelier. » 

Joseph still continued a huge clhttering at the poker .and tongs, 
puffing and blowing the while, and j;urning as. red as his yellow face 
would allow him. “I can’fmako you such handsome presents, .Joseph,” 
continued his sister, “but while I w.as^at school, I have embroidered for 
you a very beautiful pair of br.acos.” * ^ 

“Good Gad ! Amelia,” crij^ the brother, in serious alarm,what do 
you mean ? ” and plunging with rdl his might at the bell-rope, that 
article of furniture came away iii his hand, and incre.ased the honest 
fellow’s confusion. “ For heaven’s sake see if my buggij^s .at the door 
1 can’t wait. I must go. D— that?groom of )nine. I miyst go.” 

At this minute the father of the family walked in. rattling his seals 
like .a true British merchant. “ What’s the matter, Emmy ? ” says lic:* 

“ J oseph wants me to see if his—his iuy.gy is at the door. Wh.at is 
a buggy, papa 1" 

“ It is a oi»e-horso palanquin,” s.aid the old gentlerajy, who was a wag 
in his way. 

Joseph .at this burst out into a wild fit of laughter ; in which, 
encountering the eye of Miss Sliarji, he stopjied all of a sudden, as if hc^j 
had been shot. 

“ This young lady is your friend ? Miss Sharp, I am very happy to 
see you. Have you and E^my been qnaiTelling already with Joseph, 
that he wants to be off? ” 

“I promised Bouamyof our service, sir,” said Joseph, “to dine with 
him.” 

“ O fie ! didn’t yon tell your motlu r you would dine here ? ” 

“ But ill tills dross it’s inqiossible.” 

“ Look .at him, isn’t ho handsome enough to dine anywhere, J&s 
Sharp ? ” ' * 

On which, of course, Miss Sharp loolJed at her friend, and they both 
set off in a fit of laughter, highly agreeable to the old gentleni.an. 

“ Did you ever see a pair of bimkskins like those at Miss Pink¬ 
erton’s ? ” continued ho, following ifp hi# advantage. 

“Gracious heavens 1 Father,” cried Joseph. , 

“ There now, I liavo hurt his feelings. Mrs. Sedley, my dear, I have 
hurt your sou’s feelings. I have alhidod to his buokskins. i^sk jUUs.“ 
Sharp if I liavon’t ? Como, Joseph, ho friends with Miss Sharp, ami 
let us all go to dinner.” 

“Tliere’s a pillan, Joseph, just as you like it, and Papa has brouglit 
home the best turjiot in Billingsgate.” 

J‘ Come, come, sir, w.alk down stairs wdth Miss Sharp, and I will 
LUftwjyith these two' young women,” said the fatbei’, and he took an 

fni of wife and daughter and walked merrily off. 

« 

If Miss Eehecca Sh.ai-p had determined in her lie.art upon making 
the conquest of this big beau, I.^qffl^tjiyil|l,^|^(jl|^ right 
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to blame her; tor though the task of husband-hunting is generally, and 
; with Ijeooming modesty, entrusted by young persons to their mammas, 
recollect that Miss Sharp had no iftnd parent to arrange these delicate' 
'•majtters for her, and that if she (’.id.not get ^usbandT for herself, there 
ho one else in the wide world who woulu take the trotible off her 
.''hands. What causes young pejple to “come out," but the noble 
ambition of matrimony 1 Wha’t sends them trooping to watering- 
places ? What keeps them dancing till five o’clock in the morning 
through a whole mortal season 1 What causes them to labour at 
piano-forte sonatas, and to learn four songs from a fashionable master 
at a guinea a lesson, and to play the harp if they have handsome arms 
and neat elljows, and to wear Lincoln Green toxopholite hats and 
feathers, but that they may bring down some “ desirable ” young man 
^Ih those killing bows and arrows of theirs ? What causes respectable 
parents to take up their car|)ets, set their houses topsy-turvy, and 

I spendafiflh of their year’s income in ball suppers and iced champagne T 
Is it sheer love of their species, and an unadulterated wish to see 
young people happy and dancing ? Psha ! they want to marry their 
daughters f and, as honest Mrs. Sedley has, in the depths of her kind 
.^.heart, already arranged a score of little schemes for the settlement of 
her Amelia, so also had our beloved but unprotected Bebecca deter¬ 
mined to do her very best to secure the husband, who was even more 
necessary for her than for her friend. She had a vivid imagination; 
she had, besides, read the “ Arabian Nights ’’ and “ Guthrie’s 
Geography ; ’’ and it is a fact, that while she was dressing for dinner 
and after she had asked Amelia whether her brother was very rich, 
yilie'had built for herself a most magnificent caatle in the air, of which 
she was mistress, with a husband somewhere in the background (she 
bea* jiot seen Kim as yet, and ,his figure would not therefore be very 
distinct); she had arrayed herself in- an infinity of shawls, turbans, and 
diamond necklaces, and had mounted upon an elephant to the sound of 
the march in Bluebeard, in order to p.ay a visit of ceremony to the 
^ Grand Mogul. Charming Alnaschai- visions ! it is the h.appy privilege 
of youth to construct you, anff maiiy a fanciful young creature besides 
Eebecca Sharp has indulged in these delightful day-dreams ere now ! 

, : Joseph Sedley-was twelve years older than his sister Amelia. He 
waodn the East India Company’s Civil Service, and his name aj/peared, 
at the period of which we write, in the Bengal division of the East 
India Register, as collector of Boggley Wollali, an honourable and 
lucrative post, as everybody knows; in order to know to what higher 
posts Joseph rose in the service, the reader is referred to the same 
periodical. ^ 

Boggley Wollah is situated in a fine, lonely, marshy, jungly district, 
famous for snipe-shooting, and where not unfrequently you may hush a ' 
tiger. Eamgunge, where there is a magistrate, is only forty miles off, 
and there is a cavalry station about thirty miles farther; so Joseph 
wrote home to his parents, when he took possession of his cellectofShip 
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He had lived for about ejght wars of liis.life, quite alone, at this 
oharnaing place, scarcely seeing I Christian face except twicS a year, 
■when the detachment arrived to OBxry off the revenues which he had 
collected, to Calcutta, t • | 

Luckily, at this time'hc caught |k liver complaint, for the cure of 
which he returned to Europe, an(Jj which was the source of great 
comfort and amusement to him in his native countjy. He did not live 
with his family while in London, but had lodgings of his own, like a 
gay young bachelor. Before he went to India he was too young-to] 
, partake of the delightful pleasures of a man about town, and plunged 
into them, on his return, with considerable assiduitjt He drdve his 
horses in the Park ; he dined *at tlie fashionable tayerns (for tho 
Oriental Club was not as yet invented) ; he frequented the theatj^^^aa 
the mode was in those days, or made his appearance at the ^era, 
laboriously attired in tights and a cocked hat. 

’ On returning to India, and ever after, he used to talk of the pleasure 
of this period of his existence with great enthusiasm, and give you to 
understand that he and Brummel were the leading bucks of the day. 
But he was as lonely here as in his jungle at Boggley Wollah. ’ He 
scarcely knew a single soul in tho metropolis: and were it not for 
doctor, and the society of his blue-pill, and his liver complaint, he must? 
have died of loneliness. He was lazy, peevish, and a hon-vivant; the 
appearance of a lady frightened him beyond measure ; hence it was 
but seldom that ho joined the paternal circle in Bussell Square, where 
there was plenty of gaiety, and where the jokes of his goodgiatured 
old father frightened his amour-propre. His bulk caused Joseph much 
anxious thought and alarm ; now and then lie"would make a desperate 
attempt to get rid of his superabundant fat; but his indolence and 
love of good living speedily got th%^better of thesg endeavoiww at 
reform, and he found himself again at his three meals a day. Ho never 
was well dressed ; but he took the hugest pains to adorn his big person, 
and passed many hours daily in that occupation. His valet *ade a 
fortune out of his wardrobe : his toilet-table was covered ■with as many 
pomatums and essences as ever wero employed by an old beauty; he 
had tided, in order to give himself a waist, every girth, stay, and wist- 
band then Invented. Like most fat men, he would have his clothes 
made too tight, and took care they should be of the most- lifttliant 
coloura and^youtbful^cut. When dressed at length, in the afternoon, 
he would issue forth to take a drive with nobody in the Park; and 
ohen would eonie back in order to dress ag.ain and go and dine with 
nobody at the Piazza Coffee-House. Ho \yas as vain as a girl; and 
4ierhaps his extreme shyness was one of the results of liis extreme^ 

• If Miss Rebecca can get the better oi'hiin, and at her first 

entrance into life, she is a youn^ person of no ordinary cleverness. 

The first move showed cousitlerable skill. When she called Sedley a 
very handsome man, she knew that Amelia ■would tell her mother, who 
would probably tell Joseph, or who, at any rate, would be pleased by the 

0 
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omplimentpaid to her sc)p. All mothers aye. If you had told Sicor.ax 
hat heP son Caliban was as handsome as Apollo, she -would have been 
leased, witch as she was. Perham/too, Joseph Sedley would overhear 
he compliment—^Eebecca spoke jfond euougl|—and h% did hojir, and 
thinking in his heart that he wa^a very fine?nan) the praise thrilled 
hrough eveiy fibre of his big b(dj', and made it tingle with ple.asuro. 
Then, however, canje a recoil. “ Is the girl making fun of me ? ” he 
-bought, and straightway he bounced towards the boll, and was for 
•etreating, as we have seen, when his father’s jokes and his mother’s 
jntreaties caused him to pause and stay where he was. lie condnoted 
ihe ybiuig lady, down to dinner in a dubious and agitated frame of 
mind. “ Doe^she really think I ant handsome 1 ” thought he, “ or is 
fiiewily making game of me ? ” We have talked of Joseiih Sedley 
beu% as vain as a girl. Heaven help us ! the girls have only to turn 
the tables, and say of one of their own sex, “She is as vain as a man,” 
tJiey will Inave perfect reason. The bearded creatures are quite as 
eager for praise, quije as finikin over their toilets, quite rw proud of 
their personal advantages, quite as conscious of their powoi-s of 
fascination, as any comiette in the world. 

£ Down stair.s, thei^ they went, Joseph very red and blushing, 
RebePca very modest, and Imlding her gi-een eyes downwards. She 
^ils dressed in tvliite, tvith bai-e shoulders as white as snow—the 
picture of youth, unprotected innocence, and humble virgin simplicity. 
“ I must bo very <juiet,” tbouglit Rebecca, “ and very much interested 
about India.” 

Now vme have heard how Mrs. Sedley hVl prepared a fine curry for 
her son, just !is he liked it, and in the coui-se of dimier a portion of this 
•iLsb -was otferod to Rebecca. “ What is it ? ” said slie, turning lui 
apj»*»Jiiig look ^o ii'r. Joseph. 

‘ Capital,” said he. His mouth was full of it; his face ciuite red 
with the delightful exercise of go'bbling. “ Mother, it’s as good as my 
o-^vn aurries in India.” 

“ Oh, I must try some, if it is aTi Indidf dish,” saiil Miss Rebecca. “I 
am sure everything must be good that comes from there.” 

“Give Miss Sliaip > 4,1110 omry, my dear-,” said Mr. Sedky, laughing. 
Rebecca had never tasted tlie disli before. 

“•w y«n find it as good .is eveiytliiiig else from India 3’’said Mr. 
Sedky. 

■^j“Oh, excellent ' ” said Rebccea, wlio was suffering tortures with the 
^itJtJ'en'ne pe]!per. yUA^.- ~ . 

‘HTiy a chili vith it. Miss Sharp,” said Jo.se])li, re.'illy interested. 

“A cliili.” saici Rebecca, gasping. “ Oh yes ! ” She thought a ciipi 
W;i3 sometliing cool, ?ls its iiainc imported, and -was served witivjsorwix 
“ilow fresh and green they look,” she said, aud jmt one into her mold ’n. 
It was hotter than the cuiry ; tle.sh an*! l)hjod could be.ar it no longer. 
She laid down her fork. “ Water, ii>y llcaveu's sake, water ! ’’ .sho 
cried. Mr. Sedley burst out hrughing (he was a coai’se man, from the 
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Stock Exchange, where they lo^ all sorts qf practical jokes). “ Thej 
are real Indian, I assure you,^ said he. “ Sambo, give ISi^s Sharj 
some water.” 

The paterrihl lauglu was echjo)l by Joseph, who thought' the jokj 
capital. The ladies oily smiled a little. They thought poor Eebeco 
suffered too much. She would ha^ e liked to choke old Sedley, but sh| 
swallowed her mortification as well as she had ^e abominable currj 
before it, and as soon os she could si)eak, said, with a comical gooc| 
humoured air— 

“I ought to have remembered the pepper which the Princess d 
Persia puts in the creani-tarts in the Arabian Nigjits. Do you pu 
cayenne into your cream-tarts iif India, sir 1 ” , | 

Old Sedley began to laugh, and thought Bebecca was a good-humoure 
girl. Joseph simply said—“Cream-tarts, Miss? Our cream ft‘’^erl 
bad in Bengal. We generally use goats’ milk; and, ’gad, do y\)u knor^ 
I’ve got to prefer it ? ” . ' 

“ You jvon’t like everything from India now, IVIiss Sharp,” said the oh 
gentleman ; but when the ladies had retired after dinner, the wily oh 
fellow said to his son, “ Have a care, Joe ; that girl is setting het caj 
at you.” 

“ Pooh ! nonsense ! ” said Joe, highly flattered. “ I recoUset, sir 
there was a girl at Dumdum, a daughter of Cutler of the Artillery,an( 
afterwards married to Lance, the surgeon, who made a dead set at mt 
in the year ’4—at me and Mulligatawney, whom I mentioned to yor 
before dinner—^a devilish good fellow Mulligatawney—he’s g. inagis 
trate at Budgebudge, and sure to be in council in flve j'ears. Well, sir 
the Artillery gave a b.all, and Quintin, of the King’s 14th, said to me 
‘ Sedley,’ said he, ‘ I bet you thirteen to ten that Sophy Cutler hooki 
either you or Mulligatawney before tl;e rains.’ ‘ E^8ne,^sny31; ausiwgad 
sir—this claret’s very good. Adamson^ or Carbonell’s ? ” » * * 

A slight snore was the only reply :*the honest stockbroker Wiis asleep 
and so the rest of Joseph’s stoiy was lost for that day. Buf^ie was 
always exceedingly cominunftative in a man’s party, and has told this 
delightful tale many scores of times tw his apothee;u-y. Dr. Collop, whei 
he came to inquire about the liver and the blue^pill. 

Being an invalid, Joseph Sedley contented hhiiself with a bottle o 
claret, besides his Madeira at dinner, and he managed a coujAl •^^jlates 
full of strawben-ies and cream, and twenty-four little rout cakes, tlia 
were lying neglected in a j)lato near him, and ccrtauily (for novelist- 
h.ave the pnivilege of knowing everything), he thought a great dea 
about the girl up stairs. “ A nice, g.ay, meny young creature,” thought 
. jie to himself. “ How she looked at me when I picked u]) her handkei-' 
dinner ! She dropped it twice. Wh0*3 that singing in tilt 
drawing-room 1 ’Clad ! shall I go up and see ? ” 

But his modesty came rushing upon him with uncontrollable force 
His father was asleep : his hat was in the hall: there was a hackney- 
coach stand hard by in Southamiiton How. “ I’ll go and see the Fof-ti 
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sieves," said he, “ and Mi^s Decainpt dance and he slipped away 
atiy oif the pointed toes of his boots|and diSappeared, without waking 
i worthy parent. 

“There goes Joseph,” said Ameli^who was Jooking from the open 
indows of the drawing-room, tihilo Hebecfa was singing at the 
ano. „ 

“Miss Shai-p has .frightened him away,” said Mrs. Sedley. “Poor 
oe, why will he be so shy 1 ” 


CHAPTEE IV. 

THE GREEN SILK PURSE. 

: Poor Joe’s panic lasted for two or throe days; during whijh he did 
W visit the house, nor during that period did Miss Eebecca ever 
mention his name. She was all respectful gratitude to Mrs. Sedley ; 
feighted beyond measure at the Bazaars ; and in a whirl of wonder at 
ithe theatre, whither the good-natured lady took her. One day, Amelia 
Jiad ahead-ache, and could not go upon some party of pleasure to which 
Jthe two young people were invited ; nothing could induce her friend tc 
igo without her. “ What! you who have shown the poor orphan what 
I h.appine|s and love are for the first time in her life—quit yoM ? never! ” 
Rand the green eyes looked up to Heaven and filled with tears ; and 
fMrsr Sedley could not but own that her daughter’s friend had a 
I charming kind heart of her own. 

Afc^r Mr. Sedley’s jokes, Eebecca laughed at them with a cordiality 
' and perseverance* which not a fittle pleased and softened th.at good- 
natured gentleman. Nor was it wfith the chiefs of the family alone that * 
Miss Sfharp found favour. She interested Mrs. Blenkinsop by evincing . 
the deepest sympathy in the raspberry-jam preserving, which operation 
I was then going on in the HousekfepeVs room; she persisted in calling. 
Sambo “ Sir,” and “ M^. Sambo,” to the delight of that .attendant; and 
' she apologised to the hady’s maid for giving her trouble in venturing to 
I ring eli^ljgll, with such sweetness and humility that the Servants’Hall 
i wa*s almost as charmed with her as the Drawing Boom. 

I Once, in looking over some drawings which Amelia had sent from 
1 school, Eebecca suddenly came upon one which c.aused her Jo burst into 
I tears and leave the room. It was on the day when Joe Sedley made 
I his second appearance. 

I Amelia hastened after her friend to know the cause of this display ok 
! feeling, and the good-natured girl came biick without her compmiion, 
rather affected too. “ You know, her fkther was our drawing-master. 
Mamma, at Chiswick, and used to,do all the best parts of our 
drawings." 
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“ My love ! I’m sure I *lway6l,heard Miss Pinkerton say tljat he di 
not touch them—^lie only mou7iiei^them.” 

“ It was called mounting, Mamii>a. Bebecca remembers the.drawinj 
and her father workii|^ at it, afed the thought of it came upon heil 

rather suddenly—and so, you kaow she-” 

“Tlie poor child is all he^,” sail Mrs, Sedley. 

“ I wish she could stay with us another week,” feid Amelia. 

“ Slie’s devilish like Miss Cutler that I used to meet at DumdumI 
only fairer. She’s married now to Lance, the Artillery surgeon. Do| 

you know. Ma’am, that once Quintin, of the 14th, bet me-”. 

“ O Joseph, we know that story,” said Amelia, lifhghing.' “ Nevet 
mind about telling that; hut persuade Mamma to write to Sir Some-] 
thing Crawley, for leave of absence for poor dear Rebecca :—^h^^. She 
comes, her eyes red with weeping.” » 

“ I’m better now,” said the girl, with the sweetest smile possible 
taking good-natured Mrs. Sedley’s extended hand and kissing it respect-l 
fully. “How kind you all are to me ! All,” she added with a laagh,| 
“ except you, Mr. Joseph.” 

“Me!” said Joseph, meditating an instant departure. “ Gracing 
Heavens ! Good Gad ! Miss Sharp ! ” 

“ Yes; how could you be so cruel as to make me eat that horrid 
pepper-dish at dinner, the first day I ever saw you 1 You are not so 
good to me as dear Amelia.” 

“ He doesn’t know you so well,” cried Amelia. 

“ I defy anybody not to be good to you, my dear,” said her mSther. 

“ The curry w.as capital; indeed it was, ’ said Joe, qufte gravely, 
“Perhaps there w.os tiot enough citron juice in it;—no, there was not.” 

" And the chilis ? ” - 

“By Jove, how they made you cr^*out! said Jo6, caught by the 
ridicule of the circumstance, and exploding in a fit of laugliter which 
endeil quite suddenly, as usual. ^ 

“I shall take care how I let yoa choose for me another time,” sah 
Rebecca, as they went down again ^to dinner. “ I didn’t think mei 
were fond ot putting poor harniless girls to pain.” 

“ By Gad, Miss Rebecca, I wouldn’t hurt you Yor the world.” 

“ No,” said she, “ I i/ioio you wouldn’t; ” and then she ga\^JjiB*eve 
so gentle a pressure with her little hand, and drew it back quite fright 
ened, and looked first for one iust.ant in his face, and then down at th 
^ airpet-rods; and I am not prepared to saj' that Joe’s heart did nc 
thump at this little involuntary, timid, gentle motion of regard on th 
part of the simple girl. 

* ''’'’US i in adviuico, and as such, perhaps, some ladies of ftidisputabl 

' corrcctne^'ancT gentility will condemn the action as immodest; bu! 
you see, poor dear Rebecca had all this work to do for herself. If 
pei-son is too poor to keep”a servant, though ever so elegant, he mu£ 
sweep his own rooms: if a dear girl has no dear Mamma to settl 
matters with the young man, she must do it for herself. And oh, whs 
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mercy it is that these women do noMcxerctee their powers oftener ! 
Vo can’t resist them, if they do. Ley them show ever so little incli- 
rtion, and men go down on their l^es at once : old or aigly, it is all 
le satae. And this I set down as ja \>ositive if nth. A woman with 
iir opportunities, and witliout an jabsolute hump, may marry whom 
SE LIKES. Only let u.s bo thankml that the darlings are like tho 
easts of the field, and don’t know their own power. They would 
vercomc us entirely if they did. 

“ Egad ! ” thought Joseph, entering the dining-room, “ Ijexactly begin 
a feel as T did aTTlumdum with Miss Cutler.” Many sweet little! 
ppeals, half tender, half jocular, did ,Miss Sharj) make to him about! 
lie dishes at dinner; for by this time she w.as on a footing of con- 
idAtAle familiarity with the family, and as for the girls, the'y loved 
p,ch other like sisters. Young unmarried girls always do, if they are 
a a house together for ten days. 

As if bent upon advancing Rebecca’s plans in every way—what must 
Amelia do, but remind her brother of a promise made last Easter 
lolidays—“ When I was a girl at school,” said she, laughing—a promise 
^t he, Joseph, would take her to Yauxhall. “ Now,” she said, “ that 
.debecca is with us, will be tho very’Xime.” 

“ O, delightful! ” said Rebecca, going to clap her hands; but she 
•ecollected herself, and paused, like a modest creature as she was. 

’'To-night is not the night,” said Joe. 
a ' Well, to-morrow.” 

^ “To-morrow your Papa and I dine out,” said Mrs. Sedley. 

“Yon don’t suppose that I’m going, Mns. Sed.?” said her husband, 
‘and that a woman of your years and size is to c.atch cold, in such an 
iboniiqpble damp place ? ” 

“The children must h.avc somjone with them,” cried Mrs. Sedley. 

“Let Joe go,” said his father laughing. “ He’s 4;^ enough.” At 
which speech even Mr. S.aniho at the sidcbo.ard burst out laughing, and 
poor fat. Joe felt inclined to become a parricide almost. 

“ Undo his stays ! ” continued j,he >[)itiless old gentleman. “ Fling 
some water in his face. Miss Sharp, or c.arry him up stairs : the dear 
creature’s fainting. Poor victim ! carry him up; he’s as light as a 
feath«;fci^, 

“If he stand this. Sir, I’m d-! ” roared Joseph. 

“Order Mr. Jos’s elephant. Sambo !” cried the father. “Send to 
Exeter ’Change, Sambo; ” but seeing Jos ready almost to cry with vex¬ 
ation, the old joker stopped his laughter, and said, holding out his hand 
to his son, “It’s all fair on the Stock-Exchange, Jos,—and. Sambo, 
never mind the elephant, but give me and Mr. Jo's a glass of CliampagnA 
Boney himself hasn’t got such in his cellar, my hoy ! ” 

A goblet of Champagne restored Joseph’s equanimity, and before 
ihe bottle was emptied, of which .as an invalid he took two-thirds, he 
had agreed to take the young ladies to Vauxhall. , 

“ The girls must have a gentleman apiece,” said the old gentleman. 



A KOVEL TVITHOUT A HERO 


“ Jo3 ■will be sure to leave Jimmy-in the crowd, lie will bo ao taken np 
with Miss Sharp here. Send to 90, and ask George Osbornfe if he’ll 
come.” 

At this, I dob’t know.in the leajt for what reason, Mrs. Sedley looked 
at her hiisb.and and laughed. Mr. Sedley’s eyes twinkled in a inannel 
indescribably’ roguish, and he looked at Amelia ; .and Amelia, hanging 
(hnvn her head, blushed as only young ladies of seijenteen know how to] 
blush, and as Miss Robocca Sharp never blushed in her life—at leasti 
not since .she was eight year.3 old, and when she was caught stealing 
jam out of a cupboard by her godmother. “ Amelia had better write a 
note,” said her father ; “and let George Osborne soc^what a beautiful 
hand-writing we have brought Ifack ti-om Miss Pinkerton’s. Do y’oii 
rememVier -when you wrote to him to come on Twelfth-night, Rmmyj 
and spelt twelfth without the f ? ” 

“That w’as y'cars ago,” said Amelia. ' 

“It seems like yesterday’, don’t it, .Tohn ? ” .said Mrs. Sedley ^o her 
hushand ;,and that night iu .a coiivorsatiou whieli took place in a front] 
room iu the second floor, in a sort of tent, hung round with chintz of 
rich and fantastic India pattern, and double with calico of a tender 
rose-colour ; in the interior of which sjiecies of marquee svas a featheja] 
bed, on whieli were two pillows, on wliich were two round rod faces! 
one in a laced nightcap, and one iu a simple cotton one, ending in aj 
tassel;—iu a curtain lecture, I say', Mrs. Sedley took her husband tdy 
task for Ids cruel conduct to poor .Joe. 

“It was quite wicked of you, Mr. Sedley,” said she, “totoi-qjent the 
poor boy so.” ». ■ fc 

“My’ dear,” said the cotton-tassel in defence of bis conduel,'''’"Jos isT 
a groat deal v.ainer than you ever were in your life, and that’s s,aying; 
a good deal. Though, some tliii-ty ^'ears ago, iu the year sej^teeir 
hundred and eighty—what ■w’.as it ?—^perhaps you had a right to he vain.' 
—I don’t say no. Put I’ve no pafienec with Jos and his dandified 
modesty^. It is out-Josephiug Jdseph, my dear, and all the -wljiio the 
boy' is only thinking of himself, and. what a fine follow he is. I doubt, 

I !?il.i.’;xni, we shall have some trmtble *11111 him yet. Here is Emmy’s 
little friend making love to him as hard as she (yiii ; that’s quite clear; 
and if she does not catch him some oilier will. That man is de.stiiied 
to bo a prey to woman, .os I am to go on ’Change every^l« 9 * It’s 
a mercy he did not bring us over a black daughter-in-law, my 
dear. But, mark my words, the first v/omau who fislies for him, 
hooks him.”, 

“She shall go oif to-morrow, the little artful creature,” said Mrs. 
^odloy, with great energy. 

“ Wliy not slio a.s well as .another, Mrs. Sedley < The girl’s a white 
face at any rate. I don’t care ■who marries him. Let Joe please 
himself." • 

-■Viid presently’ the voices of the two speakers were hushed, or were 
replaced by the gentle but uiiromivutie music of the nose ; and save 



’ VANITY FAIR. 


vhen the church bells tolled the hourjaud the watchman called it, all 
«ra3 silent at the house of John Sedley, Esqiftre, of Eussell Square, and 
;he Stock Excliange. 

When morning came, the good-natured Mrs. Sedley no longer thought 
)f executing her threats with regard to Miss Shfi-p ; for though nothing 
s moi-e keen, nor more common, 4or more justifiable, than maternal 
jealousy, yet she could not bring *herself to suppose that the little, 
jiumble, grateful, gentle governess, would dare to look up to such a 
(nagnificent personage as the Collector of Boggley Wollah. The petition, 

, . 00 , for an extension of the young lady’s leave of absence had already 
)een despatched, and it would be difficult to find a pretext for abruptly 
, lismissing her. 

Anias if al? things conspired in favour of the gentle Rebecca, the 
j, rery'^oemeuts (although she was not inclined at first to acknowledge 
jhelr action in her behalf) interposed to aid her. For on the evening 
ippoiuted for the Vauxhall party, George Osborne having come to 
iiniicr, and the elders of the house having departed, according to invi- 
u ;ation, to dine with Alderman Bails, at Highbury Bam, there came on 

S eh a thunder-storm as only happens on Vauxhall nights, and as ' 
liged the young people, perforce, to remain at home. Mr. Osborne 
did not seem in the least disappointed at this occurrence. lie and 
fjjoaeph Sedley drank, a fitting quantity of port-wine, tUe^Uie, in the 
jdining-room,—during the drinking of which Sedley told a number of 
■his best Indian stories; for he was extremely talkative in man’s 
^'isociety jj;—und afterwards Miss Amelia Sedley did the honours of the 
Idrawing-room ; and these four young persons passed such a comfort- 
it jable evening together, th.at they declared they were rather glad of the 
thunder-storm than otherwise, which had caused them to put off. their 
jvisitj g, Vauxhall. 

j Osborne was Medley’s godson,"and had been one of the family any 
.^time these three-aud-twenty years; At six weeks old, he had received 
I from .Tphn Sedley a present of a silver cup; at six months old, a coral 
* with gojd whistle and bells ; from his youth, upwards, he was “ tipped ” 
..j, regularly by the old gentlem.m “t diristmas: and on going back to 
school, he remembered perfectly wellbeing thr.ashod by Joseph Sedley, 
when the latter was a big, swaggering, hobbadyhoy, and George an 
' ; impiui-.'i^jprchin of ten years old. lu a word, George was as familiar 
j’vith the family as such daily acts of kindness and intercourse could 
jjinako him. 

“Do you remember, Sedley, what a fury yon were in, when I cut off 
the tassels of your Hessian boots, and how Miss—hem!—^how Amelia 
IIj rescued me from a beating, by falling down on her knees and crying out 
to her brother Jos, not to boat little Geoi-ge 1 ” 

■ Jos remembered this remarkable circumstance perfectly well, but 
q vowed that he had totally forgotten it. 

jji “ Well, do you i-emember coming down in a gig to Dr. Swislitail’s to 
see me, before you went to India, and giving me half a guinea and a 
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pat on the head ? I alway^had ai idea that you were at least seven 
feet high, and was quite astonished at your return from India 40 find 
you no taller tl( 9 .n myself.” 

“How good (if Mr. Sedley to ijp to your school and give you the 
money ! ” exclaimed Eollcca, in accents of extreme delight. 

“ Yes, and after I had cut the tass els of his boots too. Boys never 
forget those tijis at school, nor the gfvei-s.” 

“ I delight in Hessian boots,” said Bebecca. Jos Sedley who admired 
his own legs prodigiously, and always wore his ornamental chausmre, 
was extremely pleased at this remark, though he drew his legs under 
his chair as it was made. ’ _ • 

“ Miss Sharp! ” said George Osborne, “ you who are^ so clever an 
.artist, you must make a grand historical picture of the scene of the 
boots. Sedley shall be represented in buekskins, and holding ojjn of 
the injured boots in one hand ; by the other he shall have hold'of my 
shirt-frill. Amelia shall be kneeling near him, with her little hands 
up ; and tlje picture shall have a grand allegorical title, as the frontis¬ 
pieces have in the Medulla and the spelling-book.” 

“ I shan’t have time to do it here,” said Ecbecca. “ I’ll do it when— 
when I’m gone.” And she dropped her voice, and looked so sad and^ 
piteous, that everybody felt how cruel her lot was, and how sorry they 
would be to part with her. 

“ O that you could stay longer, dear Bebecca,” said Amelia. 

“Why?” answered the other, still more sadly. “That I may bo 
only the more unliap—^unwilling to lose you ? ” And she turned away 
her head. Amelia began to give way to that natural infirmly of tears 
which, we have said, was one of the defects of this silly little^thing. 
George Osborne looked at the two young women with a touched 
curiosity ; and Joseph Sedley heaved something very like a sigh jjgi of 
his big chest, as he cast his eyes down*^oward3 his favourite Hessian 
boots. • 

“ Let us h.ave some music. Miss Sedley—Amelia,” said George^gybo 
felt at that moment an extraordinary, almost irresistible impulse tp seize 
the above-mentioned young womah iujiis arms, and to kiss her in the 
face of the company; and she looked at him fof a moment, and if I 
should say that they fell in love with each other at that single instant of 
time, I should perhaps be telling an untruth, for the fact is, tljgiiihese 
two young people had been bred up by their parents for this very 
purpose, and their banns had, as it were, been read in their respective 
families any tjme these ten years. They went off to the piano, which 
was situated, as pianos usually are, in the back drawing-room; and as 
it was rather dark. Miss Amelia, in the most unaffected way in the 
_w8Hd, put her hand into Mr. Osborne’s, who, of ceurse, could see the 
’ way among the chairs and ottomans a great deal better than she could. 
But this arrangement left Mr. Joseph Sedley tUe-drtke with Bebecca, at 
the drawing-room table, where t^o latter was occupied in netting a 
green silk purse. 
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There is no need to ask family secretsj’ said Miss Sharp, “ Those 
lY.'o ha^e told theirs.” 

“ As soon as he gets his company,” said Joseph, “ I believe the affair 
is settled. George Osborne is a capital fellow.” 

“ And your 8i.stor the <learest creature in flie worlil,” said Rebecca. 

‘ Happy the man who wins her ! With this, Miss Sharp gave a great 

5 ^, 

^When two unmarried persons got together, and talk upon such deli¬ 
cate srdijects as the present, a great deal of coulidenoe and intimacy is 
presently establisiied between tliem. There is no ueeil of giving a special 
report of the conversation which now took place between Mr. Sedley 
and the young lady ; for the convcrR,ation, as may bo judged from the 
foregoing specimen, was not especially witty or eloquent; it seldom is 
in pit’mte societies, or any wlicre except in very high-flown and ingenioxis 
novels.' As there was music in the next room, tlie talk was car-ried on, 
of course, in a low and becoming tone, though, for the m.atter of that, 
the couple in the next apartment would not have been disturbed had 
the talking been ever so loud, so occupied were they with their own 
pursuits. 

t Almost for the firat time in his life. Mr. Sedley found himself talking, 
without the least timidity or hesitation, to a person of the other sex. 
Miss Rebecca asked him agreat number of questions about Incli.a, which 
gave him an opportunity of narrating many interesting anecdotes about 
th.at country and himself. He described the balls at Government House, 
and tliiP manner in which they kept themselves cool in the hot weather, 
with punkahs, tatties, and other contrivances ; and he was very witty 
regarding the number of Scotchmen whom Lord Minto, the Governor- 
Gener.al, patronised ; and then ho described a tiger-hunt; and the 
maUBSr in whicji the mahout ofjiis elephant had been pulled off his seat 
by one of the infuri.atcd anim.abs. How delighted Mi.ss Rfbeec,a was at 
the Government balls, .and how .slie laughed at the stoiics of the Scotch 
^iiaale-camp, .and called Mr. Sedley a sad wicked .satirical creature ; 
and how frightened she w.as .at the story of the elephant! “ For your 

mother’s sake, dear Mr. Sedley^” she said, “ for the sake of all your 
friends, promise never,io go on one of those horrid expeditions.” 

“Pooh, pooh, Mi-ss Sharp,” said he pulling up his shirt collars ; “the 
dangBI>>»»akes the sport only the pleasanter.” He had never been but 
once .at a tiger-hunt, when the accident in question occurred, and when 
he w.as half killed—^not by the tiger, but by the fright. And as ho 
talked on, he grew quite bold, and actually had the airdacity to ask 
Miss Rebecca for whom she was knitting the green silk purse i He 
was quite surprised and delighted at his own graceful famil^r 
manner. ' 

. “ For any one who wants a purse,” replied Miss Robepea, looking at 

him in the most gentle winning way. ’Sedley was going to m,ake one of 
the most eloquent speeches po.ssiblej and had begun, “ O Miss Shaiq>, 
how-” when some song which yas performed in the other room e.ame 
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to an end, and caused him t j hear Jiis own voice so distinctly that ha 
stopped, blushed, and blew his nose in gi'eat agitation. * . 

“ Did you ever,hcar anything like your brothei-’s eloquence 1" whis¬ 
pered Mr. Osborne to Aim-iia. “ Whj^, your friend has worked miElw]es.” 

“ The more the better,” Aid Miss Anlelia; who, like almost aU'womon 
who are worth a pin, was a match-maker in her heart, and would have 
been delighted that Joseph should carry back a wife to India. Slie had, 
too, in the course of this few days’ constant intercourse, warmed into a 
most tender friendship for Eeboccji, and discovered a million of virtues 
and amiable qualities in her which she had not perceived when they 
were at Chiswick together. For the affection of young, ladies is Of as 
rapid growth as Jack’s bean-stalk, itnd reaches up to the sky in a night. 
It is no blame to them that after marri.ago this Sekmuc7/t nach der Liele 
subsides. It is what sentimentalists, who deal in verj/ big words, 9«11 a 
yearning after the Ideal, and simply means that women arc commonly 
not satisfied until they have liasbaiuls and children on whom they may 
centre affecttoiis, which are spent clsewliero, as it were in small change. 

Having expended her little store of songs, or having stayed long 
enough in the back dr.awing-room, it now appeared proper to Miss 
Amelia to ask lior friend to sing. “ You would not have listened to me,”. 
she said to Mr. Osborne, (though she knew she was telling a fib,) “ had 
you heard Rebecca first.” 

“ I give Miss Sharp warning, though,” said Osborne, “ that, right or 
wrong, I consider Mi.ss Amelia Sedloy the first singer in the world.” 

“You shall hoar,” said Amelia; and Joseph Sedley was ae^ually 
polite enough to carry the caudles to the piano. Osborne ldut^^ that 
be should like quite as well to sit in the dark ; but Miss Sedley, 
laughing, declined to bear him company any farther, and the two 
accordingly followed Mr. Joseph. Reljscca sang far better tliaifc.her 
friend, (tliough of course Osborne was free to keep bis 0 ]>iuion,) and 
exerted herself to the utmost, and, indeed, to the wonder of Amelia, who 
liad never known her perform so wel 1. She sang a French song, vihudi 
Joseph did not understand in the, least, and which George confessed 
he did not undoi-staud, and tlien a numlA'r of those simple ballads which 
were (ho fashion forty years ago, and in which Ih'ltisli tare, our'King,. 
poor Susan, blue-eyed Mary, and tlie like, wei’e the priucipal themes. 
Tliey are not, it is said, very brilliant, in a musical point of x&afttfhni 
cc)ntain numberless good-natured, simple appeals to tlie affections, which 
people understood better than the milk-and-water lagrime, sospiri, 
and fdicitd of the eternal Denizettian music with winch wo are fiivourcd 
now-a-days. 

^mong these ditties was one, the last of the concert, and to the 
, -following effect:— 

Ah! Weak and barren was the moor, 

Ah! loud and i)iereiiig was the storm. 

The eotlago roof was Shelter’d sure, 

The cottage hearth wgf bright and warm— 
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An orphan boy the lattice p^s’d, 

And, tts he mark’d its cheMful glow, 

Felt doubly keen the midnight blast, 

And doubly cold t^e fallen snow. 

They mark’d him’ as ho onwart/prest, 

With fainting heart and weary limb; 

Kind voices bade him turn and rest, 

And gentle faces welcomed him. 

The dawn is up—the guest is gone. 

The cottage hearth is blazing still; 

Heaven pity all poor wanderers lone ! 

Hark to the wind upon the hill! 

• 

« 

It was the sentiment of the before-mentioned words, “When I’m 
gpn* ” over again. As she came to the last words, Miss Sharp’s “ deep- 
^nedVoice faltered.* Everybody felt the allusion to her departure, 
land,'to her hapless orphan state. Joseph Sedley, who was fond of music, 
iand soft-hearted, was in a state of ravishment during the performance 
of the song, and profoundly touched at its conclusion. If he had had 
the courage ; if George and Miss Sedley had remained, according to the 
i former’s proposal, in the farther room; Joseph Sedley’s bachelorhood 
would have been at an end, and this work would never have been 
written. But at the close of the ditty, Ilebecca quitted the piano, and 
giving her hand to Amelia, walked aw,ay into the front drawing-room 
twilight; and, at this moment, Mr. Sambo made his appearance with a 
tgkjr,,containing sandwiches, jellies, and some glittering glasses and 
decanters, on which Joseph Sedley’s attention was immediately fixed. 
Wh€lS*the parents of the house of Sedley returned from their dinner -party, 
they found tjie young people so busy in talking, that they had not heard 
the.^rival of Jhe carriage, aijjJ Mr. Joseph was in the act of saying, 
“ My dear Miss Sharp, one little tea-spoonful of jolly to recniit you 
after your immense—your—^yout ddightfvJ, exerl.ions.” 

«‘^*Bravo, Jos ! ” said Mr. Sedley; on hearing the bantering of which 
well-known voice, Jos instantly relapsed into an alarmed silence, and 
quickly took his departure. He did not lie awake all night thinking 
^/whether or not he viias in love with Miss Sharp ; the passion of love 
never interfered with the appetite or the slumber of Mr. Joseph Sedley; 
i but4M4hought to himself how delightful it would be to hear such songs 
(as those after Cutcherry—^what a distinguce girl she was—^how she 
j could speak French better than the Governor-General’s lady herself— 
and what a sensation she would make at the Calcutta balls. “It’s 
evident the poor devil’s in love v/ith me,” thought he. “ She is just as 
rich as most of the girls who come out to India. I might go farther 
and fare worse, egad ! ” And in these meditations he fell asleep. 

How Miss Sharp lay awake, thinking, will he come or not to-morrow ? 
need not be told here. To-morrow cam'fe, and, as sure as fate, Mr. Joseph 
Sedley made his appearance beforoi luncheon. He had never z-been 
known before to confer such an honour on Bussell Square. George 
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Osborne was somehow there already (sadly “ putting out ” Amelia, who 
was writing to her twelve acarest friends at Chiswick Mall)f and 
llebecca was employed upon her yesterday’s work. As Joe’s buggy drove 
up, and while, after his usiial thundel-ing knock and pompous bus*.le at 
the door, the ex-Collector of Boggley Wollah laboured upstairs, lo-the 
--'drawing-room, knowing glances were telegraphed between Osborne and 
Miss Sedley, and the pair, smiling archly, looked p.t Rebecca, who 
actually blushed as she bent her fair ringlets over her netting. How 
her heart beat as Joseph appeared,—Joseph, puffing from the staircase- 
in shining creaking boots,—Joseph, in a new waistcoat, red with heat 
and nervousness, and blushing behind his wadded neckclpth. It jv*s a 
nervous liioment for all; and as fesr Ameli;^ think sh^ was more 
frightened than even the people moat concerned. 

Siimbo, who flung open the door and announced Mr. Joseph, foll^ed 
grinning, in the Collector’s rear, and bearing two handsome nosegays 
of flowers, which th^ monster had actually had the gallantry.to 
purchase in @ovent Garden Market that morning—they were not as 
big as the hay-stacks which ladies carry about with them now-a-days, 
in cones of filagree paper; but the young women were delighted with 
the gift, as Joseph presented one to each, with an exceedingly 
solemn bow. 

“ Bravo, Jos,” cried Osborne. 

“Thank you, dear Joseph,” said Amelia, quite ready to kiss her 
brother, if he were so minded. (And I think for a kiss from such a 
dear creature as Amelia, I would purchase all Mr. Lee’s conservatgries 
out of hand.) ^ , 

“O heavenly, heavenly flowers ! ” exclaimed Miss Sharp, and smelt 
them delicately, and held them to her bosom, and cast up her eyes to the 
ceiling, in an ecstasy of admiration. Pethaps she just looked first^to 
■ the boqguet, to see whether there was a hUlet-dovw hidden among the 
flowers ; but there was no letter. 

“ Do they talk the language of flowers at Boggley "VVollah, Sedley-#ifc 
asked Osborne, laughing. , • 

“ Pooh, nonsense ! ” replied the sentinlental youth. “ Bought ’em at 
N.athan’s ; very glad you like ’em ; and eh, Amelia) my dear, I bought 
a pine-apple at the same time, which I gave to Sambo. Let’s have it 
for tiffin ; veiy cool and nice this hot weather.” llebecca said sh<rHaJ 
never tasted a pine, and long^ beyond everything to taste one. 

So the conversation wont on.' I don’t know on what pretext Osborne 
left the room, or why, presently, Amelia wSnt away, perhaps to 
superintend the slicing of the pine-apple ; but Jps was left alone with 
Beb^ca, who had resumed her work, and the green silk and the 
qhiniiig needles were quivering rapidly under her white slender 
fingers. 

“ What a beautiful, byoo-ootMcl'sojtg that was you sang last night, 
dear Miss Sharp,” said tEe”CoUector. “It made me cry almost; ’pea 
my honour it did.” 
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* Because you have a kind heart, MrfJoseph; all the Sedleys have, 
I thiJik.” ' 

“It kept me awake last night, and I was trying to hum it thic 
morning in bed ; I was, upon myt-honour. _ Gollop, Iny doctor, came in 
atcle-i-en (for I’m a sad invalid, you know} and see Gollop every day), 
and, ’gad ! thereJ was, singing away like—a robin.” 

“ O you droll creature ! Do let me hear you sing it.” 

“Me ? No, you. Miss Sharp ; my dear Miss Sharp, do sing it.” 

“ Not now, Mr. Sedley,” said Bebecca, with a sigh. “ My spirits are 
not equal to it: besides I must finish the pupae. Will you help mo, 
Mr. Sedley ? ”, And before he had time to, ask how, Mr. Joseph Sedley, 
of the East, India Company’s service, was actually seated Uce-A-t^te with 
a young lady, looking at her with a most killing expression ; ,hi3 arms 
stretched out before her in an imploring attitude, and his hands bound 
in a°web of green silk, which she was unwinding. 

In this romantic position Osborne and Amelia found the interesting 
pair, when they entered to announce that tiffin was ready. The skein 
bf silk was just wound round the card; but Mr. Jos. had never 
spoken. 

“I am sure he will to-night, dear,” Amelia said, as she pressed 
. Eebecca’s hand ; and Sedley, too, had communed with his soul, and. 
said to himself, “ ’Gad, I’ll pop the question at Vauxhall.” 


CHAPTER 

Donnijj OF otiRS. 

-X Cuff’s fight with Dobbin, and the unexpected issue of that contest, 
will long be rerae\ube?ed by every man who was educated at Dr. 
Swishtail’s famous school. The latter youth (who used to be called 
Ileigh-ho Dobbin, Gec-ho Dobbin, and by many other names indicative 
of puerile contempt) was the quietest, the clumsiest, and, as it seemed, 
the dullest of all Dr. Swishlail’s young gentlemen. Ilis parent was a 
grocer in the city; and it was bruited abroad that he was admitted 
into Dr. Swishtail’s academy upon what are called ‘ mutual principles’ 
—lliat is to say, the expenses of his board and schooling were defrayed 
by his father in goods, not money ; and he stood there—almost at tlie 
bottom of the school—in his scrgggy corduroys and jacket, through tiie 
searus of which 'his great big bones were bursting—as the repr.e- 
sentative of so many pounds of tea, candles, sugar, mottled-soap, plums, 
(of which a very mild jjroportion wSs supplied for the puddings of tiro 
establishment), and other commodities. A dreadfufeday it was for 
young Dobbin when one of the youngsters of the sIK)o 1, having run 
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uto tlifl town upon a poaohjig excursion for hardbake and TOlonlea^ 
.spied the cart of Dobbin & Eudge, Grocers and Oilmen, Inanie* 
itreet, London, at the Doctor’s door, discharging a cargo of the waretf* 
n which the firm* dealt. . * . 

. Young Dobbin had no peace after that. The jokes were fiigiftfulj^ 
and merciless against him. “Hullo, Dubbin,” one wag would .say, 

“ here’s good news in the paper. Sugars is ris’, my boy.” Another 
would set a sum—“ If a pound of mutton-candles cost sevenpencc- 
halfpenny, how much must Dobbin cost 1 ” and a roar would follow 
from all the circle of young knaves, usher and all, who rightly con¬ 
sidered that the selling of goods by retail is a shameful and infamous 
practice, meriting the contempt antf scorn of all real gentlomen. 

“ Your father’s only a merchant, Osborne,” Dobbin said in private 
to the little boy who had brought down the storm upon him. At winch 
the tatter reidied haughtily, “ My father’s a gentleman, and keeps his 
earriago; ” and Mr. William Dobbin retreated to a remote outhouse in 
the play-ground, where he passed a h.olf-holiday in the bitterest sadness 
•and woe. Who amongst us is there that (jpes not recollect simihar houm 
of bitter, bitter childish, grief ? Who feels injustice; who shrinks 
before a slight; who has a sense of wrong so acute, and so glowing a 
gratitude for kindness, as a generous boy 1 and how many of those 
gentle souls do you degrade, estrange, torture, for the sake of a little' 
loose arithmetic, and miserable dog-latln ? 

Now, William Dobbin, from an incapacity to acquire the rudiments 
of the above language, as they are propounded in that wonderful book 
the Eton Latin Grammar, was compelled to remain among the ^ ..r'l ljist 
of Dr. Swishtail’s scholars, and was ‘ t aken dow n ’ continually by little 
fellows with pink faces and pinafores when he marched up with the 
lower form, a gi.aut amongst them, witluhis downcast stupified Wok, 
his dog’s-eared primer, and his tight jorduroys. High and low, all' 
made fun of him. They sewed up those corduroys, tight as they were. 
They cut his bed-strings. They upset buckets and benches, so that”®?* 
might break his shins over them, w^ich he never failed to do. They 
sent him parcels, which, when opened,* were found to contain the 
paternal soap and candles. There was no little fellow but h.ad his jeer 
and joke at Dobbin ; and he boro everything (juite patiently, and was 
entirely dumb and miserable. 

• Cuff, on 'the contrary, was the great chief and dandy of the Swishtail ’ 
Seminary. lie sinji^ed wine in. He fought the town-boys. Pouics 
used to come for him to ride homo on Sjiturilays. He had his top- 
boots in his room, in which he used to hunt in the holidays. He had 
u goJli repeate r: iind took snuff like the Doctor. Ho had been to the 
(^>era,‘’’an(I~khew the mer-ifs of the principal actoi5, pi'eforriiig Mr. 

• Kean to Mr. Kemble. He could luioc^ you o,ff-forty Latin verses in 

an hour, lie could make French poetry..'’What else didn’t he know,. 
or couldn’t he do 2 'riicy said evfti the Doctor hiaa^df was afraid/ 
of him. * 
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Cuff, the unquestioned king of tlxe sjiool, ruled over his subject, 
^d bullied them, with splendid superiority. Tliis one blacked hf 
'shoes : that toasted his bread, otho’s would fog out, jnd give him hallv, 
!at<cri>kct during whole summer*afternoons. ‘Figs’ was the felloui 
whom, lie despised most, and with whom, though always abusing him, 
and sneering at him, he scarcely ever condescended to hold pei’sonal 
communication. " 

One day in priv.ate, the two young gentlemen had haix^lfference. 
Figs, alone in the school-room, was blun dering over a home IiJter; 
when Cuff, entering, b.ode him go upon "some message, of which tarts. 
were probably the subject. 

“ I can’t,” says Dobbin ; “ I want to finish my letter.” 

“You catCt ? ” says Mr. Cuflf, laying hold of that document (in which 
maily words were scratched out, many were mis-spelt, on which had 
been spent I don’t know how much thought, and labour, and teara ; for 
th6 poor fellow was writing to his mother, w'ho was fond of him, 
although she was a grocer’s wife, and lived in a b.ack parlor in Thaines- 
street). “ You can’t ? ” says Mr. Cuff: “ I should like to know why, 
pray ? Can’t you write to old Mother Figs to-morrow ? ” 

“ Don’t call names,” Dobbin said, getting off the bench, very nervous. 

“ Well, sir, will you go 1 ” crowed the cock of the school. 

“Put down the letter,” Dobbin replied; “no gentleman readth 
letterth.” 

“Well, now will you go ?” says the other. 

“*No, I won’t. Don’t strike, or I’ll thmash you,” roars out Dobbin, 
spriigliDg to a leaden ink-stand, and looking so wicked, that Mr. Cuff- 
paused, turned down his coat sleeves again, put his hands into his 
.pockets, and walked away with a sneer. But he never meddled 
ipeiSonally with the grocer’s, boy after that; though wo must do him 
the justice to say he always spf>ke of Mr. Dobbin with contempt behind 
his back. 

( 

Some time after this interview, dt happened that Mr. Cuff, on a sun¬ 
shiny afternoon, was in the neighbourhood of poor William Dobbin 
who was lying undtr a tree in the play-ground, spelling over a favourite 
copy of the Arabian Nights which he had—apart from the rest of th;. 
school, who were pursuing their various sports—quite lonely, ane, 
almost happy. If people would but leave children to themselves ; if 
teachers would cease to bully them; if parents would not insist upon 
directing their thoughts, and dominating their feelings—^thosc feelings 
and thoughts which are a mystery to all (for how much do you and I 
know of eaph other, of our children, of our fathers, of our neighbour, 
and how far more beautiful and sacred are the thoughts of the poor 
, lad or girl whom you govern likely to be, than those of the dull and 
‘ world-corrupted person who rules him ?)—if, I say, xiarents and masters 
f would leave their children alond a little more,—small harm would 
accrue, although a less quantity of as in praisenti might be acquired. 
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Well, William Dobbin for once forgotten tbe -world, and wm 
with Sindbad the ^ilor in the VaUey of Diamonds, or with 
Driiiee Ahmed and the Fairy Peribauou in that delightful cavern 
where the Prinpe found her, and idiither we should all like to make a 
tour; when shrill crie^, as of a little fellow weeping, woke up his 
pleasant reverie ; and, looking up, he saw Cuff before him, belabouring 
a little boy. 

It w.a8 the lad who had peached upon him about the grocer’s cart; 
but-Jie bore little malice, noFTit le.ost towards the young and firaall. 
“ How dare you, sir, break the bottle ? ” says Cufl‘ to the little urchin, 
swinging a yellow cricket-stump over him. 

The boy had been in-structed to get over the play-ground wall (at a 
selected spot where the broken-glass had been ronioveif from the fop, 
and niches made convenient in the brick) ; to run a quarter of a mile ; 
to purchase a pint of rum-shrub on credit; to brave all the Doctor’s 
outlying spies, and to clamber back into the play-ground again; 
during the performance of wliich feat his foot had slipped, anil the 
bottle wasbroken, and tlio shrub had been spilt, and his pantaloons had 
been damaged, and he appeared before his employer a perfectly guilty 
and trembling, though harmless, wretch. 

“ How dare you, sir, break it ? ” s.aya Cuff; “ you blundering little 
thief. You drank the shrub, and now you pretend to have broken the 
bottle. Hold out your hand, sir.” 

Down came the stump with a great heavy thump on the child’s 
hand. A moan followed. Dobbin looked up. The Prince Peribanou 
had fled into the inmost cavern with Prince Ahmed: the Kdc had 
whisked away Sindbad the Sailor out of the Valley of Diamohds out 
of sight, far into the clouds : and there w.as every-day life before honest 
William ; and a big boy beating a little one without cause. 

“ Hold out your othqr hand, sir,” roai’s Cuff to his litille school-fellow, 
whose face was distorted with pain. • Dobbin quivered, and gathered 
him.sclf up in his narrow old clothes. 

“ Take that, you little devil! ” cried Mr. Cuff, .and down came tlie 
wicket <ag.ain on the child’s hand.-»-Don’t be' horrified, ladie.s, every boy 
at a public school has done it. Your children will so do and be dono 
by, in .all probability. Down came the wicket again; and Dobbin 
started up. 

I can’t tell what his motive was. Torture in a public school is as 
much licensed as the knout in Eussia; It would be ungentlemanliko 
(in a manner) to resist it. Perhaps Dobbin’s foolish soul revolted 
.against that exorcise of tyranny; or pei'haps he had a hankering 
feeling of revenge in Ida mind, and longed to measure himself .against 
that splendid bully and tyrant, who had all the glory, pride, pomp, 
.» circumstance,’banners flying, drums beating, guards saluting, in the 
place. Whatever m.ay have been his incentive, however, up he sprang, 
and screamed out, “ Hold off. Cuff: don’t bully that child any more : 
orPU-” ’ 
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" Or you’ll, wliat ? ” CuflF asked in amaMment at this interruption. 

: “Hold oat your hand, you little beast.” * 

, “ I’ll give you the worst thrashing yon overbad in your life,” Dobbin 
: said, in reply to the first part of Cop’s sentence; and* little Osborne, 
:g.isping and in tears, looked uj) with wonder and incredulity at seeing 
I this amazing champion put up suddenly to defend him: while Cuff’s 

f ,stonishment w.as scarcely less. Fancy our late monarch George III. 
rhen he heard of tRe revolt of the North American colonies : fancy 
>razen Goliah when little David stepped forward and claimed a meel- 
ng ; and you have the feelings-of Mr. Reginald Cuff when this rencontre 
was proposed to him. ' 

“After soliool,” s.ays he, of course ; ^aftcr a pause and a look, as much 
as to say, ‘Make your will, and communicate your be.?t wishes to your 
friends between this time and that.’ 

“As'^you please,” Dobbin said. “You must be my bottle-holder, 
Osborne.” 

“ Well, if you like,” little Osborne replied ; for you see his papa kept 
a carriage, and he was rather ashamed of his champion. 

Yes, when the hour of battle came, he was almost ashamed to say 
“ Go it. Figsand not a single other boy in the place uttered that cry 
for the first two or three rounds of this famous combat; at the com¬ 
mencement of which the scientific Cuff, with a contemptuous smile on 
his face, and as light and as gay as if he was at a ball, jAanted his blows 
ppou his adversary, and floored that unlucky^ champion three times 
I runnu%. At e;ich fall there w.as a cheer ; and everybody was anxious 
tahave’the honour of offering the conqueror a knee. 

What a licking I shall get when it’s over,” young Osborne 
thought, picking up his man. “ You’d beat give in,” he said to 
Dobbffi ; “ it’s "only a thx-ashlrtg. Figs, and you know I’m used to 
* it.” But Figs, all whose limbs wore in a quiver, and whose nostrils 
were breathing rage, put his little bottle-holder aside, and went in for 
a tourth time. 

As h‘e did not in the least kno,w hirvv to parry the blows that were 
aimed at himself, and Cuff had begun the attack on the three preceding 
occasions, without ever allowing his enemy to strike. Figs now deter¬ 
mined toat he would commence the engagement by a charge on his 
own part; and accordingly, being a left-handed man, brought that arm 
into action, and hit out a couple of times with all his might—once at 
Mr. Cuff’s left eye, .and once on his beautiful Roman nose. 

Cuff went down this time, to the astonisliment of the assembly. 
“ Well hit, by Jove,” s.ay3 little Osborne, with the air of a connoisseur, 
clapping his man on the back. “ Give it him with the left, F%'s, 
xny boy.” 

'y Figs’s left made terrific phay during ell the rest of the combat. Cuff 
went down every time. At the sixth round there were almost as many 
fellows shouting out, “ Go it, Figs,” as there were youtlis exchaiming, 
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Go it, Cuff” At the tlrelfth round the latter champion -wag all 
} abroa'd, as the saying is, and had lost all presence of mind and power 
of attack or defence. Figs, on tl« contrary, was as calm as a quaker. 
His face being quite pale, his eyes shining open, and a great cut on his 
under lip bleeding profusely, gav6 this young fellow a fierce and 
ghastly air, which perhaps struck tei-ror into many spectators. 
Nevertheless, his intrepid adversary prepared to close for the thirteenth 
time. 

If I had the pen of a Napier, or a Bell’s Life, I should like to describe 
this combat properly. It was the last charge of the Guard—(that is, it 
•would have been, only "Watorloo had not yot taken place)—it was Ney’a 
column breasting the hill of La Hay Sainto, bristling with ten thousand , 
bayonets, and crowned with twenty eagles—it was the shout of the 
beef-eating British, as le.aping down the hill they rushed to .hug the 
enemy in the savage "arms of battle—in other words, Cuff coming up 
full of pluck, but quite reeling and groggy, the Fig-mci'chant put in 
his left .as "aisual on his adversary’s nose, and sent him down for the ^ 
last time. ' . ^ 

,• “I think that will do for him,” Figs said, as his opponent 
dropped as neatly on the green as I have seen Jack Spot’s half “ 
plump mto the pocket at billiards; and the fact is, when time was' 
called, Mr. Ecginald Cuff was not able, or did not choose, to stanui 
up again. : 

And now all the boys set up such a shout for Figs as would m.ake 
3 'ou think he had been their darling champion through the,whole 
■ b.attle; and .as absolutely bi’ought Dr. Swishtail out of his study; curious 
to know the cause of the upro.ar. Ho thi-eatened to flog Figs violently, 
of course ; but Cuff, who had come to himself by this time, and was 
} washing his ■wounds, stood up and sa’J, “ It’s my fau’t, sir—nci Figs’ 
i —not Dobbin’s. I was bullying a little boy; and he served me right.” 
By which magnanimous speech ho not only saved liis conqueror a 
whipping, but got back all his ascendancy over the boys which his 
defeat had nearly cost him. _ • > 

Young Osborne wrote home to ilis parents an account of the 
ti’ansaction. 

“ Sugarcane Ilotise, Richmond, March 18—. 


“Dear Mama, —I hope you are quite well. I should be much 
obliged to you to send me a cake and five shillings. There has been a 
fight here between Cuff & Dobbin. Cuff, yoii know, was the Cock of 
the School. They fought thirteen rounds, and Dobbin Licked. So 
Cuff is now Only Second Cock. The fight was about me. Cuff’ was 
lining me for breaking a bottle of milk, and Figs wouldn’t stand it. 

'We call him Figs because his father is a Grocer. Figs & Eudge, 
Thames St., City—^I think as he fought for me you ought to buy your 
Tea & Sugar at his father’s. Caff goes home every Saturday, but cant 
this because he has 2 Black Eyes. He has a white Fony to come and 




‘ "^NITY FAIia. 


•fetch him, and a groom in livery on a mare. I mail my Papa 
would let me have a Pony, and I am, 

‘‘Your dutiful Son,^ 

’ “ George Sedlet Osboenb. 

“P.S. Give my love to little Emmy. I am cutting her out a Coach 
in cardboard. Please not a seed-cake, but a plum-cake.” 

>y' 

In consequence of Dobbin’s victoiy, his character rose prodigiously 
in tlie estimation of all his schoolfellows, and the name of Pigs, which 
had been a byeword of reproach, became as respectable and popular a 
nickname as any other in use in the. school. “After all, it’s not his 
fault that his father’s a grocer,” George Osborne said, who, though a 
jlittle chap, had a veiy high popularity among the Swishtail youth ; 

! ftnd hi^ opinion was received with great applause. It was voted low 
to sneer at Dobbin about this accident of bii-tli. “ Old Figs ” grew to 
be a name of kindness and endearment; and the sneak of an usher 
Ijeered at him no longer. 

And Dobbin’s spirit rose with his altered circumstances. lie made 
iwonderful advances in scholastic learning. The superb Cuff himself, at 
whose condescension Dobbin could only blush and wonder, helped him 
on with his Latin versos ; “ coached ” him in play-houi's; carried him 
triumphantly out of the little-boy class into the middle-sized form; and 
even there got a fair place for hisn. It was discovered, that although 
' dull at classical learning, ai mathematics he was uncommonly quick.' 
To the'" jontentment of all, he passed third in algebi’a, and got a French 
prize-book at the public midsummer examination. You should have 
seen his mother’s face when Telemaque (that delicious romance) was 
preseqtcd to him by the Doctor in the face of the whole school and the 
parents and company, with an'mscription to Gulielmo Dobbin. All 
the boys clapped hands in tok(Si of applause and sympathy. Ilis 
b hiah es, his stumbles, his awkwardness, and the number of feet which 
he crushed as he went back to his place, who shall describe or calculate ? 
Old Dobbin^ his father, who novj respected him for the first time, gave 
him two guineas publicly; most of which he spent in a general 
tuck-out for the school: and he came back in a tail-coat after the 
holidays. 

Dobbin was much too modest a young fellow to suppose that this 
happy cliange in all his circumstances arose from his own generous and 
manly disposition : he chose, from some perverseness, to attribute his 
good fortune to the sole agency and benevolence of little George 
Osborne, to whom henceforth he vowed such a love and affection as is 
only'felt by ehildrenjr—such an affection as w6 read' in the charming 
firiiy-book uncouth Orson had for splendid ypung Valentine his con¬ 
queror. He flung himself dowm at little Osborne’s feet, and loved him, 

^ ^^en before they were acquainted, he,^had admired Osborne in secret, 
'^Now he was his valet, his dog, his man Friday. He believed Osborne 
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to be the possessor of ei^ry perfection, to bo the handson^st, the 
bravest, the most active, tho cleverest, the most generous of created 
boys. He shared his money with him: bought him uncountable 
presents of knives, pencil-cases, gold seals, toffee. Little Warblers, and 
romantic books, with large coloured pictures of knights a® robbers, in 
many of which latter you might read inscriptions to George Sedley 
Osborne, Esquire, from his attached friend WilliankDobbin—the which 
tokens of homage George received very graciously, as became his 
superior merit.' 

So th.at when Lieutenant Osborne, coming to Eussell Square on the 
day of the Vauxhall party, said to the ladies, “ Mrs. Sefflcy, Ma’am, I 
hope you have room; I’ve asked Dohbin of ours to come and dine here, 
and go with us to Vauxhall. lie’s almofst as modest as Jos.” 

, “Modesty! pooh,” said the stout gentleman, casting a vazngteeurj 

look at Miss Sharp. . ".'• ) 

“ He is-»but you are incomji.arably more gr.accful, Sedley,” Osborne 
added, laughing. “ I met him at the Bedford, when I went to look .for 
you; and I told him that Miss Amelia was come home, and that we 
were all bent on going out for a night’s pleasuring; and that Mrs. 
Sedley had forgiven his breaking the punch-bowl at the child’s party. 

I Don’t yon remember the catastrophe. Ma’am, seven years ago ? ” 

“ Over Mrs. Flamingo’s crimson silk gown,” said good-natured Mrs. 
Sedley. “ What a gawky it w.as I And lue sisters are not much more 
graceful. Lady Dobbin was at Highbury last night with three oithem. 
Such figures, my dears.” • 

“ The Alderman’s veiy rich, isn’t he ? ” Osborne said archly. “Don’t ■ 
you think one of the daughters would be a good spe£ for me. 
Ma’am ? ” •• • • 

“You foolish creature ! Who would take yoti, I should like to know, 
with your yellow face 1 ” 

“ Mine a yellow face 2 Stop till you see Dobbin. Why, he hauri,lte 
yellow fever three times ; twice al^Nassau, .and once at St. Kitts:” 

“Well, well; youi-s is quite yellow Aiough for u.s. Isn’t k, Emmy?” 
Mrs. Sedley said : at which speech Miss Ameljji euly made a smile and 
a blush ; and looking at Mr. George Osborne’s p.ale interesting counte¬ 
nance, and those beautiful black, curling, shining whiskers, which the 
young gentleman himself regarded with no ordinary complacency, she 
thought, in her little heart, th.at in His Majesty’s array, or in the wide 
world, there never was such a face or such a hero. “ I don’t care about 
Captain Dobbin’s complexion,” she said, “ or about his awkwardness. J 
si),in iiTways like him, I know her little reason being that he was the 
, friend and champion of George. * 

’ “ There’s not a finer fellow in the service,” Osborne said, “ nor a better 

officer, though he is not an Adoiiis, certainly.” And he looked towards 
the glass himself with much ntt'Cvet4; and in so doing, caught Miss 
Sharp’s eye fixed keenly upon him, at which ho blushed a little, and 
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li'jRebeoca thought in her heart, ^ Ah, mon hed^ Monsieur ! I think I have 
■Viyear gage’—^the little artful minx! 

That evening, when Amelia came tripping into the di-awing-room in 
,a white muslin frock, prepared for conquest at Vauxliafl, singing like a 
: jlark, and as fresh as a rose—a very tall ungainly gentleman, with large 
liands and feet, and large ears, set off by a closely cropped head of black 
lair, and in the hideous military frogged coat and cocked hat of those 
imes, advanced to meet her, and made her one of the clumsiest bows 
tha,kwas ever performed by a mortal. 

U ^^his was no other than Captain William Dobbin, of His Majesty’s 

.||-Eegiment of Foot, returned from yellow fever in the West Indies, 

to which the fortune of the service had ordered his regiment, whilst so 
jS many of his gallant comrades were reaping glory in the Peninsula. 
fS He had an-ived with a knock so very timid and quiet, that it was 
I inaudible to the ladies up-stairs: otherwise, you may be sure Miss 
lb Amelja would never have been so bol^ as to come singing into the 
h|-oom. As it was, the sweet fresh little voice went rights into the 
jjtaptain’s heart, and nestled there. When she held out her hand for 
aim to shake,, before he enveloped it in his own, he paused .and thought 
“ Well, is it possible—are you the little maid I remember in the pink 
laiifrock, such a short time ago—4;he night I upset'the punchbowl, just 

i fter I was gazetted 1 Are you the little gii-l that George 'Osborne 
aid should marry him 1 What a blooming young creature you seem, 
.nd what a prize the rogue has got! ” All this he thought before he 
ook Amelia’s hand into his own, and .os he let his cocked-hat fall. 

His history since he left school, until the very moment when we have 
he pleasure of meeting him again, although not fully narrated, has yet, 
[ think, been indicated sufficiently for an ingenious re.ader by the con- 
rersati«n in the, last page. Dob^'in, the despised grocer, w.is Alderman 
I Dobbin—Alderman Dobbin was Colonel of the City Light Horse, then 
burning with military aidour to resist the French invasion. Colonel 
Ih^^-in’s corps, in which old Mr. Osborne himself was but an indiffei-ent 
corporal, had been reviewed by the Sovereign and the Duke of York ; 
and the colonel and alderman had been knighted. His son had entered 
the army: and young Osborne followed presently in the same regiment. 
They had served in the West Indies and in Canada. Their regiment 
had just come home, and the attachment of Dobbin to George Osborne 
was as warm and generous now, as it had been when the two were 
schoolboys. ■ 

So these worthy people s.at down to dinner presently. They talked 
about war and glory, and Boney and Lord Wellington, and the last 
Gkizotte. In those famous days every gazette had a victory in it, a d 
the two gallant young men longed to seq their own names in the 
glorious list, and cursed their unlucky fate to belong to a regiment 
which had been away from the chances of honour. Miss Sharp kindled 
with this exciting talk, but Miss Sedley trembled and grew quite feint 
08 she heard it. Mr. Jos told several of his tiger-hunting stories: 
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finialied tlie ono about Miife Cutler aud Lanco tlio surgeon; ^helped 
Kebecca to everything on the table, and himself gobbled and di’ank’a 
great deal. _ I 

He sprang to open the door for the ladies, when they retired, with the 
most killing grace—and coming back'to the tabic, tilled himself bumper 
after bumper of claret, which he swallowed with nervous rapidity. 

“ He's priming himself,” Osborne whispered to Dcbbin, and at length 
the hour and the carriage arrived for Vauxhall. 


CHAPTEE VI. 

VADXHAIX. 

I KNOW that the tune I am piping is a very mild on^ (although there 
are some terrific chapters coming presently,) and must beg the goqd- 
natured reader tA remember, that we are only discoursing at present 
about a stock-broker’s family in Eussell Square, who arc taking walks, 
or luncheon, or dinner, or talking and making love as people do in 
^ common^life, .and without a single passionate and wonderful incident to 
mark the progress of their loves. The argument stands thus—Osborne, 
m love with Amelia, has asked an old friend to dinner and to VauxhaU 
—Jos Sedley is in love with Eebccca. Will he marry her ? That is the 
great subject now in hand. • 

We might have treated this subject in the genteel, or in the romantic, 
or in the facetious manner. Suppose we hiid laid the scene in Grosvenor 
Square, with the very same advcnture^j^would not sonje ]jeopla»have 
listened 1 Suppose we had shown how Iiord Joseph Sedley fell in love, 
and the Marquis of Osborne became attached tp Lady Ameliii, with the 
full consent of the Duke, lier noble father: or instead of the supreuuly 
genteel, suppose we had resorted to the entirely low, and described what 
was going on in Mr. Sedley’s kitcTien how black Sambo was in love 
with the cook (as indeed he was), and how he fought a b.attle with the 
coaehm.an in her behalf; how the knife-boy was c.aught stealing a cold 
shoulder of mutton, and Miss Sedley’s new femme de chanibre refused to 
^go to bed without a wax candle ; such incidents might be made to pro- 
\ voke much delightful laughter, and be supposed to represent scenes of 
“ life.” Or if, on the contrary, we had taken a fancy for the terrible, 
and made the lover of thenew/e»wa« de chanibre a professional burglar, 
wh^ursts into the house with his band, slaughters black Sambo at 
_ the feet of his master, and carries off Amelia in hei* night-dress, not to 
_ be let loose again till the ^ird volume, we sht aid easily have con- 
etfucted a tale of thrilling interest, through the fiery chapters of which 
' the readers should hurry, panting. But n^ readers must hope for no 
such romance, only a homely story, and must be content'with a chapter 
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about y.iuxh.all, which is so short that it slarce deserves to ho called a 
chapter at all. And yet it is a chapter, and a very important one too. 

‘' Xre not there little chapters in everybody’s life, that se^m to be nothing, 

: and yet affect all the rest of the history 1 

Let us then step into the coach with the Russell Square party, and 
le off to the Gardens. There is barely room between Jos and Miss 
Sharp, who are on the front seat. Mr. Osborne sitting bo^n opposite, 
between Captain Dobbin and Amelia, 
i,,- Every soiil in the coach agreed, that on th.at night Jos would propose 
I 1) make Rebecca Sharp Mrs. Sedley. The parents at home had 
I acquies'ced in the arrangement, though, between ourselves, old Mr. Sedley 
j had a feeling Very much akin to contempt for his son. He said he was 
vain, selfish, lazy, and effeminate. Ho could not endure his airs as a 
man of fashion, and laughed heartily at his pompous braggajJagio stories. 
“ I shall lo.ave the fellow half my property,” he said; “and he will have, 
besides, plenty of his own ; but as I am perfectly sure that if you, and 
I, and his sister wore to die to-morrow ho would say ‘ Good*Gad ! ’ and 
eat his dinner just as well as usual, I am not going to make myself 
anxious about him. Let him marry whom he likes. It’s no affair of 
mine.” 

Amelia, on the other hand, as became a young woman of her prudence 
and temperament, was quite enthusiastic for the match. Once or twice 
Jos had been on the point of saying soraetliing very important to her 
to which she was most willing to lend an ear, but the fat fellow could 
t^t be brought to unbosom himself of his great secret, and very much 
to his Sister’s disapjiointinent he only rid himself of a large sigh and 
turned away. 

This mystery served to keep Amelia’s gentle bosom in a perpetual 
fiuttePof espitement. If she dW not speak with Rebecca on the tender 
subject, she conipens-ated hcrsclf.with long and intimate conversations 
with Mrs. Blenkinsop, the housekeeper, who dropped some liints to the 
Mi^s-maid, who m.ay h.avc cursorily mentioned tlie matter to the cook, 
who chrried the news, I have no doubt, to all the tradesmen, so that 
Mr. Jos’s marri.ige was now talked of by a very considerable number 
•' of persons in the RusSej^quare world. 

It was of course Mrs. Sedley’s opinion th.at her son would demean 
himself by a marriage with an artist’s daughter. “ But, lor’. Ma’am,” 
ejaouLattfd Mrs. Blenkinsop, “ we w.as only grocers when wo married 
Mr. S., who w.as a stock-broker’s clerk, and we hadn’t five hundred 
pounds among us, and we’re rich enough now.” And Amelia was 
entirely of this opinion, to which, gradually, the good-natured Mrs. Sedley 
was brought. 

' Mr. Sedley was neutral. “ Let Jos marry whom he likes,” he said.;. 
“ it’s no affair of mine. This girl ^las no fortune; no moi’e had 
Mi-s. Sedley. She seems good-humoured and clever, and will keep him in 
•*^rder, porh.aps. Better she, my dear,“than a black Mrs. Sedley, and a 
dozen of mahogany grttadchildren.” 
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So that everything seemeJ to smile upon Rebecca’s fortunes. She 
took Jos’s arm, as a matter of course, on going to dinner; she had sate 
by him on the bo;s of his open carri!^,ge (a most tremendous “ buck ” he 
was, as be sat there, serene, in state, driving his greys), and though 
nobody said a word on the subject of the marriage, everybody seemed 
,to understand it. All she wanted was the proposal, and ah! how 
1 Rebecca now felt the want of a mother !—a dear, tender mother, who 
would have managed the business in ten minutes, and, in the course of 
a little delic.ate confidential conversation, would have extracted the 
interesting avowal from the bashful lips of the young man ! 

Such was the state of aflairs as the carriage crossed Westminster- 
bridge. * • 

The -party w;is landed at the Royal Gardens in due time. As the 
majestic Jos stepped out of. the creaking vehicle the crowd gave a 
cheer for the fat gentleman, who blushed and looked very big and 
mighty, as he walked away with Rebecca under his arm. George, of 
course, took charge of Amelia. She looked as happy as a rose-tree in 
sunshine. • 

“I say, Dobbin,” s-sys George, “just look to the shawls and things, 
there’s a good fellow.” And so while he paired off with Miss Sedley, 
and Jos squeezed through the gate into the Gardens with Rebecca at 
4iis side, hones^Dobbin contented himself by giving an arm to the 
shawls, and by paying at the aoor for the whole party. 

lie walked'very nibdestly behind them. He was not willing to spoil 
sport. About Rebecca and Jos he did not care a fig. But he thought 
Amelia worthy even of the brilliant George Osborne, and as hS saw 
th.^good-looking couple, threading the walks to the girl’s delight and 
wonder, he watched her art)ess ppines s with a‘sort of fatherly 
pleasure. Perhaps he felt that he woul(jUhave liked to Imvo somt^BIing 
jon his own arm besides a shawl (the peqjdo laughed at seeing the gfi\yky 
'yonng ofliicer ciirrying this female burthen) ; but William Dobbin was 
very little iiddicted to selfish calculation at all; and so long as ItisT 
friend was enjoying himself, how shpuld he be discontented 1 Anti the 
truth is, that of all the delights of the ftardens ; of the hundred thou¬ 
sand e,v(ra lamps, which were always lighted; th« fiddlers, in cocked- 
hats, who played ravishing melodies under the gilded cockle-sholl in 
the midst of the Gardens ; the singers, both of comic and sentimental 
rallads, who charmed the ears there ; the country dances, formed by 
bouncing eac kjie.yq , and co ekneyesses, smd executed amidst jumping, 
thumping, and laughter ; theT'signal which announced that Madame 
Smiui was about to mount skyward on a slack-ropo ascending to the 
star'-.^he hermit that always sat in the illuminated hermitage ; the 
dark walks, so favourable to the iuterviews'of young* lovei-s; the poM 
of stout handed about by the people in the shabby old liveries ; and 
the twinkling boxes, in which the hajjpy feasters made believe to eat 
slices of almost invisible ham df all these things, and of the gentle 
Simpson, that kind smiling idiot, who, I daresay, presided even then 
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over t^e place—Captain William Dobbul did not take the slightest 
notice. 

He carried about Amelia’s wlijite Cashmei'e shawl, and having 
attended under the gilt cockle-shcll, while Mrs. Salmon performed the 
j/Battle of Borodino (a savage Cantata against the Corsican upstart, who 
‘had lately met with liisKnsslan reverses)—^Mr. Dobbin tried'to hum 
it as he walked away, and found he was humming—the tune which 
Amelia Sedley sang on the staii-s, as she came down to dinner. 

V/ ■ He burst out laughing at himself; for the truth is, he could sing no 
better than an owl. 

It is to bo '.mderstood, as a mattef of course, that our young people 
being in pjirties of two and two, made the most solemn promises to 
keep together during the evening, and separated in ten minutes after¬ 
wards. Parties at Vauxhall always did separate, but ’tw.as only to 
meet again at supper-time, when they could talk of their mutual 
adventures in the interval. « 

.AVliat were the adventures of Mr. Osborne and Miss Amelia ? That 
is a secret. But be sure of this—they were perfectly happy, and 
correct in their behaviour ; and as they had been in the habit of being 
together any-time these fifteen years, their tete-driete offered no 
particular novelty. 

But when Miss Eebocca Sharp and her stout companion lost them¬ 
selves in a solitary walk, in which there were not above five score 
moiu of couples similarly straying, they both felt that the situation was 
extremely tender and critical, and now or never was the moment. Miss 
^'Sharp thought, to provoke that declaration which was trembling on 
the timid lips of Mr. Sedley. They had previously been to the pano- 
ram*of Moset^w, where a riulp fellow, treading on Miss Slnirp’s foot, 
caused her to fall back with a little shriek into the arms of Mr. Sedley, 
and this little incident increased the tenderness and confidence of that 
'gentleman to such a degree, that he told her several of his favourite 
Indian stories over again for, at least, the sixth time. 

I “ How I should like to see India T ” said Rebecca, 
j “ Should you 1 ” said Joseph, with a most killing tenderness ; and 
i was no doubt about to follow up this artful interrogatory by a question 
’ still more tender (for he puffed and panted a great deal, and Rebecca’s 
hand, which was placed near his heart, could count the feverish pulsa¬ 
tions of that organ), when, oh, provoking! the bell rang for the fire¬ 
works, and, a great scuffling and running taking ^lacc, these interesting 
lovers wei'e obliged to follow in the stream of people. 

Captain Dobbin had some thoughts of joining the party at supoer: 
as, in ti-uth, he found the Vauxhall amusement not particnhirly lively 
—but he paraded twice before the box where the now united couples 
were met, ahd nobody took any notice of him. Covers were laid for 
four. The mated pairs were prattlieg away quite happily, and Dobbin 
tnew he was as dean forgotten as if he had never existed in this world. 
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“ I should only be de trap," ^id the Captain, looking at them Wither 
wistfuUy. “ I’d best go and talk to the hermit,”—and so ho strolled 
off out of the hum of .men, and noiscy, and clatter of the banquet, into 
the dark ■walk, at the end of which lived that well-kno'wn pasteboard 
Solitary. • It wasn’t very good fun for Dobbin—and, indeed, to be alone 
at Vauxhall, I have found, from my own experience, to be one of the. 
most dismal sports ever entered into by a bachelor. • 

The two couples wore perfectly happy then in their box: where the 
most delightful and intimate convereation took place. Jos was in liis 
glory, ordering about the waiters with great- majesty. He made the 
salad ; and uncorked the Champagne ; and carved the chickens ' and 
ate and drank the greater part of the refreshments on %he tables. 
Finally, he insisted upon having a bowbof rack punch ; everybody had 
r,ack punch at Vauxhall. “ Waiter, rack punch.” 

That bowl of rack„ 4 j^ch w^s the cause of all this history. And 
why not a ijowl of rack punch as well as any other cause J Was not a 
bowl of prussic acid the cause of fair Bosamond’s retiring from the 
world ? Was not a bowl of wine the cause of the demise of Alexander, 
.lithe Great, or .at least, does not Dr. Lempriere say sT‘!—so did this bowl 
of rack punch influence the fates of all the principal characters in this 
“ Novel without a Hero,” which we are now relating. It influenced 
their life, although most of them did not taste a drop of it. 

Tlie young ladies did not drink it; Osborne did not like it; and the 
consequence was, that J'os, that fat gourmand, drank up the whole 
contents of the bowl; and the consequence of his drinking up the wliole 
contents of the bowl was, a liveliness which at first was astonishing^ and 
tlicn became almost painful; for he talked and laughed so loud as to 
bring scores of listeners round the box, much to the confusion of the 
. innocent party within it; and, volunteeiilig to sing a so ng. 1 w hich* he 
did in that maudlin high-key peculiar tp gentlemen in an inebriated 
state), ho almost drew away the audience who were gathei’ed round the 
rnusici.ans in the gilt scollop-shell, and received from his hearers a great * 
deal of applause. • 

“ Brayvo, F.at un ! ” said one ; “ Angcore, Daniel Lambert! ” said 
another ; “ What a figure for the tight-rope ! ” excLAmed another wag, 
to the inexpressible alarm of the ladies, and the great anger of 
Mr. Osboi-ne. 

“ For Heaven’s sake, .Jos, let us get up and go,” cried that gentleman, 
and the young women rose. 

Stop, my dearest diddle-diddlo-darling,” shouted Jos, now as bold 
as a lion, .and clasping Miss Rebecca round the waist. Rebecca started 
but sD^could not get away her hand. The laughter outside redoubled. 
Jos continued to drink, to make love, and to sing ; dhd, winking .and 
waving his glass gracefully to his, .audience, challenged all or any to 
come in and take a share of his punch. 

Mr. Osbome was just on the poiftt of knocking down a gentleman. 
in top-boots, who proposed to take advantage of this invitation, and a 
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compiotion seemed to be inevitable, when by the greatest good-luck, a 
gentleman of the name of Dobbin, who had been walking about the 
Gardens, stepped up to the box. /“Be off, you fools ! ” said this gentle¬ 
man—shouldering off a great number of the crowd, who vanished 
presently before his cocked-haf and fierce appearance—and he entered 
the box in a most agitated state. 

“ Good Heavens ! Dobbin, where have you been 1 ” Osborne said, 
seizing the white Cashmere shawl from his friend’s arm, and huddling 
' up Amelia in it.—“ Make yourself useful, and take charge of Jos here, 
whilst I take the ladies to the carriage.” 

Jos was for rising to interfere—but a single push from Osborne’s 
finger seutfiiim pulling back into his scat again, and the lieutenant was 
- enabled to remove the ladies iu safety. Jos kissed his hand to them as 
they retreated, and hiccupped out “ Bless you! Bless you I ” Then 
•seizing Captain Dobbin’s hand, and weeping in the most pitiful way, Inj 
confided to that gentleman the secret of his loves. lie adored that 
girl who had just gone out; ho had broken her heart, ho knew he had, 
by his conduct ; he would marry her next morning at St. George’s, 
Hanover Square ; he'd knock up the Archbishop of Canterbury at 
Lambeth: he would, by Jove ! and have him in readiness; and, acting 
on this hint. Captain Dobbin shrewdly induced him to leave the Gardena 
and hasten to Lambeth Palace, and, when once out of the gates, easily 
conveyed Mr. Jos Sedley into a hackney-coach, which deposited him 
safely at his lodgings. 

Gtorge Osborne conducted the girls home in safety, and when the 
door was closed ujwn them, and as he walked across Bussell Square, 
laughed so as to astonish the watchman. Amelia looked very ruefully 
at her fijgpii, as they went *p-stairs, and kissed her, and went to bed 
without any more talking. , 

■“'“He must propose to-morrow,” thought Eebecca. “He called me 
his •soul’s darling fgur times; ,he squeezed my hand in Amelia’s 
presence. He must propose* to-morrow.” And so thought Amelia, 
too. And I dare Isay she thought of the dress she was to wear as 
bride’s-maid, and of the presents which she should make to her nice 
little sister-in- law, and of a subsequent ceremony in which she herself 
might play a principal pjirt, &c., and &c., and &c., and &c. 

Oh, ignorant young creatures! How little do you know the effect 
of mck punch ! What is the rack in the punch, at night, to the rack 
in the head of a morning ! To this truth I can vouch as a man; there 
IS. no headache in the world like that caused by Vau.xhalki^unch. 
Through the lap?o of twenty years, I can remember the consequence 
of two glasses !—two wine-glasses !—but two, upon the honour of a 
gentleman ; and Joseph Sedley, who had a liver complaint, had 
•wallowed at least a quart of the abominable mixture. 

That next morning, which Eebecca thought was to dawn upon her 
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fortune, found SedkY, groanigg in a^niea which the pen refuses to 
describe. Soda-water was not invented yet. Small beer—^will it be 
believed !—was the only drink with which unhappy gentlemen soothed 
^ fever of their previous night’s potation. With this mild beverage 
-^before him, George Osborne found the es-CoUector of Boggley Wollah";' 
groaning on the sofa at his lodgings. Dobbin was already in the roorii,' 
good-naturedly tending his patient of the night Ijefore. The two 
officers looking at the prostra^JJacchanalian, and askance at each 
other, exchanged the most frightful sympathetic grins. Even Sedley’s • 
valet, the most solemn and correct of gentlemen, with the muteness and 
gravity of an undertaker, could hardly keep his countenance in ordnr, 
as he looked at his unfortunate master. • 

“Mr. Sedley was uncommon wild last night, sir,” he whispered in 
confidence to Osborne, as the latter mounted the stair. “He wanted 
to fight the 'ackney coachman, sir. The Capting was obliged to bring 
him up stairs in his harms like a babby.” A momentary smile flickered 
over Mr. Brush’s features as he spoke; instantly, however, they 
relapsed into their usual unfathomable calm, as he flung open the 
drawing-room door, and announced “ Mr. Hosbin.” 

“ How ai'o you, Sedley 1 ’’ that young wag began, after surveying his 
victim. “ No bones broke ? There’s a hackney-coachman down stairs 
with a black eye, and a tied up head, vowing he’ll have the law of you.’’ 

“ What do you mean,—^law ? ’’ Sedley faintly asked. 

“ For thrashing him last night—didn’t he, Dobbin 1 You hit out, 
sir, like Molynoux. The watchman says he never saw a fellow go do^n 
BO straight. Ask Dobbin.” ♦ 

“ Yon did have a round with the coachman,” Captain Dobbin said, 

* .and showed plenty of fight too.” 

“ And that fellow with the white coat at^auxhall! Haw Jos d»ve 
at him ! How the women screamed! By Jove, sii’, it did^y heart 
good to see you. I thought you ci\'ilians*had no pluck ; but I’U never 
get in your w.ay when you are in your cups, Jos.” • v 

“ I believe I’m very terrible, when I’m roused,” ejaculated Jos from 
the sofa, and made a gidmace so dreary antHudicrous, that the Captain’s 
politeness could restrain him no longer, and he and Osborne Ihed off a 
ringing volley of laughter. 

Osborne pursued his advantage pitilessly. He- thought Jos a milksop. 

' He had been revolving in his mind the marriage-question pending 
between Jos and Eebecca, and was not _ over-well ple.ased that a 
! member of a family into which he, George Osborne, of the —th, was 
.^oing to marry, should make a misalliance with a little nobody—a 
little ijjistart governess. “You hit, you poor old fellow?” said 
Osborne. “ You terrible ? Why, man, you couldn’t stand—^you made 
everybody laugh in the Gardens, though you were crying yourself. 
You were maudlin, Jos. Don’t you remember singing a song ? ” 

“ A what ? ” Jos asked. . 

“A sentimental song, and calling Bosa, Eebecca, wh.at’s her name, 
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Amelia’s little friend —yopr dearest diddle-diddle-darling 1 ” And 
this ruthless young fellow, seizing hold of Dobbin’s band, acted over 
the scene, to the horror of the original performer, and in spite of 
Dobbin’s good-natured eutreaties to him to have mercy. v:, 

“ Why should I spare him ? Osborne said to his friend s remon¬ 
strances, when they quitted the invalid, leaving him under the hands 
of Dr. Gollop. What the deuce right has he to give himself his 
patronising airs, and make fools of us at Vauxhall 1 Who’s this little 
■ school-girl that is ogling and making love to him?' Hang it, the 
'-’Emily’s low enougli already, without Aer. A. governess is all very well, 
but I’d rather have a lady for my sister-in-law. I’m a liberal m.an 
but I’ve proper pride, aud know my own station ; let her know hers. 
(And I’ll take down that great hectoring Nabob, aud prevent him from 
? being made a greater fool than he is. That's why I told him to look 
out, lest she brought an action against him.” 

“ I suppose you know best,” Dobbin said, though rather dubiously. 
“You always were a Tory, and your family’s one of the oldest in 
.England. But, ”- 

“ Come and see tlio girls, and make love to Miss Sharp yourself,” the 
lieutenant here interrupted his friend ; but Captain Dobbin declined 
to join Osborne m his daily visit to the young ladies in Russell Square. 

As George walked down South.amptou Row, from Holborn; he 
Laughed as ho saw, at the Sedley mansion, in two dbferent stories, tvyo 
heads on the look-out. 

«rho fact is. Miss Amelia, in the drawing-room balcony, was looking 
very eagerly towards the opposite side of the Square, where Mr. Osborne 
dwelt, on the watch for the lieutenant himself; and lEss Sharp, from 
Iier little bed-room on the second floor, was in observation until 
Mw-Joseplils great form shor-ld heave in sight. 

“ Sister Anne is on the watph-tower,” said he to Amelia, “but there’s 
nobody coming;” and laughing and enjoying the joke hugely, he 
described in the most ludicrous terms to Miss Sedley the dismal 
condition of her brother. „ 

“I think it’s very cruel'di yon to laugh, George,” she said, looking 
particularly uuhai»py; but George only laughed the more at her piteous 
and discomfited mien, persisted in thinking the joke a most diverting 
one, and when Miss Sharp came down-stairs, bantered her with a great 
de.al of liveliness upon the offect of her charms on the fat civilian. 

“ O Miss Sharp ! if you could but see him this morning,” ho s.aid,— 
“ moaning in his flowered dressing-gown—^writhing on his sofa; if you 
could but have seen him lolling out his tongue to Gollop the apothecary.” 

“ See whom ? ” said Miss Shiu-p. 

“ Whom ? O frhom ? Captain Dobbin, of course, to whom we were all 
«o attentive, by the way, last night.” 

“Wo were very unkind to hint,” Emmy said, blushing very much • 
“ I —I quite forgot him.” * 

•“ Of course you did,” cried Osborne, still on the hiugh. “ One can’ 
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be always tliinklog about Dobbin, yon know, Amelia. Can ove, Mks 
Sharp 1 ” 

“Except when he overset the glass of wine at dinner,” Miss Sharp 
^aid, with a haughty air and a toss of the head, “ I never gave the 
1 existence of Captain Dobbin one singdc nioment’s consideration.” 

* “Very good. Miss Sharp, I’ll tell him,” Osborne said; andashe spoke 
Miss Sharp begiin to have a feeling of distrust andJjatred towards this 
young officer, which he was quite unconscious of having inspired. “lit 
is to make fun of me, is he ?” tliought Kebecca. “lias he been laughing 
about me to Joseph 1 Has he frightened him ? Berhaps he won’t come.” 

A film passed over hor eyes, and her heart beat quite quick. ’ 

. „ “ You’re alw'ays joking,” said she, smiling as innocently as she could. 

Joke away, Mr. George; there’s nobody to defendAnd George 
'Osborne, as she walked away—and Amelia looked reprovingly at him 
—felt some little manly compunction for having inflicted any unnecessary 
uukindnoss upon this he lple ss creature. “ My dearest Amelia,” said he, 
“ you are tqo good—too kind. You don’t know the world. I do. And 
your little friend. Miss Sharp, must learn her station.” 

“ Don’t you think Jos will-” 

“ Upon my word, my dear, I don’t know. lie may, or may not. I’m 
not his master. I only know he’s a very foolish vain fellow, and put my 
dear little girl into a very painful and awkward position Last night. My 
dearest diddle-diddle-darling! ” He was off laughing again; and 
he did it so drolly, that Emmy laughed too. 

All that day Jos never came. But Amelia had no fear about this ; 
for the little schemer h.ad actually sent away the page, Mr. Shmbo’s 
aide-de-camp, to Mr. Joseph’s lodgings, to ask for some book ho had 
•promised, and how he was; and the reply through Jos’s man. Mi-. Brush, 
was, that his master w.as ill in bed, aajt had just had th?,./]pctc)?’with 
him. He must come to-morrow, she Jhought, but she never had the 
courage to speak a word on the .subject to llebeeea ; nor did that young 
woman herself allude to it in any way during the whole evening afteif 
the night at Vauxhall. , 

The next day, however, as the two yohng ladies s.atc on the sofa, pre¬ 
tending to work, or to write letters, or to read novels. Sambo came into 
the room with his usual engaging grin, with a packet under his arm, an d 
a note ou a trsiy. “ Note from Mr. Jos, Miss,” says Sambo. 

How Amelia trembled as she opened it! 

So it ran— 

“ Dilvr Amelia, —I send you the ‘Orphan of the Forest.’ I v.as too 
' ill to come yesterd.ay. I leave town to-day for Cheltenham. Pray excuse 
mo, ii^ou can, to the amiable Miss Sharp, for my coqcluct at Yauxh.all, 
and entreat her to pardon and forget every word I may h.ave uttered 
when excited by that fatal supper. As soon as I h.ave recovered, f3i 
my health is very much shaken,* I shall go to Scotland for some 
montho, and am * Truly yours, 

“ JO£. SEULEi.” 
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1 It 'WM the death-warrant. All was over. Amelia did not dare to 
• looh atKebecca’s pale face and burning eyes, but she dropt the letter 
I her friend’s lap ; and got up, and went up-stairs to her room,, and 
Vned her little heart out. - *’■ 

Blenkinsop, the housekeeper, there sought her presently with conso¬ 
lation ; on whose shoulder Amelia wept confideiitialiy, and relieved 
herself a good dea^ “ Don’t take on. Miss. I didn’t like to. tell you. 

I [But none of us in the liouse have liked her except at fust. I sor her 
[with my own eyes reading your Ma’s letters. Pinner says she’s always 
I about your trinket-boi^jiiid di-awers, and everybody’s drawers, and she’a 
Isure She’s put yonr white ribbing into her box.” 

“ I gave it 'her, I gave it her,” Amelia said. 

But this did not alter Mi's. Blenkinsop’s oiiinion of Miss Sharp. “ I 
don’t trust them governesses. Pinner,” she remarked to the maid. “ They 
cgivc themselves the hairs and hupstai'ts of ladies, and tlieir wages is no 
better than you nor me.” 

It now became clear to every soul in the house, except ^por Anieli.a, 
that Eebecca should take her departure, and high and low (always with 
the one exception) agreed that that event should take place as siico^ily 
as possible. Our good child ransacked all her drawers, cupboards, 

■ r^icules, and gimcrack boxes—pas.sed in review all her gowns, fichus, 
'''^^gs, bobbins, laces, silk stockings, and fallals—selecting this thing and 
that and the other, to make a little heap for Bebecca. And going to 
her Papa, that generous British merchant, who had promised to give 
fher as many guineas as she was years old—she begged the old gentleman 
I to give the money to dear Kebecca, who must want it, while she Lacked 
j for nothing. 

She even made George Osborne contribute, and nothing loth (for he 
was m free-handed a young fgjjow as any in the army), he wont to Bond - 
street, andbought the best hat and spencer that money could buy. 

“ That’s George’s present to *yo'ij Eebecca, de.ar,” said Amelia, quite 
.^roud of tho bandbox conveying these gifts. “ What a taste he has ! 
There’s nobody like him.” 

“Nobody,” Eebecca answered. **How thankful I am to him ! ” She 
was thinking in herdicart, “It was George Osborne who prevented my 
marriage.”—^And she loved George Osborne accordingly. 

She made her preparations for departure with great equanimity; and 
accepted all tho kind little Amelia’s presents, after just the proper 
degree of hesitation and reluctance. She vowed eternal gratitude’to 
Mrs. Sedley, of course; but did not intrude herself upon that good lady 
too much, who was embarrassed, and evidently wishing to avoid her. 
She kissed Mr. Sedley’s hand, when he presented her with the nurse ; 
an^ asked permission to consider niim for the future as her kind, kind 
^■iliiend and protector. Her behaviour was so affecting that he w.as going 
to write her a cheque for twenty ppunds more*; but he restrained his 
feelings: the carriage was in wailing to take him to dinner: so he 
tripped away with a “ God bless you, my de.ar. Always come here 
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when you come to town, you know.—^Drivo to the Mansion House, 
James.” ' 

Finally came the partin;^ with Miss Amelia, over which picture 1 
intend to throw a veil. But after a scene in which one person was in 
earnest and the other a perfect perfocmer—after the tenderest caresses, 
^ the most jiathetic tears, the smelling-bottle, and some of the very best 
/ feelings of the heart, had been called into requisition—Eebecca and 
Amelia parted, the former vowing to love her friend for ever and ever 
and ever. 


ClIAPTEE VII. 

CEAWLET OF QUEBN’S CRAWLEY. 

Among tlfe moat respected of the names beginning in C, which the 
Court-Guide contained, in the year 18—, was that of Crawley, Sir 
Pitt, Baronet, Great Gaunt Street, and Queen’s Crawley, Hants. Tliia 
honourable'name had figured constantly also in the Parliament.ary list 
for many years, in conjunction with that of a number of other worthy 
gentlemen who sat in turns for the borough. 

It is related, with regard to the borough of Queen’s Crawley, that 
Queen Elizabeth, in one of her progresses stopping at Crawley to 
breakfast, was so delighted with some remarkably fine Hampshire 
beer which was then presented to her by the Crawley of the day (a 
h.andsome gentleman with a trim beard and a good leg), that she forth¬ 
with erected Crawley into a borough to send two members to ^iirlia- 
ment; and. the place, from the day of ^Jrat illustrious vioi,.ytook the 
name of Queen’s Crawley, which it holdup to the present moment. And 
though by the lapse of time, and those mutations which ages produce, 
in empires, cities, and boroughs. Queen’s Crawley was no longer so 
populous a place as it had been in Queeir Bess’s time—nay, was come 
down to that condition of borough which used to be denominated rotten 
—^yet, as Sir Pitt Crawley would say with perfect justice iir Ids eleg.ant 
way, “ Eotten ! be hanged—it produces me a good fifteen hundred .a 
year.” 

Sir Pitt Crawley (named after the great Commoner), was the sou of 
Walpole Crawley, first Baronet, of the Tape and Sealing-W.ax Office 
in the reign of George II., when ho was impeached for peculation, as 
were a great number of other honest gentlemen of those d:iys ; and 
Walpble Crawley was, as need scivrcely be said, son oj .Tohn Cfiui-chill 
Crawley, named after the celebrated military commander of the reign 
of Queen Anne. The family tree (w hich hangs up at Queen’s Crawley) 
furthermore mentions Charles Stuart, afterwards called Barebone.<j 
Crawley, son of the Crawley of jTames the First’s time; and finally 
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(Queen Elizabetli’s Crawley, wbo is represented as the foreground .at 
(the picfure in his forked beard and armour. Out of his waistcoat, as 
usual, grows a tree, on the main branches of which the abbve illustrious 
names are inscribed. Close by tlie name of Sir Pitt Crawley, Baronet, 
(the subject of the present memoir), are written that of his brother, 
the Reverend Bute Crawley (the great Commoner was in disgrace 
; when the Reverend gentleman was bom), rector of Crawley-cum- 
i Snailby, and of various other male and female members of the Crawley 

fiujiily. 

Sir Pitt was first mailed to Grizzel, sixth daughter of Mungo Binkie, 
Lord ‘Binkie, and cousi" in consequence, of Mr. Dundas. She brought 
him two sons,; Pitt, named not so ipuch after his father as after the 
heaven-born minister; and Rawdon Cr.awley, from the Prince of 
Wales’s friend, whom his Majesty George IV. forgot so completely. 
. Miiny years after her ladysliip’s demise, Sir Pitt led to the altar Ros.a, 
■daughter of Mr. G. Dawson, of Mudbury, by whom ho had two 
' daughters, for whose benefit Miss Rebecca Sharp was now engaged .os 
‘ governess. It will be seen that the young lady was come into a family 
of very genteel connexions, and was about to move in a much more 
distinguished circle than that humble one which she had just quitted 
in Ru^ell Square. 

Slie had received her orders to join her pupils, in a note which was 
written upon an old envelope, and which contained the following 
words i— 

“ gir Pitt Crawley begs Miss Sharp and b.aggidge may be hear on 
Tuesday, as I leaf for Queen’s Crawley to-morrow morning erly. 

“ Great Gaunt Street.” 

Rebecca had never seen a BaroUet, as far as she knew, and as soon 
ns shc^had taken leave of Amelia, and counted the guineas which good- 
natured MfTSedley had put into a purse for her, and as soon as she had 
done wiping her eyes with Ifer handkerchief (which operation she 
jconclud(!d the very moment the carriage luid turned the corner of the 
Wcet), she began to depict in her own mind what a baronet must be. 
“Ihronder does he wear a st.aft?” fliought she, “or is it only lords that 
wear stars 1 But he will be very handsomely dressed in a court suit, 
with rufiles and his hair a little powdered, like Mr. Wroughtou at 
-Covent Garden. I suppose he will-bo awfully proud, and that I shall 
be treated most contemptuously. Still I must bc.ar my bard lot as well 
as I can—at least, I shall be airiongst gentlefolks, and not with vulgar 
city people: ” and she fell to thinking of her Russell Square friends 
with that very same pliilosophical bitterness with which, in a certain 
apologiitt, the fox i.s represented as speaking of the grapes. 

Haviiig'passe(l.tlirough Gaunt Square into Great (lauiit Street, the 
caif^ge at length stopped at a tall gloomy hou.so between two other 
talf^ooiny houses, each with a hai^hmont over the middle drawing¬ 
room window; as is the custom^of houses in Groat Gaunt Street, 
in which gloomy locality death seems to rcigii perpetual. The shutters 
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of the first floor windows of Sir Pitt’s mansion were closed— ^oeO 
the dining-room were partially open, and the blinds neatly covered 
in old newspapers. , 

John, the groom, who had driven the carriage alone, did not care to1 
descend to ring the bell; and so prayed a passing milk-boy to perform 
that ofiice for him. When the bell was rung, a head appeared between 
the interstices of the dining-room shutters, and the^dcor was opened by 
a man in drab breeches and gaiters, with a dirty old coat, a foul old neck¬ 
cloth lashed round his bristly neck, a shining bald head, a leering red 
face, a pair of twinkling grey eyes, andamouthyjerpetually on thegi-in. 
“This Sir Pitt Crawley’s 1 ” says John, from the box. • * 

“ Ees,” says the man at the doos with a nod. ■ 

“Hand down these ’ere trunks then,” said John. 

“ Hand ’n down yourself,” said the porter. 

“ Don’t you see I can’t leave my bosses ? Come, bear a hand, my fine 
feller, and Miss will give you some beer,” said John, with a norse-laugh, 
for he was ^lo longer respectful to Miss Sharp, as her connexion with 
the family was broken off, and as she had given nothing to the servants 
on coming away. 

The bald-headed man, taking his hands out of his breeches pockets, 
advanced on this summons, and throwing Miss Sharjfs trunk over his 
shoulder, earned it into the house. 

“ Take this basket and shawl, if you please, and open the door,” said 
Miss Sharp, and descended from the carriage in much indignation. “ I 
shall write to Mr. Sedley, and inform him of your conduct,” said she to 
the groom. • 

“Don’t,” replied that functionary. “I hope you’ve forgot nothiuk ? 
Miss ’Melia’s gownds—^have you got them—as the lady’s-maid was to 
have’ad? I hope they’ll fit you. Shjn^t the door, Jim,you’ll.^t no 
good out of ’rr,” continued John, pointing with his thumb towards Miss 
Sliarp : “ a bad lot, T tell you, a bad fot,” and so saying, Mr. Sedley’a 
groom drove away. The truth is, he was attached to the lady’s-maid* 
in question, and indignant that she should have been robbed of her 
perquisites. * • 

On entering the dining-room, by the orders of the individual in 
gaiters, Bebecca found that apartment not more cheerful than siicli 
rooms usually are, when genteel families are out of town. The faithful 
chambers seem, as it were, to mourn the absence of their masters. The 
turkey caipet has rolled itself up, and retired sulkily under the side¬ 
board : the pictures have hidden their faces behind old sheets of brown 
paper ; the ceiling-lamp is muffled up in a dismal sack of brown holland: 
the window-cui'tains have disappeared under all sorts of shabby 
envelopes: the marble bust of Sir Walpole Crawley is looking from its 
Mack corner at the bare boards and the oiled fire-irons, and the empty 
card-racks over the mantel-piece : Jho cellaret has lurked aw.ay behind 
the carpet; the chairs are tumed.up heads and tjuis .along_thfi_jyalls 
and in the dark corner opposite the stalll'?J"l!5"9h i (d-laJiioued craE!>ed 
knife-box, locked and sitting on a dumb-waiter. 
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' ■; Two kitchcn-cliairs, anil a round table, and an attenuated old pokot 
;tod tongs wei'e, however, gathered round the fire-place, as was a 
ligancepan over a feeble sputtering fire. There w!is a bit of cheese and 
(jbread, and a tin candlestick on the table, and a little black porter ia a 
'ipint-pot. 

“ Had your dinner ? I suppose. It is not too warm for you ? Like a 
Hdrop of beer ? ” 

|| “ Where is Sir Pit^ Crawley ? ” said Miss Sharp, maje^ically. 

."He, he ! I’m Sir Pitt Crawley. Eeklect you owe mo a pint for 
bringing down your luggage. He, he! Ask Tinker if I aynt. Mrs. Tinker, 
Miss S!«irp! Miss Governess, Mrs. Charwoman. Ho, ho! ” 

The lady addressed as Mrs. Tinker,at this moment made her appear¬ 
ance with a pipe and a paper of tobacco, for which she had been 
despatched a minute before Miss Sharp’s arrival; and she h.auded the 
articles over to Sir Pitt, who had taken his scat by the fire. 

“ Where’s the fai’den ? ” said he. “ I gave you three halfpence. 
Where’s the change ? old Tinker.” 

" There! ” replied Mrs. Tinker, flinging down the coiu*^; it’s only 
baronets as cares about farthings.” 

* A farthing a day is seven shillings a year,” answered the M.P.; 
“ seven shillings a year is the interest of seven guineas. Thke care of 
your farthings, old Tinker, and your guineas will come quite nat’ral.” 

“You may be sure it’s Sir Pitt Crawley, young woman,” said 
Mrs. Tinker, surlily“because he looks to his farthings. You’ll know 
him Jjetter afore long.” 

“ And like me none the worse. Miss Sharp,” said the old gentleman, 

r ith an air almost of politeness. “ I must be just before I’m generous.” 
“ He never gave away a farthing in his life,” growled Tinker. 
“Ngyer, and never will: it’s against my principle. Go and get 
another olTSfl?7rom the kitchen* Tinker, if yon want to sit down; and 
then .we’ll have a bit of supper.”* 

• Pregilntly the baronet plunged a fork into the saucepan on the fire, and* 
'witllllrew from the pot a piece of tripe and an orrion, which he divided 
into pretty equal portions, and of -which he partook with Mrs. Tinker. 
“ You see. Miss Sharp, when I’m not here Tinker’s on board -wages : 
when I’m in town she dines with the family. Haw I haw I I’m glad 
Miss Sharp’s not hungry, ain’t you, Tink?” And they fell to upon 
their frugal supper. 

After supper Sir Pitt Crawley began to smoke his pipe; and when it 
became quite dark, he lighted the rushlight in the tin candlestick, and 
producing from an interminable pocket a huge mass of papers, began 
reading them, and patting them in order. 

“I’m here on.law business, my dear, and that’s how it happens 
that I shall have the pleasure of such a pretty travelling companion 
to-morrow.” ^ 

“ He’s always at law business,” said Mrs. Tinker, taking up the pot 
of porter. 
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“Drink and drink about,” said the Baronet. “Yes, my deaf, Tinkes 
is quite right; I’ve lost and won more lawsuits than any man in England! 
Look here at Crawley, Bart. v. Snaffle. I’ll tlirow him over, or mj 
name’s not Pitt Cr.awley. Podder And another versus Crawley, Bare 
Overseers of Snaily parish against Crawley, B<art. They can’t pi'ove 
it’s common: I’ll defy ’em; the land’s m^e. It no more belongs to 
the parish than it does to you or Tinker here, i'll beat ’em, if it cost 
mo a tliousand guineas. Look over the.-panars-: you may if you like 
my dear. Do you write a good hand 1 I’ll make you useful wher 
. :we’re at Queen’s Crawley, depend on it, Miss Sharp. Now the dowager’s 
dead I w.ant some one.” , • 

“ She w;vs as bad as he,” said Tinker. “ She took the Law of every one 
of her tradesmen ; and turned aw.ay forty-eight footmen in four year.” 

“ She was dose—very said the baronet, simply ; “ but she was 

a valyble woman to me, and saved me a steward.”—And in this confi¬ 
dential strain, and much to the amusement of the new-comer, the 
conversation continued for a considerable time. Whatever Sir Pitt 
Crawley’s qualities might be, good or bad, he did not make the least 
d isguis e of them. He talked of himself incessantly, sometimes inTEe 
coarsest and vulgarest Hampshire accent; sometimes adopting the 
tone of a man of the world. And so, with injunctions to Miss Sharp to 
be ready at five in the morning, he bade her good night. “ You’ll sleep 
with Tinker to-night,” he said. “ It’s a big bed, and there’s room for 
two. Lady Crawley died in it. Good night.” ^ 

Sir Pitt went off after this benediction, and the solemn Tinker, rush- 
light in hand, led the way up the great bleak stone stairs, past the 
great dreary drawing-room doors, with the handles muffled up in paper, 
into the great front bed-i-oora, where lAdy Crawley had slept isr last. 
The bed and chamber were so funerem and gloomy, you fnight have 
fancied, not only that Lady Cr.awley ‘died in the room, but that her 
ghost iuhabited it^ Rebecca sprang about the apartment, however 
with the greatest liveliness, and had peeped into the huge wai'drobes, 
and the cjosets, and the cupboards, a»d tried the draw'ers which were 
locked, and examined the dre.ary pictures and toilette .appointments, 
while the old charwoman was saying her prayers. “I shouldn’t like 
to sleep in this yeer bed without a good conscience. Miss,” said the old 
woman. “ There’s room for us and .a half-dozen of ghosts in it,” says 
. Rebecca. “ Tell me .all about Lady Crawley and Sir Pitt Crawley, and 
everybody, my clear Mrs. Tinker.” 

But old Tinker was not to bo pumped by this little cross-questionei , 
and signifying to her that bed was a jJace for sleeping, not conversa¬ 
tion, set up in her comer of the bed such a snore as only the nose of 
•innocence can produce. Rebecca lay awake for a long, long time, 
tliinking of the morrow, and of,the new world into which she was 
going, and of her chances of success there. The mshlight flickered in 
the basin. The mantel-piece ca^ up a gre.at black shadow over half 
of a mouldy old sampler, which her defimct iadyship had worked, no 
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doubt, And over two little family pictures of young lads, one in a college 
;^go\vn, and the other in a red jacket like a soldier. When she went tc 
j! sleep, Eebecca chose that one to dream about. 

At ftnir o’clock, on such a roseate summer’s morning as even made 
Great Gaunt Street look cheerful, the faithful Tinker, having wakened 
her bed-fellow, and b'ld lier prepare for departure, unbarred and unbolted 
the great hall door (the clanging .and clapping whereof shartlcd the 
sleeping echoes in the street), and taking her way into Oxford Street, 
Eummpned a coach from a stand there. It is needless to particularise 
the number jif the veliicle, or to state that the driver was stationed 
thus early in the neighbourhood of Swallow Street, in hopes that some 
young.bHe.k, reeling homeward from the tavern, might need the aid ol 
his vehicle, and pay him with the generosity of intoxication. 

It is likewise needless to say that the driver, if lie had any such 
\lt6pc8 as those above stated, was grossly disappointed; and that the 
worthy Baronet whom he drove to the City did not give hirfi one single 
pehny more than his fare. It was in vain that Jehj} appealed and 
stormed; that he flung dowm Miss Sharp's bandboxes in the gutter at 
*the ’Necks, and swore he would take the law of his fare. 

“You’d better not,” said one of the ostlers; “ it’s Sir Pitt Crawley.” 

“ So it is, Joe,” cried the Baronet, approvingly; “ and I’d like to see 
the man can do me.” 

“So should oi,” said Joe, grinning sulkily, and mounting the Baronet’s 
bag^ge on the roof of the coach. 

“Keep the box for me. Leader,” exclaims the Member of Parliament 
to the coachman ; who replied, “ Yes, Sir Pitt,” with a touch of his hat, 
and rage in his soul, (for he had promised the box to a young gentle¬ 
man fffilIr4!(i»Bbridge, who wofid liave given a crown to a certainty), 
and Miss Sharp was accommodated with a back scat inside the c.arriage, 
which may be said to be carrying her into the wide world. 

How the young man from Ciimbridge sulkily put his five great coats 
in front; but was reconciled wjien dittle Miss Sharp was made to quit 
the carriage, and mount up beside him—when he covered her up in 
one of his Benj.amina, and became perfectly good-humoured—how the 
\ asthmatic gentleman, the prim lady, who declared upon her sacred 
honour she had never travelled in a i)ublie carriage before, (there is 
always such a lady in a coach,—Alas! was ; for the coaches, where are 
they ?), and the fat widow with the brandy-bottle, took their places 
inside—how the porter asked them- all for money, and got sixpence 
■ from the gentleman and five greasy halfpence from the fat widow*.-and 
how the carriage at length drove away—^now, threading the dark lanes 
of Aldersgate, anon clattering by the Blue Cupola of Paul’s, jingling, 
rapidly by the strangers’ entry of Fleet-Market, which, with Exeter 
Change, has now depaided to the wdrld of shadows—how they passed 
the White Bear in Piccadilly, and ‘saw the dew rising up from the 
market-gardens of Knightsbridge-r-how Turnham-green. Brentford. 
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Bngsiliot, wei’u passed—need not be told here. But the writer (ff these 
p:iges, who has pursued in former days, and in the s.ime bright weather, 
the same remarkable journey, cannot but think of it with a sweet and 
tender regret. Wliere is the road now, and its merry incidents of life ? 
Is there no Chebsea or Greenwich for the old honest pimple-nosed coach- 
nieu 1 I wonder where are they, those good fellows 1 Is old 'Weller 
alive or dead ? and the waiters, yea and the inns a^ which tliey W'aited, 
and the cold rounds of beef inside, and the stunted ostler with his blue 
no.se and clinking pail, whore is he, and where is his generation ? To 
those great geniuses now in petticoats, who shall write novels .for the 
beloved reader’s children, these m^n and things will bo as^much legend 
.and history as Nineveh, or Coeur de'Lion, or Jack Sheppard. Bor 
thorn sta ge-co aches will have become romances—a team of four b-ays as 
fabulous aFBucephalus or Black Bess. Ah, how their coats shone, a.s 
the stable-men pulled their clothes off, and away they wont—ah, horv 
their tails shook, as with smoking sides .at the stage’s’end they demurely 
walked away into the inn-yard. Alas ! w'e sh.all never hear the horn 
sing at midnight, or see the pike-gates fly open any more. AVhither, 
nowever, is the tight four-insi<le Trafalgar coach carrying us 1 Let us 
be set down at Queen’s Crawley without further divag.atioa, and see 
how Miss Eebecca Sharp speeds there. 


CHAPTEE Till. 

PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL. 

Bcbecca Sharj) to Miss Amelia S^dley, Russell Square, London. 

(Free.—Pitt Crawley.) 

“MV DEAREST, SWEETEST AmELIA, 

“ "With what mingled joy hud «orrow do I take up the pen tc 
write to my dearest friend ! Oh, what a change between to-d.ay and 
j esterday ! Noio I am friendless and .alone ; yesterday I ivas at liome, 
in the sweet comp.any of a sister, whom I shall ever, ever cherish ! 

“ I will not tell you in wh.at tears and sadness I pa.ssed the fatal 
night ill which I separated from you. You went on Tuesday to jo; 
and happiness, w^ith your mother and your devoted, young soldier Lggeux 
side ; and I thought of you all iiight, dancing at the Perkins’s, the 
prettiest, I .am sure, of all the young ladies at the Ball. I was brought 
by the groom in the old carriage to Sir- Pitt Crai^ey’s town house, 
where, after John the groom had behaved most rudely and insolently 
to me (alas! ’twas safe to insulj poverty and misfoi-tuno !), I was 
given over to Sir P.’s care, and made to pass the night in an old gloomy 
befl, and by the side of a hoiTid gtoomy old chiu-woman, who keeps th® 
house. I did not sleep one single wink the whole night. 
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“ Sit;Pitt is not what we silly girls, wlieii we used to read Cecilia at 
Chiswick, imagined a baronet must have been. Anything, indeed, less 
[’'like Lord Orville cannot be im.agincd. Fancy an old, stumpy, short, 
^vulgar, and very dirty man, in old clothes and shabby old gaiters, who 
Ismokes a horrid pipe, and cooks I'lis own hoi-rid supper in a saucepan. 
Ho speaks with a country accent, and sn ore a great deal at the old 
charwoman, at the liackney coachman who drove u.s to the inn where 
the coach went from, .and on which I made the journey outside for the 
greater part of the vag. 

“ I,was wakened at d.aybreak by the charwoman, and having arrived 
at the inn, was at first placed inside the co.ach. But, when we got to 
j^aco called Lcakington, where the rain began to fall very heavily— 
^ill you believe it ?—1 was forced to come outside ; for Sir Pitt is a 

! proprietor of the coach, and as a ptissenger came at Mudbury, who 
wanted an inside place, I was obliged to go outside in the rain, where, 
however, a young gentleman from Cambridge College sheltered me very . 
kindly in one of his severed great coats. 

■“'J'hjs gentleman and the guard seemed to know Sir Pitt very well, 
and laughed at him a great deal. They both agreed in o.alling him an 
old screw ; which means a very s tingy, a varicious person. He never 
gives any money to any body, they 8ai(I~^ind'lMs*m^nness I hate) ; 
and the young gentleman made me remark that we drove very slow 
for the last two stages on the road, because Sir Pitt was on the box, 
and because he is proprietor of the hoi’ses for this part of the journey. 

‘ Bifi. won’t I flog ’em on to Squashmorc, when I take the ribbons ? ’ 
said tlio young Cantah. ‘And sarve ’em right. Master Jack,’ said the 
gu.ard. When I compi’cheiidcd the meaning of this phrase, and that 
Master Jack intended to drive the rest of the w.ay, and revenge himself 
on Sir'j.'#U’*4orsea, of com-se * 1 !'laughed too. 

“ A carriage and four splendid hoi'ses, covered with armorial bearings, 
however awaited \13 at Mudbury, four miles from Queen’s Crawley, and 
we made our entrance to the Baronet’s park in state. There is a fine 
avenue of a mile long loadiiyr to,, the house, and the woman at the 
lodge-gate (over tlie pillar’s of which are a serpent and a dove, the sup¬ 
porters of the Crawley aims,) made us a number of curtsies as .slio 
flung oiieu the old iron carved doors, which are something like those at 
odious Chiswick. 

“‘'I'here’s an avenue,’ said Sir Pitt, ‘a mile long. There’s si.v 
Ihousaud pound of timber in tlicm there trees. Do you call that 
nothing 1 ’ He pronounced .avenue— evenue, and nothing— mthinh, so 
droll; and he had a Mr. Hodson, his hind from Miulbury, into the 
earx’iage with him, and they talked about distraining and selling uj), 
and draining and subsoiling, .and a great deal about tenants and 
flu-raing—much more than I could understand. Sam Miles had been 
caught poaching, and Peter Bailey Had gone to the workhouse at last 
‘Serve him-right,’ said Sir Pete#*; ‘him and his fam’ly has been 
cheating me on th.at farm these hundred and fifty year’s.’ Some old 
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tenant, I suppose, who could not pay his rent. Sir Pitt miglft have 
said ‘/te and his family,’ to be sure ; but rich baronets do not need to 
be careful about grammar, as poor governesses must be. 

“As we passed, I remarked a beautiful church-spire rising above 
some old elms iu the p.ark ; and before them, in the midst of a lawn, 
and some outhouses, an old red house with tall chimneys covered with 
ivy, and the windows shining in the sun. ‘ Is that'your church, sir ? ’ 

I said. 

“‘Ye.s, hang it,’ (said Sir Pitt, only he used, dear, a mue/i wickeder 
word) ; ‘ how’s Buty, Hodson ? Buty’s my brother Bute, my de^iv-my 
brother the parson. Buty and the Beast I call him, ha, h® ! ’ 

“ Hodson laughed too, and then looking more grave and nodding his 
head, said, ‘ I’m afraid he’s better, Sir Pitt. He was out on his pony 
yesterday, looking at our com.’ 

“‘Looking after his tithes, hang ’un (only he used the same wicked 
. word). ‘ Will brandy and water never kill him 1 He’s as tough as old 
whatdyecallam—old Methusalem.’ 

“ Mr. Hodson laughed again. ‘ The young men is home from eolleg'e, 
Tliey’ve whopped John Scroggins till he’s well nigh dead.’ 

“ ‘ Whop my second keeper ! ’ roared out Sir Pitt. 

“ ‘ He was on the parson’s ground, sir,’ replied Mr. Hodson ; and Sir 
Pitt in a fury swore that if ever he caught ’em poaching on his ground, 
he’d transport ’em, by the lord he would. However, he said, ‘ I’ve sold 
the presentation of the living, Hodson; none of that breed shall get it 
I war’nt;’ and Mr. Hodson said he was quite right: and I have no 
doubt from this that the two brothers are at variance—as brothers often 
are, and sisters too. Don’t yon remember the two Miss Scratchley’s at 
Chiswick, how they used always to fight and quarrel—and MaixBox, 
how she was alwiiys thumping Louisa 1 * ’ 

v/' “Pj-esently, seeing two little boys gathering sticks in the wood, 
Mr. Hodson jumped out of the carriage, at Sir Pitt’s order, and rushed 
upon them with his whip. ‘Pitch into ’em, Hodson,’ roared the baronet; 

‘ flog their little soqls out, and bring iem \jp to the house, the v.agabonds; 
I’ll commit ’em as sure as my name’s Pitt.’ And pi-esontly we heard 
M. Hudson’s whip clacking on the shoulders of the poor little blubber¬ 
ing wretches, and Sir Pitt, seeing that the malefactors were in custody, 
drove on to the hall. 

“ All the servants were ready to meet us, and 

• * « •' * • 

“ Here, my dear, I was interrupted last night by a dreadful thumping 
at my door ; and who do you think it was 1 Sir Pitt Crawley in his 
pight-cap and dressing-gown, such a figure!. As I shrank away from 
^ such a visitor, he came forward and seized my c.andle; ^no candles .after 
eleven o’clock. Miss Becky,’ said he. ‘ Go to bed in the dark, you 
pretty little hussey (that is what he*Called me), and unless you wish me 
to come for the candle every night,^md and be in bed at eleven.’ And 
with this, he and Mr. Horrocks the butler went off laughing. You 
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may ijo sure 1 shall not encourage any more of their visits. They Icl 
{loose two immense blood-hounds at night, which all last night were 
lyelling and howling at the moon. ‘I call the dog Gorer,’ said Sir Pitt; 

‘ he’s killed a man, th.at dog has, and is master of a bull, and the mother 
I used to call Flora ; but now I calls her Aroarcr, for she’s too old to 
bite. Ha-w, haw! ’ 

“Before the house of Queen’s Crawley, which is an odious old- 
fashioned red brick mansion, ■with tall chimneys and gables of the stylo 
of'Queen Bess, there is a terrace flanked by the family dove and 
sei'pent, and on which the great hall-door opens. And oh, my dear, tho 
great hall, Lam sm-c, isns big and a^ glum as the great hall in the dear 
castle of Udolpho. It has a large fire-place, in which we might put 
half Miss Pinkerton’s school, and the grate is big enough to roast an ox 
at the very least. Bound the room hang I don’t know how many'gene¬ 
rations of Cr.awloys, some with.beards and mfifs, some with huge wigs 
and toes turned out; some dressed in long straight stays and gowns, that • 
look as stiff as towers, and some with long ringlets, and,*oh my dear ! 
scarcely any stays at all. At one end of the hall is the great staircase 
all in black Oak, as dismal as may be, and on either side are tall doors 
with stags’ heads over them, leading to the billiard-rofim and the 
library, and the great yellow saloon and the morning-rooms. I think 
there are at least twenty l)ed-rooms on the first floor; one of them has 
the bed in which Queen Elizabeth slept; and I have been taken by my 
ney pupils through all these fine apartments this morning. They are 
not rendered less gloomy, I promise you, by having the ahuttejrs always 
I shut; and there is scarce one of the apartments, but -ft’hen the light 
was let into it, I expected to see a ghost in the room. "We have a' 
schoftl-room on the second floor, with my bed-room leading into it on * 
one sid^am! that of the young ladies on the other. Then there are 
Mr. Pitt’s apartments—Mr. Oawley, he is called—the eldest son, and 
Mr. Eawdqu Crawley’s rooms—he is an officer like somebody, and away 
with his regiment. There is no want of room, I assure you. You might 
lodge all the people in Bussell Square in the house, I think, and have 
npace to spare. 

“ Half an hour after our arrival, the great dinner-bell was rang, .and 
I came down with my two pupils (they are very thin insignificant little 
chits of ten and eight years old). I came down in your dear, muslin 
go'wn (about which that odious Mrs. Pinner was so rude, because j'ou 
gave it me) ; for I am to bo treated as one of the family, except on 
company days, when the young ladies and I are to dine up-stairs. 

“ Well, the great dinner-bell rang, and we all assembled in the little 
drawing-room ^here my Lady Crawley sits. She is the second Lady 
Crawley, and mother of the young ladies. She was an ironmonger’s . 
daughter, and her marriage was thought a great match. She looks as 
if she had been handsome once, and her eyes are .always weeping for the 
loss of her beauty. She is pale anU meagre, and high-shouldered; and 
has not a word to say for herself, evidently. Her step-son .Mr. Crawley, 
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was likewise in the room. He was in full dress, as pompous as an 
undertaker. He is pale, thin, ugly, silent; he has thin legs, no chest, 
hay-coloured whiskers, and straw-coloured hair. He is the very picture 
of his sainted mother over the luan^cl-pioce—Griselda of the noble 
house of Binkie. 

‘“This is the new governess, Mr. Crawley,’ said Lady Crawley 
coming forward and taking my hand; ‘Miss Sharp.’* 

“ ‘ O ! ’ said Mr. Crawley, and pushed his head once forward and 
began again to read a great pamphlet with which he was busy. 

“ ‘ I hoj)e you will be kind to my girls,’ said Lady Crawley; with, her 
pink eyes always full of tears. ^ . 

“ ‘ Law, Ma, of course she will,’ said the eldest: ‘ and I saw at a glance 
that I need not be afraid of that woman.’ 

“‘My Lady is served,’ says the butler in black, in an immense white 
shirt-frill, that looked as if it had been one of tlie Queen Elizabeth’s 
ruffii depicted in tlie hall; and so taking Mr. Crawley’s arm, she led the 
w.ay to the dfniiig-room, v/hither I followed with my little pupils in 
each hand. 

“ Sir Pitt was already in the room with a silver jug. -He had just 
been toLhe dellar, and was in full dress too ; that is, he had taken his 
gaiters off, and showed his little dumpy legs in black worsted stockings. 
The sideboard was covered with glistening old plafe—old cups, both 
gold and silver; old salvers and cruet-stands, like Bundell and Bridge’s 
shop. Everything on the t.able was in silver too, and two footmen, 
with red hair, and canary-coloured liveries, stood on either side of 
sideboard. 

“ Mr. Crawley said a long grace, and Sir Pitt said amen, and the great 
•silver dish-covers were removed. 

“ ‘ What have we for dinner, Betsy ? ’ dSid the baronet. 

“ ‘ Mutton broth, I believe. Sir Pitt,’ answered Lady Crawley. 

“ ‘ Mowton aux naveU’’ added the butler gravely, (pronounce, if you 
plea.se, moutongonavv 3 ’) ; and the soup ks potage de mouton d Vdicos- 
mise. The side dishes contain pommet de tfrre au naturel and choujkuf 
d Veau.' 

“ ‘ Mutton’s mutton,’ said the baronet, ‘ and .a devilish good thing 
What ship was it, Uorrocks, and when did you kill ? ’ 

“ ‘ One of the black-faced Scotch, Sir Pitt: we killed on Thursday.’ 

“ ‘ Who took any 1 ’ 

“ ‘ Steel, of Mudbury, took the saddle and two legs. Sir Pitt; but he 
saj's the last was too young and confounded woolly. Sir Pitt.’ 

“ ‘ Will you take some potage ? Miss ah—Miss Bhint,’ said Mr. Crawlej'. 

“ ‘ Capital Scotch broth, my dear,’ said Sir Pitt, ‘ though they call it 
by a French name.’ 

“ ‘ I believe it is the custom, sir, in decent society,’ said Mr. Cnvwley, 
haughtily, ‘to call the dish as I have*called it;’ and it was served to us 
on silver soup-plates by the footmen ft the canary coats, with the mouton 
aux navets. Then ‘ ale and water ’ were brought and served to us j'oung 
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TndiSi in ■wine-glasses. I am not a judge of ale, but I can say with a 
clear conscience I prefer water. 

“While we were enjoying our repast, Sir Pitt took occasion to ast 
what had become of the shoulders of the mutton ? 

“ ‘ I believe they were eaten in the servants’ hall,’said ray lady, humbly. 

“ ‘ They was, ny lady,’ said Horrocks, ‘ and precious little else we get 
there neither.’ 

“ Sir Pitt burst into a hoarse laugh, and continued his conversation 
with Mr. Horrocks. ‘That there little bkick pig of the Kent sow’s 
breed must be uncommon fat now.’ 

“‘It’s net quite busting. Sir PiU,’said the butler with the gravest 
air, at which Sir Pitt, and with him the young ladies, this time, began 
to laugh violently. 

“ ‘ Miss Crawley, Miss Eose Crawley,’ said Mr. Crawley, ‘your laughter 
strikes mo as being exceedingly out of place.’ 

‘“Never mind my lord,’said the baronet, ‘we’ll try the porker on 
Saturday. Kill ’un on Saturday morning, John Horroclis. Miss Sharj) 
adores pork, don’t you. Miss Sharp ? ’ 

“ And I think this is all the conversation that I remember at dinner. 
When the repast was concluded a jug of hot wmter was*pl.aced Imfore 
Sir Pitt, with a case-bottle containing, I believe, rum. Mr. Horrocks 
served myself and my pupils with three little glasses of wine, and a 
bumper was poured out for my Lady. When we retired, she took from 
her work-drawer an enormous interminable piece of knitting; the young 
ladies began to play at cribbage avith a dirty pack of cards. We had 
but one candle lighted, but it was in a magnificent old silver candle¬ 
stick, and after a very few questions from iny lady, I had my choice of 
am^jseinent between a volume of sermons, and a pamphlet on the 
com-I3^rs, which Mr. Crawfty had been reading before dinner. 

“ So we sat for an hour until steps were hoard. 

“‘Put away the cards, girls,’ cried my lady, in a great tremor ; ‘put 
down Mr. Crawley’s books. Miss Sharp; ’ and these orders had been 
scarcely obeyed, when Mr. Crawdey entered the room. 

“ ‘ We will resume yesterday’s discourse, young ladies,’ said he, ‘and 
you shall each read a page by turns ; so that Miss a—Miss Short may 
have an opportunity of hearing yon;’ and the poor girls began to 
spell a long dismal sermon delivered at Bethesda Chajrel, Liverpool, on 
Imhalf of the mission for the Chickasaw Indians. Was it not a charming 
evening ? 

“At ten the servants were told to call Sir Pitt and the household to 
prayers. Sir Pitt came in first, very much flushed, and rather unsteady 
in his gait; ^nd after.him the butler, the canaries. Mi-. Crawley’s 
man, three other men, smelling very much of the stable, and four 
women, .one of whom, I remarked, was very much over-dressed, and 
who flung me a look of great scorn as she plumped down on her 
knees. ^ 

“After Mr. Crawley had done haranguing and expounding, we 
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received our candles, and then we went to bed; and then I was distniiaed 
in my writing, as I have described to my dearest, sweetest Amelia. 

“ Good night. A thousand, thousand, tlv)usand kisses ! ” ‘-• 

'^Saturday. This morning, at live, I heard the shrieking of the little 
black pig. Eose and Violet introduced "me to it yesterday ; and to the 
stables, and to the kennel, and to the gardener, who was picking fruit 
to send to market, and from whom they begged hard, a bunch of hot¬ 
house grapes; but he said that Sir Pitt had numbered every ‘ Man 
Jack ’ of them, and it would be as much' as his place was worth to give 
any away. The darling girls caught a colt in a paddock, and asked me 
if I would ride, and began to ride themselves, when the groom, comibg 
with horrid oaths, drove them away. • * 

“ Lady Crawley is always knitting the worsted. Sir Pitt is always 
tipsy, every night; and, I believe, sits with Horrocks, the butler. Mr. 
Crawley always reads sermons in the evening; and in the morning is 
locked up in his study, or else rides to Mudbury, on county business, 
or to Stpiaslinjore, where he preaches, on Wednesdays and Fridays, to 
the tenants there. 

“ A hundred tliousand grateful loves to your dear papa and mamma! 
Is your poor brother I’ecovcred of his rack-punch ? Oh, dear 1 Oh, dear! 
How men should beware of wicked punch 1 

“ Ever and ever thine own, 

“ Rebecca.” 


Everything considered, I think it is quite as well for our dear Anfelia 
Sedley, in Russell Square, that Miss Sharp and she are parted. Rebecca 
is a droll funny creature, to be sure; and those descriptions of the 
poor lady weeping for the loss of her beau<|r, and the gentleinan^£*ffith 
hay-coloured whiskers and straw-coloujed hair,” are very smart, 
doubtless, and show a great knowledge of the world. That she might, 
when on her knees, hjvve been thinking of something better than Miss 
Horrocks’s ribbons, has possibly struck both of us. But my kind reader 
will please to remember, that this histoi^ has “ Vanity Fair” for a 
title, and that Vanity Fair is a very vain, wicked, foolish place, full of 
all sorts of humbugs and falsenesses and pretensions. And while the 
moralist, who i.s holding forth on the cover (an accurate portrait of 
your humble servant), professes to wear neither gown nor hands, but 
only the very s;ime long-earcd livery in which his congregation is 
arrayed: yet, look you, one is bound to speak the truth as far as one 
knows it, whether one mounts a cap and bells or a shovel-hat; and 
a deal of disagreeable matter must come out in the course of such a» 
undertaking. • 

I have heard a brotlier of the story-telling trade, at Naples, preaching 
to a pack of good-for-nothing honest lazy fellows by the sca-shore, 
work himself up into such a rage anc^assion with some of the villains 
whoso wicked deeds he was describing and inventing, that the audience 
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cou^d not resist it, and they and the poet together would burst out into 
n roar of oaths and execrations against the lictitious monster of the 
( tale, so that the hat went round, and the bajocclii tumbled into it, in 
the midst of a perfect storm of sympathy. 

At the little Paris theatres, on the other hand, you will not only 
hear the people yelling out “ Ah gredin I Ah monitre ! " and cursing 
the tyrant of the play from the boxes; but the actors themselves 
positively refuse to play the wicked parts, such as those of infdim 
Anglais, brutal Cossacks, and'what not, and prefer to appear at a 
smaller salary, in their real characters as loyal Frenclimen. I set the 
two storie^ one against the other, so that you .may see that it is not from 
mere merosnary motives that the present performer is desirous to show 
^ up and trounce his villains; but because he has a sincere hatred of 
them, which he cannot keep down, and which must find a vent in 
suitable abuse and bad language. 

I warn my “ kyind friends,” then, that I am going to tell a story of 
hai-rowing villany and complicated—but, as I tnist, intensely interesting 

crime. My rascals are no milk-and-water rascals, 1 promise you. 
When we come to the proper places wo won’t spare fine language—No, 
' no! But when we are going over tlie quiet country we must perforce 
be calm. A tempest in a slop-basin is absurd. We will reserve that 
sort of thing for the mighty ocean and the lonely midnight. The 

present Number will be very mild. Others-But we will not 

anticipate those. 

^ And, as we bring our chai’acters forward, I will ask leave, as a man 
and. a brother, not only to introduce them, but occasionally to step 
down from the platform, and’ talk about them: if they are good and 
I kindly, to love them and shake them by the hand; if they are silly, to 
!laughat them confidential!;^in the reader’s sleeve; if they are wicked 
land E?hrtless, to abuse them in the strongest terms which politeness 
ladmits of. 

I Otherwise you might fancy it was I who was sneering at the practice 
of devotion, which M'sa Sharp finds so ridiculous; that it was I who 
laughed good-humouredly at the reeling old Silenus of a baronet— 
whereas the laughter comes from one who has no reverence except for 
prosperity, and no eye for anything beyond success. Sucli people there 
.are living and flourishing in the world—Faithless, Hopeless, CLarityless: 
let us have at them, dear friends, with might and mfiin. Some there 
are, .and very successful too, mere qn.acks and fools: and it was tc 
combat and expose such as those, no doubt, that Laughter was made. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

FAMILY POUTKAITS. 

Sib Pitt Cbawley w-ts a philosopher with a taste for what is called 
low life. His first marriage with the daughter of the noble Binkie had 
been made under the auspioes of his pai’ents; and as he often told 
Lady Crawley in her life-time she was such a confounded quarrelsome 
high-bred jade that when she died he was hanged if he would ever take 
another of her sort at her ladyship’s demise, he kept his promise, and 
selected for a second wife Miss Rose Dawson, daughter of Mr. John 
Thomas Dawson, ironmonger, of Mudbury. Wliat a happy woman 
was Rose to be my Lady Crawley ! 

Let us set down the items of her happiness. In the first placp, she 
gave up Peter Butt, a j'uung man who kept company with her, and in 
consequence ef his disappointment in love took to smuggling, poaching, 
and a thousand other bad courses. Then she quarrelled, as in duty 
bound, with all the friends and intimates of her youth, who, of course, 
could not be received by my Lady at Queen’s Crawley—nor did she 
find in her new rank and abode any peraons who were willing to 
welcome her. Who ever did ? Sir Huddleston Fuddleston had thrfo 
daughters who all hoped to be Lady Crawley. Sir Giles Wapaliot’s 
family were insulted that one of the Wapshot girls had not the pre¬ 
ference in the marriage, and the remaining baronets of the county wero 
indignant at their comrade’s m^alliance. iJever mind the conm'bfiers, 
whom we will leave to grumble anonymously. 

,/■ Sir Pitt did not care, as he said, a brass iarden for any one of them. 
He had Ins pretty Bose, and what more need a man requh’e than to 
please himself ? So ho used to get ^runk every nigiit: to beat his 
pretty Bose sometimes : to leave her in j&ampshire when he went to 
London for the parliamentary session, without a single friend in the 
wide world. Even Mrs. Bute Crawley, the rector’s wife, refused to 
visit her, as sho said she would never give the paa to a tradesman’s 
d uughter. 

As the only endowments with which Nature had gifted Lady Crawley 
were those of pinlc cheeks and a white skin, and as she had no sort of 
character, nor talents, nor opinions, nor occupations, nor amusements, 
nor that vigour of soul and ferocity of temper which often falls to the 
/<>t of entirely foolisli women, her hold upon Sir Pitt’s *31160110118 was ; 
l/iiot very great. Her roses faded out of her cheeks, and the pretty 
freshness left her figure after the birth of a couple of children, and she 
became a mei;ejiachine in her huslynd’s house, of no more use than 
the late Lady Crawley’s grand piano. Being a light-complexioned 
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woinV^n, she wore light clothes, as most blondes will, and appeared, in 
preference, in draggled sea-green, or slatternly sky-blue. She worked 
that worsted day and night, or other pieces like it. She had counter 
panes in the course of a few years to all the beds in Crawley. She 
Had a small flower-garden, for Which she h.ad rather an affection ; but 
beyond this no other like or disliking. When her husband was rude 
to her she was apathetic : whenever he struck her she cried. She had 
not character enough to take to drinking, and moaned about, slip-shod 
And in curl-papers, all day. O, Vanity Fair—Vanity Fair! This 
jniglxt Jiave been, but for you, a cheery lass ; Peter Butt and Kose a 
nappy man and wife, in a snug farm, with a hearty family, and an 
honest porfion of pleasures, cares,- hopes, and struggles:—^but a title 
and a coach and four are ^s more precious than happiness in Vanity 
Fair: and if Harry the 'Eighth or Bluebeard were alive now, and 
I wanted a tenth wife, do you suppose he could not get the prettiest girl 
Uhat shall be presented this season ? 

The languid dulness of their mamma did not, as it maybe supposed,, 
awakgn much affection in her little daughters, but they were very 
happy in the servants’ hall and in the stables ; and the Scotch gardener 
having luckily a good wife and some good children, the}' got a little 
wholesome society and instruction in his lodge, which was the only 
education bestowed upon them until Miss Sharp came. 

Her engagement was owing to the remonstrances of Mr. Pitt Crawley 
the only friend or protector Lady Crawley ever had, and the only 
person, besides her children, for whom she entertained a little feeble 
'Attachment. Mr^^tt took after the noble Binkies, from whom he was 
descended, and was a very polite and proper gentleman. When he 
grew to man’s estate, and came back from Christchurch, he began to 
refoffiMhe slackened discipline of the hall, in spite of his father, who 
I stood in awe of him. He waj a man of such rigid refinement, that he 
t would have starved rather than have dined without a w,liite neck-cloth. 
Once, when just from college, and when Horrocks the butler brought 
him a letter without placing it„previously on a tray, he gave that 
domestic a look, and administered to him a speech so cutting, that 
Horrocks ever after trembled before him; the whole household bowed 
to him ; Lady Crawley’s curl-papers came off earlier when he was at 
home: Sir Pitt’s muddy gaiters disappeared ; and if that incorrigible 
old man still adliered to other old habits, he never fuddled himself with 
rum and water in his son’s presence, and only talked to his servants in 

( a very reserved and polite manner; and those persons remarked that 
Sir Pitt never swore at Lady Crawley while his son was in the room. . 
It was he who taught the butler to say “ My lady is served,” and who 
, insisted on handing her ladyship into dinner. He seldom spoke to her, 
but when he did it was with the mo.st powerful respect; and he never 
let her quit the apartment, without rising in the most stately manner to 
open the door, and making an elegant bow at her egress. 

At Eton he was called Miss Crawley; and there, I am sorry to say, 
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his younger brother Eawdon used to lick him violently. Buifthougr 
his parts wore not brilliant, he made up for his lack of talent by 
meritorious industry, and was never known, during eight years at 
school, to be subject to that punishment which it is generally though® 
none but a cherub ean escape. 

At college his career was of course highly creditable. And here he, 
prepared himself for public life, into which he was to be introduced byj 
tlie patronage of his grandfather. Lord Binkie, by studying the ancigni 
and modem orators with great assiduity, ani by speaking unceasingly 
at the debating societies. But though he had a fine flux of wor^, and 
delivered his little voice with great pomposity and pleaspre to himselu 
and never advanced any sentimefit or opinion which was not perfectly 
trite and stale, and supported by a Latin quotation; yet he failed 
somehow, in spite of a mediocrity which ought to have insured any 
man a success. Ho did not even get the prize poem, which all his 
friends said he was sure of. 

After leaving college he became Private Secretary to Lord Binkie, 
and was then appointed Attachd to the Legation at Pumpernickel, 
which post he filled with perfect honour, and brought home despatches! 
consisting*of Strasburg pie, to the Foreign Minister of the day. After] 
remaining ten years Attache (several years after the lamented Lord! 
Binkie’s demise), and finding the advancement slow, he at length gave | 
up the diplomatic service in some disgust, and began to turn country 
gentleman. 1 

Ho wrote a pamphlet on Malt on returning to England (for he*wa3 
an ambitious man, and always liked to be before the public), and took 
a strong part in the Negro Emancipation question. Then he became n 
friend of Mr. Wilberforce’s, whose politics he admired, and had that 
famous correspondence with the Reverend Silas HomblowtiV on the 
Ashantce Mission. Ho was in London, if not for the Parliament 
session, at least in May, for the religious meetings. In the country he 
was a magistrate, and an active visitor and speaker among those 
destitute of religious instmction.» H^ was said to be paying his 
addresses to Lady Jane Sheepshanks, Lord Southdown’s third daughter, 
and whose sister, Lady Emily, wrote those sweet tracts, “ The Sailor’s 
True Binnacle,” and “ The Applewoman of Finchley Common.” 

Miss Sharp’s account of his employment at Queen’s Orawley were 
i^tot cariciitures. lie subjected the servants there to the devotional 
exemses before mentioned, in which (and so much the better) ho 
brought his lather to join. He patronised an Independent meetmg- 
liouse in Cr.awley parish, much to the indignation of his uncle the 
Rector, and to the consequent delight of Sir Pitt, who was induced to 
go himself once or twice, which occasnoned some violent sermons at 
Crawley parish church, directed point-blank at the Baronet’s old gothic* 
1 pew there. Honest Sir Pitt, howbver, did not feel the force of these 
1 discourses, as he always took hisjsap during sermon-lime. 

Mr. Crawley was very earnest, for the good of the mation and of tha 
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iChristi^n world, that the old gentlemscn should yield him up his place 
un '.Parliament; but this the elder constantly refused to do. Both were 
jof course too prudent to give up the fifteen hundred a year which was 
brought in by the second seat (at this period filled by Mr. Quadroon, 
jwith carte-blanche on the Slave question) ; indeed the family estate 
was much embarrassed, and the income drawn from the borough was 
of great use to the Ifouso of Queen’s Crawley. 

It had never recovered the heavy fine imposed upon Walpole Cr.awley, 
'first baronet, for peculation in the Tape and Sealing-Wax Office. Sir 
[Walpol? was a jolly fellow, eager to seize and to spend money ( “ alieni 
appetens, sui, profusus,” as Mr. Crawley would remark with a .sigh), 
and in his day beloved by all the county for the constant drunkenness 
and hospitality which was maintained at Queen’s Crawley. The cellars 
were - filled with burgundy then, the kennels with hounds, and the 
' stables with gallant hunters ; now, such horses as Queen’s Crawley 
possessed went to plough, or ran in the Trafalgar Coach ; and it was 
a team of these very horses, on an off-day, that Miss‘Sharp was 
TO<)ught to the Hall; for, boor as he was. Sir Pitt w'as a stickler for 
his dignity v/hile at home, and seldom drove out but with four horses, 
and, though ho dined off boiled mutton, had always throe footmen to 
servo it. 


If mere parsimony would have made a man rich, Sir Pitt Crawley 
might have become very wealthy—if he had been an attorney in a 
country town, with no capital but his brains, it is very possible that he 
would Jiave turned them to good account, and might have achieved for 
himself a very considerable influence and competency. But he was 
unlnckily endowed with a good name .and a large though encumbered 
Restate, both of which went rather to injure than to advance him. Ho 
juad"a ta^ for law, which cost*<iim many thousands yearly; and being 
fa great deal too clever to bo robbed, as he said, by any single agent, 
Sallowed his affairs to be mismanaged by a dozen, whom he all equally 

! * mistrusted. He was such a sharp landloi’d, that ho could hardly find 
any but bankrupt tenants ; jnd «uch a close farmer, as to grudge 
.almost the seed to the ground, wlieroupon revengeful N.ature grudged 
4him the crops which she granted to more liberal husbandmen. He 
speculated in every possible way; he worked mines ; bought c.anal- 
shares ; horsed coaches; took government contracts, and was the 
busiest man and magistrate of his county. As ho would not pay honest 
agents at his granite-quarry, he had the satisfaction of finding that 
Tour overseers ran away, and took fortunes with them to America. For 


.want of proper precautions, his coal-mines filled with water: the 
[government flung^ his contract of damaged beef upon his hands: and 
(for his coach-horses, every mail proprietor in the kingdom knew that 
fhe lost more horses than any man in the country, from under-feeding 
I and liuying cheap. In disposition he was sociable, and far from being 
proud ; nay, he rather preferred tb% society of a farmer or a horse- 
dealer to that of a gentleman, like my Lord, his son: he was fond of 
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drink, of swearing, of joking with the formers’ daughters :Aie WJli 
never known to give away a shilling or to do a good action, but was « 
, a pleasant, sly, laughing mood, and would out his joke, and drink hit 
[glass with a tenant and sell him up the next day; or have his laugt 
with the poacher he was transporting with equal good humour. Hi* 
politeness for the fair sex has already been hinted at by Miss Eebecce 
Sharp—in a word, the whole b.aronetage, peerage, commonage oj 
England, did not contain a more c unning, mean, selfis h. fooli8h.-.diartt 
putable old man. That blood-red hand of Sir Pitt Crawley’s would b« 
in anybody’s pocket except his own ; and it is with grief and pais 
that, as admirers of the British aristocracy, we find ourselves obligee^ 
to admit the existence of so many ill qualities in a person whose* namd 
is in Debrett, 


One great cause why Mr. Crawley had such a hold over the affection^ 
of his fother, resulted from money arrangements. The Baronet owed 
Fhis son a sum of money out of the jointure of his mother, which he dio 
Inot find it convenient to pay ; indeed he had an almost invincible 
repugnance to paying anybody, and could only be brought by force tc 
discharge his debts. Miss Sharp calculated (for she became, as we shall 
hear speedily, inducted into most of the secrets of the family), that tha 
mere payment of his creditors cost the honourable Baronet several 
hundreds yearly; but this was a delight he could not forego ; he had a 
savage pleasure in making the poor wretches wait, and in sliifting from^ 
court to court and from term to terra the period of sa.tisfaction.; 
What’s the good of being in Parliament, he said, if you must pay^pur 
debts ? Hence, indeed, his position as a senator was not a little pMfhl 
to him. 


Vanity Fair—^Vanity Fair ! Here was a man, who could not spell, 
and did not care to read—who had theAabits andthecunning-oiaboor: 
whose aim in life was pettifoggi ng : who never had a taste, or emotion, 
or enjoyment, but what was sordid and foul ; and ^t he had rank, and 
honours, and power, somehow : and was a dignitary of the land, and a 
pillar of the state. He was high.sheriff, and rode in a golden coach. 
Great ministers and statesmen courtedliim ; and in Vanity Fair he had 
a higher place than the most brilliant genius or spotless virtue. 


Sir Pitt had an unmarried halt-sister who inherited her mother’s { 
large fortune, and though the Baronet proposed to borrow this money 
»f her on mortgage. Miss Crawley declined the offer, and preferred the 
security of the funds. She had signified, however, her intention of 
leaving her inheritance between Sir Pitt’s second son and the family at 
the rectory, and had once or twice paid the debts of Rawdon Crawley 
in his career at college and in the army. Miss Ci'awley was, in con¬ 
sequence, an object of great respect when she came to Queen’s Crawley, 
for she had a balance at her Wanker’s which would have made her 
beloved anywhere. ^ 

'‘What a dignity it gives an old lady, that balance at the bankePa! 

s 2 
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ow t'feaderly we look at her faults, if she ia a relative (and may eveiw 
,‘,«oader have a score of such), what a kind, good-natured old ci'eatuie 
Ijwe find her ! How the junior partner of Hobbs and Dobbs leads her 
smiling to the carriage with the lozenge upon it, and the fat wheezy 
coachman ! How, when she conics to pay us a visit, we generally find 
an opportunity to let our friends know her station in the world ! We 
say (and with perfect truth) I wish I had Miss MacWliirtcr’s signature 
to a cheque for five thousand pounds. She wouldn’t miss it, says your 
^fe. She is my aunt, say you, in an easy careless way, when your friend 
asks if Miss MacWhii-ter is any relative 1 Your wife is perpetually 
sending her little testimonies of affection, your little girls work endless 
IworSted baskets, cushions, and foot-Aools for her. What a good fire 
there is in her room when she comes to pay you a visit, although your 
(vife laces her stays without one ! The house during her stay assumes 
a festive, neat, warm, jovial, snug appearance not visible at other seasons. 
You yourself, dear sir, forget to go to sleep after dinner, .and find your¬ 
self all of a sudden (though you invariably lose) very fond of a rubber. 
What good dinners you have—^game every day, Malmsey-Madeira, and 
bo end of fish from London. Even the servants in the kitchen share 
fin the general prosperity; and, somehow, during the stay of Miss 
pdaeWhirter’s fat coachman, the beer is grown much stronger, .and the 
1 consumption of tea and sugar in the nursery (where her maid takes her 
: meals) is not regarded in the least. I^Jt so, or is it not so ? I appeal 
! to the middle classes. Ah, gracious powers ! I wish you would send 
me "Sin old aunt—^a maiden aunt—an aunt with a lozenge on her 
carriage, and a front of light coffee-coloured hair—how my children 
diould woi’k woAljags for her,-and my Julia and I would make her 
comfortable 1 Sweejer^smet vision ! Foolish—foolish dream ! 


CHAPTEE X. 

t • 

MISS SnAKP BEGINS TO MAKE FRIENDS. 

And now, being received as a member of the amiable family whose 
portraits we have sketched in the foregoing pages, it became naturally 
il^becca’s duty to make herself, as she said, agreeable to her benefactors, 
gifid to gain their confidence to the utmost of her power. Who can but 
admire this quality of gratitude in an unprotected orphan; and, if 
there entered some degree of selfishness into her calculations, who can 
say but that her prudence was pOTfectlTjustifiable 1 “lam alone in 
the world,” said the fi'iendless girl. ‘‘I have nothing to look for but 
what my own labour can bring me ; and while that little pink-faced 
chit Amelia, with not half my sense; has fen thousand pounds and an 
establishment secure, poor Rebecca ^and my figure is far better than 
heFs) has only herself and her own wits to trust to. Well, let us see if my 
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twits cannot provide me -with an honourable maintenance, and if some 
May or the other I cannot show Miss Amelia my real superiority over 
[her. Not that I dislike poor Amelia: who can dislike such a harmless, | 
'good-natured creature 1 —only it will be a fine day when I can take my 
plwe above her in the world, as why, indeed,, should I not ?” Thus it 
was that our little romantic friend formed visions of the future for 
herself—nor must wo be scandalised that, in all her castles in the air, a 
husband was the principal inhabitant. Of what else have young ladies 
toTliink, but husbands ? Of what else do their dear mammas think 1 
.“I must be my own mamma,” said Rebecca; not without a tingling 
consciousness of defeat, as she thought over her little misadventure with 
Jos Sedley. * 

So she wisely determined to render her position with the Queen’s 
Crawley family comfortable and secure, and to this end resolved to 
make friends of every one around her who could at all interfere with 
her comfort. 

As my Lady Crawley was not one of these personages, and a woman, 
moreover, so indolent and void of character as not to be of the least 
consequence in her own house, Rebecca soon found that it was not at 
all necessary to cultivate her good will—^indeed, impossible to gain it. 
She used to talk to her pupils about their “poor mamma ; ” and, though 
she treated that lady with every demonstration of cool respect, it was 
to the rest of the family tliat she wisely directed the chief part of her 
attentions. 

With the young people, whose applause she thoroughly gained,*1ier 
method was pretty simple. She did not pester their young brains with 
too much learning, but, on the contrary, let them have their own way j 
in regard to educating themselves; for what instruction is more 
effectual than self-instruction 1 The elRest was rather fond.of books, 
and as there was in the old library at,Queen’s Crawley a considerable 
)>rovision of woi'ks of light literature of the last century, both in the 
french and English langu.ages (they had been purchased by the Secre- 
>,.ary of the Tape and Sealing-Wax pffice at the period of his disgrace), 
and as nobody ever troubled the book-shelves but herself, Rebecca was 
enabled agreeably, and, as it were, in playing, to impart a great deal ot 
instruction to Miss Rose Crawley. 

She and Miss Rose thus read together many delightful French and 
English works, among which may be mentioned those of the learned 
Br. Smollett, of the ingenious Mr. Henry Fielding, of the graceful and 
fantastic Monsieur Crobillon the younger, whom our immortal poet 
Gray so much admired, and of the universal Monsieur de Voltaire. 
Once, when Mi\ Crawley asked what the young people were reading, 
the governess replied “ Smollett.” “ Oh, Smollett,” said Mr. Crawley, 
quite satisfied. “His history is more dull, but by no means so 
dangerous as that of Mr. Hume.* It is history you .are reading 1 ” 

‘ Yes,” said Miss Rose ; withoij);, however, adding that it was the 
history of .Mr. Humphrey Clinker. On another occasion he was rather 




VANITY FAIR. 


naadaSised at finding his sister with "a book of French plays ; but as 
he governess remarked that it was for the purpose of acquiring the 
j’rench idiom in conversation, he was fain to bo content. Mr. Crawley, 
>8 a diplomatist, was exceedingly proud of his own skill in speaking 
he French language (for he was of the world still), and not a little 
deosed with the compliments which the governess continually paid 
dm upon his proficiency. 

I Jliss Violet’s tastes were, on the contrary, more rude and boisterous 
nan those of her sister. She knew the sequestered spots where the 
MM layed their eggs. She could climb a tree to rob the nests of the 
feathered songsters of their speckled spoils. And her pleasure was to 
?ide the young colts, and to scour tlfe plains like Camilla. She was 
Ihe favourite of her father and of the stable-men. She was the darling 
^nd withal the terror, of the cook ; for she discovered the haunts of the 
am-pots, and would attack them when they were within her reach. 
Ihe and her sister were engaged in constant battles. Any of which 
^ ecofdilloes if Miss Sharp discovered, she did not tell them to Lady . 
Crawley, who would have told them to the father, or, worse, to Mr. 
Crawley; but promised not to teU if Miss Violet would be a good girl 
and love her governess. ‘ 

With Mr. Crawley Mias Sharp was respectful and obedient. She 
used to consult him on passages of French which she could not under- 
‘ stand, though, her mother wiis a Frenchwoman, and which he would 
construe to her satisfaction: and, besides giving her his aid in profane 
liteiSture, he was kind enough to select for her books of a more serious 
tmdency, and address to her much of his conversation. She admired, 
beywid measure, his speech at the Quashiraaboo-Aid Society; took an 
interest in his pamphlet on malt; was often affected, even to tears, by 
his disccJlnses of an evening, and would say—“ Oh, thank you, sir,” with 
a sigh, and a look up to heaven, that made him occasionally condescend 
to shake hands with her. “ Blood is everything, after aU,” would that 
aristocratic religionist say. “How Miss Sharj) is awakened by my 
words, when not one of the people there is touched. I am too fine for 
them—too delicate. I must familiai’ise my style—but she understands 
it. Her mother was a Montmorency.” 

Indeed it was from this famous family, as it appears, that Mias Sharp, 
by the mother’s side, was descended. Of course she did not say that 
her mother had been on the stage; it would have .shocked Mr. Crawley’s 
rej^gious scruples. How many noble eniigr^es had this horrid revolu- 
Hou jdunged in poverty ! She had several stories about her ancestors ere 
she had been many months in the house ; some of Avhich Mr. Crawley 
happened to find in D’Hozier’s dictiomiry, wliich was in the library, 
and which strengthened his belief in their ti-uth, and in the high- 
breeding of liebecca. Are we to suppose from this curiosity and prying 
linto dictionaries, could our heroine' supiwse, that Mr. Crawley was 
interested in her ?—no, only in a frie^idly way. Have we not stated 
ithat he was attached to Lady Jane Sheepshanks 1 
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He took Bebecoa to task once or twice about the propriety of fJlgyjnj 
.at backgammon with Sir Pitt, saying that it was a godless amusemeni 
and that she would be much better engaged in reading “Thrump’i 
Legacy,” or “ The Blind Washerwoman of Moor-fields,” or any worl 
of a more serious nature ; but Misfe Sharp said her dear mother usee 
often to play the same game with the old Count de Trictrac and th' 
venerable Abb6 du Coi-net, and so found an excuse for this and othe 
worldly amusement. 

But it was not only by playing at backgammon with the Baronet, tha 
the little governess rendered herself agreeable to her employer. Shi 
' found many different ways of being useful to him. She rc’ad ovei 
with indefatigable patience, all *111030 law papers, with which, befor 
she came to Queen’s Crawley, he had promised to entertain her. Shi 
volunteered to copy many of his letters, and adroitly altered the spell 
ing of them so as to suit the usages of the present day. She bccam 
interested in everything appertaining to the estate, to the farm, th 
park, the garden, and the stables ; and so delightful a companion wa 
she, that the Baronet would seldom take his after-breakfast wall 
without her (and the children of course), when she would give he 
advice as*to the trees which were to be lopped in the shrubberies, th 
garden-beds to be dug, the crops which were to be cut, the horse 
which were to go to ciirt or plough. Before she had been a year a 
Queen’s Crawley she had quite won the Baronet’s confidence ; and th 
conversation at the dinner-table, which before used to he held betwee: 
' him and Mr. Ilorrocks the butler, was now almost exclusively betsreei 
Sir Pitt and Miss Sharp. She was almost mistress of the hotbe wh« 
Mr. Crawley was absent, but conducted herself in her new and exaltei 
situation with such circumspection and modesty as not to offend th 
authorities of the kitchen and stable, ^long whom her belvaviour wa 
always exceedingly modest and affqjble. She was quite a diffei-en 
person from the haughty, shy, dissatisfied little girl whom we hav 
known previously, and this change of temper proved great prudence, 
sincere desire of amendment, or ^t any rate great moral courage o: 
her part. Whetdier it was the heart which dictated this new system o 
complaisance and humility adopted by our Rebecca, is to be proved b 
her after-histoi-y. A system of hypocrisy, which lasts through whol 
years, is one seldom satisfactorily practised by a person of one-and 
twenty; however, our re-aders will recollect, that, though young ii 
years, our heroine was ohl in life and experience, and we have writtei 
to no purpose if they have not discovered that she was a very cleve 
woman. 

The elder and younger son of the house of Crawley were, like thi 
gentleman and lady in the weather-box, never at home together—thei 
^ hated each other cordially : indeed, Bawdon Crawley, the dragoon, had i 
great contempt for the establishment altogether, and seldom eami 
thither except when his aunt paid her annual visit. 

The great good quality of this old lady has been mentioned. Shi 
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ix>ssc85e(l seventy thousoiid pounds^ and had almost adopted J^wdon 
“She disliked her elder rephew exceedingly, and despised llm as a 
^^ilksop. In return he did not hesitate to state that her soul was 
^irretrievably lost, and was of opinion that his brother’s chance in the 
* next world was not a whit better.* “ She is a godless woman of the 
’ world,” would Mr. Crawley say ; “ she lives witElftHiists and French- 
i men. My mind shudders when I think of her awful, awful situation, 
^ und that, near as she is to the grave, she should be so given up to 
. vanity, licentiousness, profaneness, and folly.” In fact, the old lady 
Jeclined altogether to hear his hour’s lecture of an evening; and when 
r she came to Queen’s Crawley alone, he was obliged to pretermit his 
® usual devotional exercises. * 

“Shut up your sarmons, Pitt, when Miss Crawley comes down,” 
'*■ said his father; “ she has written to say that she won’t stand the 
preachifying.” 

“ Oh, sir! consider the servants.” 

I “ The servants be hanged,” said Sir Pitt; and his son thmight even 
EJwoi'se would happen were they deprived of the benefit of his 
^instruction. 

H “Why, hang it, Pitt! ” said the father to his remonstrance. “ Fou 
®jwouldn’t be such a flat as to let three thousand a year go out of the 
Jfamily ? ” 

; “ What is money compared to our souls, sir ? ” continued Crawley. 

1 “ You mean that the old lady won’t leave the money to you ? ”—^and 

jwhcfinows but it was Mr. Crawley’s meaning 1 
' v^ld Miss Crawley was certainly one of the reprobate. She had a 
. snug ^?{le hduso in Park Lane, and, as she ate and drank a great deal 
too much during the season in London, she wont to llarrowgate or 

f Jheltenham for the summer. She was the most hospitable and jovial 
f old vestals, and had been a beauty in her day, she said. (All old 
women were beauties once, we very well know.) She w.os a isl esprit, 
and a dreadful Badical for those days. She had been in France (whei-o 
St. Just, they say, inspired hm: wjth an unfortunate passion), and 
I loved, ever after, French novels, French cookery, and French wines. 

1 [she read Voltaire, and had Uousseau by heart ; talked very lightly 
I [about divorce, and most energetically of the rights of women. She 
'had pictures of Mi’. Fox in every room in the house : when that states- 
m.on wiis in opposition, I am not sure that she had not flung a main 
with him; and when he came into oflBce, she took great credit for 
bringing over to him Sir Pitt and his colleague for Queen’s Crawley, 
] although Sir Pitt would have come over himself, without any trouble 
j on the honest lady’s p.ort. It is needless to say that Sir Pitt was 
! brought to change his views after the death of the great Whig 
! statesman. 


■ ' This worthy old lady took a fancy to Rawdon Crawley when a boy, 
I sent him to Cambridge (in opposition,to his brother at Oxford), and, 
I when the young man was requested by the authorities of the first- 
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^named University to quit after a residence of two years, she bougiff him 
his commissions in the Life Guards Green. 

! A perfect and celebrated “ blood,” or dandy about town, was this 
young oflScer. Boxing, rat-hunting, the fives’ courts and four-in-hand 
driving wore then the fashion of our British aristocracy ; and he was an 
adept in all these noble sciences. And though he belonged to the 
household troops, who, as it was their duty to rally round the Prince 
Kegent, had not shown their valour in foreign service yet, Eawdgn 
Crawley had already {<i,propoa of play, of which he was immoderately 
fond) fought three bloody duels in which he gave ample proofs of his 
contempt for death. 

“And for what follows after dfeath,” would Mr. Crawley observe^ 
throwing his gooseberry-coloured eyes up to the ceiling. He was always 
thinking of his brother’s soul, or of the souls of those who differed with 
him in opinion: it is a sort of comfort which many of the serious give 
themselves. 

y' Silly, romantic Miss Crawley, far from being horrified at the courago 
of her favourite, always used to pay his debts after his duels ; and would 
not listen to a word that was whispered against his morality. “ He will 
I sow his wiki oats,” she would say, “and is worth far more than that 
! puling hypocrite of a brother of his.” 


CHAPTEE XI. 

AHCADIAN SIMPLICITT. 

Besides these honest folks at the Hirfl (whose simplicity and sweet 
rural purity surely show the advantage of a country life over a town 
one), we must introduce the reader to their relatives and neighbours at 
the Bectory, Bute Crawley and his wife. 

The Kcverend Bute Crawley was a tajl, stately, jolly, shovel-hatted 
man, far more popular in his county than the Baronet his brother. 
At college he pulled stroke-oar in the Christchurch bo.at, .and h.ad 
thrashed all the best bruisers of the “ town.” He carried his taste for 
boxing and athletic exercises into private life; there was not a fight 
within twenty miles at which he was not present, nor a race, nor a 
cour-sing match, nor a regatta, nor a ball, nor an election, nor a visitation 
dinner, nor indeed a good dinner in the whole county, but he found 
means to .attend it. You might see his bay mare and gig-lamps a score 
of miles away from his Rectory house, whenever there was any dinner¬ 
party at I uddleston, or at Roxby, or at Wapshot Hall, or at the great 
lords of the county, with all of whom he was intimate. He had a fine 
voiTO; sang “A southerly wind iftid a cloudy sky;” and gave the 
whoop in chorus with general,applause. He rode to hounds in a 
pepper-and-salt frock, and was one of the best fishermen in the county. 



VANITY FAIR. 


i Mr^'CrawIey, the Eector’s wife, was a smart little body, who wrote 
jthis worthy divine’s sermons. Being of a domestic turn, and keeping 
the house a great deal with her daughters, she ruled absolutely within 
'theEectory, wisely giving her husband full liberty without. He was 
welcome to come and go, and dine abroad as many days as his fancy 
ajted, for Mrs. Crawley was a saving woman and knew the price of 
vine. Ever since Mrs. Bute caiiied off the young Rector of Queen’s 

_vley (she wtis of a good family, daughter of the late Lieut.-Colonel 

fector MacTavish, and she and W mother played for Bute and won 
:him at Harrowgate), she had been a prudent and thrifty wife to him. In 
hpite of her care, however, he was always in debt. It took him at least 
pn years to pay oflf his college bills boutracted during his father’s life- 
cime. In the ye.ar 179 —, when he was just clear of these incumbrances, 
he gave the odds of 100 to 1 (in twenties) against Kangaroo, who won 
the Derby. The Rector was obliged to take up the money at a ruinous 
interest, and had been struggling ever since. Ilis sister helped him 
with a hundred now and then, but of course his great hopo was in her 
death—iwhen “ hang it” (as he would say), “ Matilda mmt leave mo half 
her money.” 

So that the Baronet and his brother had every reason>which two 
brothers possibly can have for being by the ears. Sir Pitt had had the 
better of Bute in innumerable family transactions. Young Pitt not 
only did not hunt, but set up a meeting-house under his uncle’s very 
nose. Eawdon, it was known, was to come in for the bulk of Miss 
CrflVle^’s property. These money transactions—these speculations 
■ If life and death—these silent battles for reversionary spoil—make 
rothers very loving towards each other in Y^.anity Fair. I, for my 
art, have known a five pound-note to interpose and knock up a half 
entury’s-attachment between Wo brethren ; and can’t but admire, as 
11 think what a fine and dm:able.thing Love is among worldly people. 

It cannot be supposed that the arrival of such a personage as Rebecca 
at Queen’s Crawley, and her gradual establishment in the good graces 
of all people there, could be umen\prked by Mrs. Bute Crawley. Mrs. 
Bute, who knew how many days the sirloin of beef lasted at the Hall ; 
how much linen was got ready at the great w.ash ; how many peaches 
were on the south wall; how many doses her ladyship took when she 
was ill—for such pioints are matters of intense interest to certain 
persons in the country—^Mrs. Bute, I say, could not pass over the Hall 
governess without making every inquiry respecting her history and 
character. There waa always the best understanding between the 
servants at the Rectory and the Hall. There was always a good glass 
of ale in the kitchen of the former place for the Hall people, whose 
ordinary drink was very small—and, indeed, the Rector’s lady knew 
exactly how much malt went to every barrel of Hall beer—^ties of 
relationship existed between the tHall and Rectory domestics, as 
between their masters ; and througl^ those channels each family was 
perfectly well acquainted with the doings of the other. That, by the 
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way, may be set down as a general remark. When you and your* 
brother are friends, his doings are indifferent to yon. When you have 
quarrelled, all his outgoings and incomings you know, as if you were 
his spy. 

Very soon then after her arrival, Rebecca began to take a regular 
place in Mrs. Crawley’s bulletin from the Hall. It was to this effect 
—“The black porker’s killed—weighed x stone—%alted the sides— 
pig’s pudding and leg of pork for dinner. Mr. Cramp from Mudbury, 
over with Sir Pitt about putting John Blackmore in gaol—^Mr. Pitt at 
meeting (with all the names of the people who attended)—my lady as 
usual—^tho young ladies with the m)verness.” 

Then the report would come—the new governess be a rare manager 
—Sir Pitt be very sweet on her—^Mr. Ci’awley too—He be reading 
tracts to her —“ What an abandoned wretch! ” said little, eager, active, 
black-faced Mrs. Bute Crawley. 

Finally, the reports were that the governess had “come round’’ 
everybody, ^i-ote Sir Pitt’s letters, did his business, managed his 
accounts—had the upper hand of the whole house, my lady, Mr. Crawley, 
the girls and all—at which Mrs. Crawley declared she was an artful 
hussey, and*liad some dreadful designs in view. Thus the doings at the 
Hall were the great food for conversation at the Rectory, and Mrs. 
Bute’s bright eyes spied out everything that took place in the enemy’s 
camp—everything and a great deal besides. 

“ MKS. BUTE CRAWLEY TO MISS PINKERTOlf, THE MALL, CHISWKJK. * 

" Itectory, Queen's Crawley, December —. 

“Mr DEAR Madam, —Although it is so many years since I profited by 
j'our ddightful and invalv/xble instruction#, yet I have ever retained the 
fondest and most reverential regard fof Miss Pinkerton, and dear 
Cliiswick. I hope your health is good. The world and the cause of 
education cannot afford to lose Miss Pinkerton for many many years. 
•When my friend, Lady Fuddlestcij, mentioned that her dear girls 
required an instructress (I am too poor to engage a governess for mine, 
but was I not educated at Chiswick ?)—‘ Who,’ I exclaimed, ‘ can we 
considt but the excellent, the iucom])arablo Miss Pinkerton ? ’ lu a 
word, have you, dear madam, any ladies on your list, whose services 
might be made available to my kind friend and neighbour ? I assure 
you she will take no governess hvt of your choosing. 

“ My dear husband is pleased to say that ho likes everything which 
comes from Miss Pinkerton's school. How I wish I could present him 
and my beloved girls to the friend of my youth, and the admired of 
the great lexicographer of .our country! If you ever travel into 
Hampshire, Mr. Ciawley begs me to say, he hopes you will adorn our 
rural rectory with your presence. ’lis the humble but happy home of 

“ Your affectionate 

“ Martha Crawley. 
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Mr. Crawley’s brother, the Baronet, with whom we are not, 
alas ! upon those terms of unUy in which it becomeahrethren to dwell,yiaa 
a governess for his little girls, who, I am told, had the good fortune to 
be educated at Chiswick. I hear various reports of her; and as I have 
the tenderest interest in my dearest little nieces, whom I wish, in spite 
of famUy differences, to see among my own children—and as I long to 
be attentive to any pupil of yours —do, my dear Mias Pinkerton, tell 
me the history of this young lady, whom, for your sake, I am most 
anxious to befriend.—^M. C.” 

“miss PINKERTOSr TO MBS. BUTE CBAWI3V. 

Johnson Housef Chisxoickf Dec. 18 —. 

“Dear Madam, —have the honour to acknowledge your polite 
communication, to which I promptly reply. ’Xis most gratifying to 
one in my most arduous position to find that my maternal cares have 
elicited a responsive affection; and to recognise in the amiable Mrs. 
Bute Crawley my excellent pupil of former years, the sprightly and 
accomplished Miss Martha MacTavish. I am happy to have under my 
charge now the daughters of many of those who were your contempo- 
rai'ies at my establishment—what pleasure it would glve''me if your 
own beloved young ladies had need of my instructive superintendence ! 

“ Presenting my respectful compliments to Lady Fuddleston, I have 
the honour (epistolarily) to introduce to her ladyship my two friends. 
Miss Tuffln and Miss Hawky. 

Either of these young ladies is perfectly qualified to instruct in 
Greek, Latin, and tiie rudiments of Hebrew; in mathematics and 
history; in Spanish, French, Italian, and geography; in music, vocal 
and instrumental; in dancing without the aid of a master; and in the 
elements' of natural sciences. “ In the use of the globes both are pro¬ 
ficients. In addition to these, 'Miss Tuffin, who is daughter of the late 
Keverend Thom.as Tuffln, (Fellow of Corpus College, Cambridge,) can 
instruct in the Syriac language, and the elements of Constitutional law. 
But as she is only eighteen yfiars'of age, and of exceedingly pleasing 
personal appearance, perhaps this young lady may be objectionable in 
Sir Huddleston Fuddleston’s family. 

“ Miss Letitia Hawky, on the other hand, is not personally well- 
favoured. She is twenty-nine ; her face is much pitted with the small¬ 
pox. She has a halt in her gait, red hair,and a trifling obliquity of 
vision. Both ladies are endowed with every moral and religious virtue. 
Their terms, of course, are such as their accomplishments merit. With 
my most gi-ateful respects to the lleverend Bute Crawley, I have the 
honour to be, 

“ Dear Madam, 

“ Your most faithful and obedient servant, 

“Barbara Pinkerton. 

'* P.S. The Miss Sharp, whom you mention as governess to Sir Pitt 
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Crawley, Bart., M.P., was a pupil of mine, and I have nothing to say in 
her disfavour. Though her appearance is disagreeable, we cannot 
control the operations of nature: and though her parents were dis¬ 
reputable (her father being a painter, several times bankrupt; and 
her mother, as I have since learned, with horror, a dancer at the 
Opera); yet her talents are considerable, and I cannot regret that I 
received her ovJt of cluirity. My dread is, lest thh principles of the 
mother—who was represented to me as a French Countess, forced to 
emigrate in the late revolutionary horrors ; but who, as I have since, 
found, was a person of the very lowest order and morals —should, at any 
time prove to be hereditary in the unhappy young woman whom I took 
as aii outcast. But her principles Save hitherto been correct (I believe), 
and I am sure nothing will occur to injure them in the elegant and 
refined circle of the eminent Sir Pitt Crawley.” 

“ MISS REBECCA SHARP TO MISS AMELIA SEDLEY. 

• 

“ I have not written to my beloved Amelia for these many weejes past 
for what news was there to tell of the sayings and doings at HumdPum 
Hall, as I h&ve christened it; and what do you care whether the turnip 
crop is good or bad; whether the fat pig weighed thirteen stone or 
fourteen; and whether the beasts thrive well upon mangelwurzel ? 
Every day since I last wrote has been like its neighbour. Before break¬ 
fast, a walk with Sir Pitt and his spud; after breakfast, studies (such 
as they are) in the school-room; after school-room, I’eading and writing 
about lawyers, leases, coal-mines, canals, with Sir Pitt (whose secretary 
I am become) ; after dinner, Mr. Crawley’s discourses or the Baronet’s 
backgammon ; during both of which amusements my lady looks on with 
equaf placidity. She has become rath* more interesting by being 
ailing of late, which has brought a new liisitor to the Hall, in the person 
of a young doctor. WeU, my dear, young women need never despair. 
The young doctor gave a certain friend of yours to understand that, if she 
chose to be Mrs. Glauber, she was welcome to ornament the surgery! 
I told his impudence that the gilt pestle and mortar was quite ornament 
enough; as if I was born, indeed, to be a country surgeon’s wife ! 
Mr. Glauber went home seriously indisposed at his rebuff, took a 
cooling draught, and is now quite cured. Sir Pitt applauded my resolu ¬ 
tion highly ; he would be sorry to lose his little secretary, I think ; and I 
believe tlie old wretch likes me as much as it is in his nature to like 

any one. Marry, indeed! and with a country apothecary, after-No, 

no> one cannot so soon forget old associations, about which I will talk 
no more. Let ns return to Humdrum Hall. 

“ For some time past it is Humdrum Hall no longer. My dear. Miss 
Crawley has arrived with her fat horses, fat servants, fat spaniel—the 
great rich Miss Crawley, with seveftty thousand pounds in the five per 
cents., whom, or I had better say fohich, her two brothers adore. She 
looks very apoplectic, the dear soul; no wonder her brothers are 
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anzioiiB about her. You should see them struggling to settle her 
cushions, or to hand her coffee ! ‘ When I pome into the country,’ she 
says (for she has a great deal of humour), ‘ I leave my toady. Miss 
Briggs, at home. My brothers are my toadies here, my dear, and a 
pretty pair they are ! ’ 

“ When she comes into the country our Hall is thrown open, and fol¬ 
ia month, at least,’you would fancy old Sir Walpole was come to life 
again. We have dinner-parties, and drive out in the coach-and-four— 
the footmen put on their newest canary-coloured liveries ; we drink 
claret .and champagne iis if we were accustomed to it every day. We 
have wax-candles in the school-room, and fires to warm ourselves with. 
Lady Crawley is made to put on the brightest pea-green in her ward¬ 
robe, and my pupils leave off their thick shoes and tight old tartan 
pelisses, and wear silk stockings and muslin frocks, as fashionable 
baronets’ daughters should. Rose came in yesterday in a sad plight— 
the Wiltshire sow (an enormous pet of hers) i-an her down, and 
destroyed a most lovely flowered lilac silk dress by dancing over it—^had 
this happened a week ago. Sir Pitt would have sworn frightfully, have 
boxed the poor wretch’s ears, and put her upon bread and water for a 
month. All he said was, ‘ I’ll serve you out. Miss, when your aunt’s 
gone,’ and laughed off the accident as quite ti-ivial. Let us hope his 
wrath will have passed away before Miss Crawley’s departure. 1 hope 
so, for Miss Hose’s sake, I am sure. What a charming reconciler and 
^peace-maker money is! 

*“ Another admirable effect of Miss Crawley and her seventy thousand 
pounds is to be seen in the conduct of the two brothers Crawley. I 
mean the Baronet and the Rector, not our brothers—but the former 
who hate each other all,the year round become quite loving at 
Christmas. I wrote to you "fast year how the abominable horse-racing 
Rector was in the habit of preaching clumsy sermons at us at church, 
and how Sir Pitt snored in answer. When Miss Crawley arrives there 
is no such thing as quarrelling heard of—the Hall visits the Rectory, 
and vice versd —^the parson and the Baronet talk about the pigs and the 
poachers, and the county business, in the most affable manner, and 
without quarrelling in their cups, I believe—indeed Miss Crawley won’t 
hear of their quarrelling, and vows that she will leave her money to 
the Shropshire Crawleys if they offend her. If they were clever people, 
those Shropshire Crawleys, they might have it all, I think; but the 
Shropshire Crawley is a clergyman like his Hampshire cousin, and 
mortally offended Miss Crawley (who had fled thither in a fit of rage 
against her impracticable brethren) by some strait-laced notions of 
morality. Ho would have prayers in the house, I believe. 

“ Our sermon-books are shut up when Miss Crawley arrives, and 
Mr. Pitt, whom she abominates, finds it convenient to go to town. On the 
other hand, the young dandy—‘b'lood,’ I believe, is the term—Captain 
Crawley makes his appearance, and I suppose you would like to know 
what sort of a»person he is. 
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“ Well, he is a very large young dandy. He is six feet high, and 
speaks with a groat voice; and swears a great deal; and orders about 
the servants, who all adore him nevertheless ; for he is very generous 
of his money, and the domestics will do anything for him. Last week 
the keepers almost killed a bailiff and his man who came down from 
London to arrest the Captain, and who were found lurking about the 
park wall—they beat them, ducked them, and wfere going to shoot 
them for poachers, but the Baronet interfered. 

“ The Captain has a hearty contempt for his father, I can see, and 
calls him <an old put, an old STioh, an old chaw-hacon, and numberless 
^^ther pretty names. Ho has a dreadful reputaiion among the ladies. 
He brings his hunters home with him, lives with the' Squires of the 
county, asks whom he pleases to dinner, and Sir Pitt dares not say no, 
for fear of offending Miss Crawley, and missing his legacy when she 
^ dies of her apoplexy. Shall I tell you a compliment the Captain paid 
me ? I must, it is so pretty. One evening we actually had a dance ; 
there was Sit Huddleston Fuddleston and his family. Sir Giles Wapshot 
and his young ladies, and I don’t know how many more. Well, I- heard 
him say —‘ By Jove, she’s a neat little filly ! ’ meaning your humble 
servant; aild he did me the honour to dance two country-<iances with 
me. He gets on pretty gaily with the young Squires, with whom he 
drinks, bets, rides, and talks about hunting and shooting ; but he says 
the country girls are bores; indeed, I don’t think he is far ■wrong. 
You should see the contempt with which they look down on poor me ! 
When they dance I sit and play the piano very demurely; but tlTc 
other night coming in rather flushed from the dining-room, and seeing 
mo employed in this way, he swore out loud that I was the best dancer 
in the room, and took a great oath that he would have the fiddlers 
from Mudbury. ^ 

_ ‘“I’ll go and play a country dance,’*said Mrs. Bute Crawley, very 
readily (she is a little, blalck-faced old woman in a turbau, rather 
crooked, and with very twinkling eyes); and after the Captain and your 
poor little Bebecca had performed a dance together, do you know she 
actually did me the honour to compliment me upon my steps ! Such 
a thing was never heard of before; the proud Mi-s. Bute Crawley, 
first oousin to the Earl of Tiptoff, who won’t condescend to visit Lady 
Crawley, except when her sister is in the country. Poor Lady 
Crawley! during most part of these gaieties, she is up-stairs taking 
pills. 

“ Mrs. Bute has all of a sudden taken a gi'eat fancy to me. ‘ My 
dear Miss Sharp,’ she says, ‘why not bring over your girls to the 
Bectory 1 —their cousins will be so happy to see them.’ I know what 
she means. Signor dementi did not teach us the piano for nothing ; 
at ■which price Mrs. Bute hopes to get a pi’ofossor for her children. 
I can see through her schemes, as though she told them to me ; but 
I shall go, as I am determined t® make myself agi'eeable—is it not 
a poor governess’s duty, who has not a friend or protector in the 
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world 1 The Hector’s wife paid me a score of compliments about 
the progress my pupils made, and thought, no doubt, to touch my 
heart—poor, simple, country soul!—as if I cared a fig about my 
pupils ! 

“ Your India muslin and your pink silk, dearest Amelia, are said to 
become me very well. They are a good deal worn now ; but, you 
know, we poor gifls can’t afford des fraiehes toilettes. Happy, happy 
you! who have but to drive to St. James’s Street, and a dear mother 
who will give you anything you ask. Farewell, dearest girl. 

“ Your affectionate 

“ Rebecca. 

" P.S. I wish you could have seen the fivces of the Miss Blackbrooks 
(Admiral Blackbrook’s daughters, my dear), fine young ladies, with 
^ dresses from London, when Captain Eawdon selected poor me for a 
^partner! ” 

When Mrs. Bute Crawley (whose artifices our ingenious Rebecca had 
so soon discovered) had procured from Miss Shai-p the promise of a 
visit, she induced the all-powerful Miss Crawley to, make the necessary 
application to Sir Pitt, and the good-natured old lady, who loved to be 
gay herself, and to see every one gay and happy round about her, was 
quite charmed, and ready to establish a reconciliation and intimacy 
^tween her two brothers. It was therefore agreed that the young 
people of both families should visit each other frequently for the future, 
and the friendship of course lasted as long as the jovial old mediatrix 
was there to keep the peace. 

"Why did you ask that sjoundi-el, Eawdon Crawley, to dine 1 ” said 
the Rector to his lady, as tlifey were walking home through the park, 
“/don’t want the fellow. He looks down upon us country people as 
so many blackamoors. He’s never content unless he gets my yellow- 
sealed wine, which costs me ten shillings a bottle, hang him ! Besides, 
he’s such an infernal character»-he’s a gambler—he’s a drunkard— 
he’s a profl%ate in every way. He’s shot a man in a duel—^he’s over 
head and ears in debt, and he’s robbed me and mine of the best part of 
Miss Crawley’s fortune. Waxy says she has him”—^here the Rector 
shook his list at the moon, with something very like an oath, and added, 

in a melancholious tone —“- , down in her will for fifty thousand ; 

and there won’t be above thirty to divide.” 

“ I think she’s going,” said the Rector’s wife. " She was very red in 
the face when we left dinner. I was obliged to unlace her.” 

“ She drank seven glasses, of champagne,” said the reverend 
gentleman, in a low voice; “ and filthy champagne it is, too, that 
my brother ijoisons us with — but you women never know what’s 
what.” 

“ We know nothing,” said Mrs. Bate Crawley. 

“ She drank cherry-braji'ly after dinner,” continued his Reverence 



A NOVEL ■WITHOUT A HERO. 


81 


“ and took Curasao with her coffee. I wouldn’t take a glass for ii’feve- 
pound note : it kills mo with heart-burn. She can’t shand it, Mrq. 
Crawley—she must go—^flesh and blood won’t bear it! and I lay five to 
two, Matilda drops in a year.” 

Indulging in these solemn spocalatibns, and thinking .about his debts, 
and his son Jim at College, and Frank at 'Woolwich, and the fyur girls, 
who were no beauties, poor things, and would notr have a penny but 
wh.at they got from the aunt’s expected legacy, the Eector and his lady 
walked on for a while. 

“ Pitt can’t be such an infernal villain as to sell the revemion of the 
living.' And that Methodist milksop of an eldest son looks to Parlia¬ 
ment,” continued Mr. Crawley, after a pause. 

“ Sir Pitt Crawley will do anything,” said the Eector’s wife. “We 
must get Miss Crawley to make him promise it to James.” 

“ Pitt will promise anything,” replied the brother. “ He promiwd 
he’d pay my college bills, when my father died; he promised he’d build 
the new wing to the Rectory ; he promised he’d lot me have Jibb’s field 
and the Six-acre Meadow—and much he executed his promises !, And 
it’s to this man’s son—this scoundrel, gambler, swindlei', murderer of 
' a Riiwdon (Jrawley, that Matilda leaves the bulk of her money. I say 
it’s un-Christian. By Jove, it is. The infamous dog has got every vice 
except hypocrisy, and that belongs to his brother.” 

“ Hush, my dearest love ! we’re in Sir Pitt’s gi-ounds,” interposed his 
wife. 

“ I -say he has got every vice, Mrs. Crawley. Don’t, Ma’am, bully 
■me. Didn’t he shoot Captain Marker ? Didn’t he rob young* Lord 
Dovedale at the Cocoa-Tree ? Didn’t he cross the fight between Bill 
Soames and the Cheshire Trump, by which I lost forty pound ’! You 
know he did ; and as for the women, vrhjf, you heard that before me, 
in my own magistrate’s room ”- , 

“For Heaven’s sake, Mr. Crawley,” said the lady, “spare me the 
details.” 

“ And you ask this vilhain into y^ur house 1 ” continued the exas 
operated Rector. “You the mother of a young family—tho wife of a 
clergyman of the Church of England. By Jove ! ” 

“ Bute Crawley, you .are a fool,” a.aid the Rector’s wife, scornfully. 

“Well, Ma’am, fool or not—and I don’t say,Martha, I’m so cleverJis 
you are. I never did. But I won’t meet R.awdon Crawley, that’s flat. 
I’ll go over to Huddle-ston, that I will, and see his black greyhound, 
Mrs. Crjiwley; and I’ll run Lancelot against hiin for fifty. By Jove, I 
will; or against any dog in England. But I won’t meet that be.ast' 
Rawdon Crawley.” . 

“Mr. Criiwley, you are intoxicated, as usual,” replied his wife. And 
the next morning, when the Rector woke, and called for small beer, she 
put him in mind of his promise to jrisit Sir Huddleston Fuddleston, 
on Saturday, and as he knew he should have a wet niyht, it w.'us agreed 
that he might gallop back again in'time for church on Sunday morning 

o 
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Chus it will be seen that the parishioners of - Crawley were equally 
lappy in their squire auJ in their I’ector. 

Miss Crawley had not long been established at the Hall before 
^becca’s fascinations had won the heart of that gooil-natured Loudon 
rake, as they had of the country innocents whom we have been 
describing. Taking her accustomed drive, one day, she thought fit to 
order that “ that little governess ” should accompany her to Mudbury. 
Before they had returned Eebecca had made a conquest of her; having 
made her laugh four times, and amused her during the whole of the 
little journey. 

“ Not let MLss Sharp dine at table ! ” said she to Sir Pitt, who had 
arranged a dinner of ceremony, and asked all the neighbouring 
b^onets. “ My dear creature, do you suppose I can talk about the 
nursery with Lady Fuddleston, or discuss justices’ business with that 
goose, old Sir Giles AVapshot'( I insist upon Miss Sharp appearing. 
■Let Lady Crawley r-emain up stairs, if there is no room. But little 
Miss Shai'p ! Why, she’s the only person fit to talk to in the county ! ” 
’ Of course, after such a peremptory order as this, Miss Sharp, the 
governess, received commands to dine with the illustrious company 
below stairs. And when Sir Huddleston had, with great pomp and 
cei’emony, handed Miss Cra'A ley into dinner, and was preparing to tako 
his place by her side, the old lady cried out, in a shrill voice. “ Becky 
Sharp! Miss Sliarp ! Come you and sit by me and amuse me; and 
T^t Sir Huddleston sit by Lady Wapshot.” 

Wlieu the parties were over, and tho carriages had rolled away, the 
insatiable Miss Crawley would say, “Come to my dressing-room, 
Becky, and let us abuse the comp.any,”—^which, between them, this pair 
of friends did perfectly. OlAiSir Huddleston wheezed a great deal at 
dinner; Sir Giles Wapshot had a particularly noisy manner oi 
imbibing his soup, and her ladyship a wink of the left eye; all of 
wliich Becky caricatured to admiration; as well as the particulars ot 
the night’s conversation ; the poiitics ; tho war; tlie quarter-sessions; 
the famous run with the H. H., and those heavy and dreary themes, 
about which country gentlemen converse. As for tho Misses Wapshots’ 
toilettes and Lady Fuddleston’s famous yellow hat, Miss Sharp tore 
them to tatters, to the infinite amusement of her audience. 

“My dear you are a perfect trouvaille,’' Miss Crawley would say. 
“ I wish you could come to me in London, but I couldn’t make a butt 
of you as I do of {xior Briggs—no, no, you little sly creature; you are 
too clever—Isn’t she. Firkin ? ” 

Mrs. Firkin (who was dressing the very small remnant of hair which 
remained on Miss Crawley’s pate), flung up her head and said, “ I think 
Miss M very clever,” with the most killing sarcastic air. In fact, Mrs. 
Firkin had that natural jealousy avhich is one of the main principles ot 
every honest woman. 

After rebuffing Sir Huddleston Tuddleston, Miss Crawley ordered 
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that Eawdon Crawley should lead her into dinner every day, and liiitE 
Becky should follow with her cushion—or else she would have Becky’s 
arm and Kawdon witli the pillow. “ We must sit together,” she said. 
“We’re the only three Christians in the county, my love”—in which 
case, it must be confessed, that religion was at a very low ebb in the 
county of Hants. 

Besides being such a fine religionist, Miss Crawley^was, .as we have 
said, an Ultra-liberal in opinions and always took occasion to express 
these in the most candid manner. 

“What is birth, my dear?” she would say to Kebecca—^“Look at 
my brother Pitt; look at the Huddlestons, who have been here flince 
Henry II., look at poor Bute at the^parsonage;—are any one of them 
equal to you in intelligence or breeding ? Equal io you —they are not 
even equal to poor dear Briggs, my companion, or Bowls, my butler. 
You, my love, are a little paragon—^positively a little jewel—^You have 
more brains than half the shire—if merit had its reward, you ought to 
be a Duchess—no, the£e ought to ^ no duchesses at all—but you ought 
to have no superior, andT consider you, my love, as my equal in every, 
respect; and—will you put some coals on the fire, my dear ; and will 
you pick this dress of mine, and alter it, you who can do it so well ? ” 
So this old philanthropist used to make her equal run of her errands, 
execute her millinery, and read her to sl eep with French novels, 
every night. .nitn--—- 

At this time, as some old readers may recollect, the genteel' world 
had been thrown into a considerable state of excitement, by two events^ 
which, as the papers say, might give employment to the gentlemen of 
the long robe. Ensign Shafton had run away with Lady Barbara 
Eitzurze, the Earl of Bruin’s daughter and heiress ; and poor Vere 
Vane, a gentleman who, up to forty, had njaintained a most respectable 
character and reared a numerous famil;f, suddenly and outrageously 
left his home, for the sake of Mrs. Eougemont, the actress, who was 
sixty-five years of age. 

“ That was the most beautiful p.art of dear Lord Nelson’s character,” 
Miss Crawley said. “ He went to the deuce for a woman. There must 
be good in a man who will do that. I adore all imprudent matches.— 
■What I like best, is for a nobleman to marry a miller’s daughter as 
Lord Elowerdale did—it makes all the women so angry—I wish some 
(great man would run away with you, my dear ; I’m sure you’re pretty 
•chough.” 

“ Two post-boys !—Oh, it would be delightful! ” Kebecca owned. 

“ And what I like next best, is, for a poor fellow to run away with a 
rich girL I have set my heart on Kawdon running away with some 
one.” 

“A rich some one, or a poor some one ?” 

“ Why, you goose ! Raw’don has not a shilling but what I give liim. 
He is crMi de dettet —he must repau* his fortunes, and succeed in the 
world.” 
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he very clever 1 ” Eebecca asked. 

Clever, my love ?—not an idea in the world beyond his homes, ana 
his regiment, and his hunting, and his play; but he must sucoeM—^he’s 
so delightfully wicked. Don’t you know he has hit a man, and shot an 
injured father through the hat‘only? He’s adored in his re^nent; 
and all the young men .at Wattier’s and the Cocoa Tree swear by him.” 

When Miss Ecbecca Sharp wrote to her beloved friend the account 
of the little ball at Queen’s Crawley, and the manner in which, for the 
first time. Captain Crawley had distinguished her, sho did not, strange 
to relate, give an altogether accurate account of the transaction. The 
Capta’in had distinguished her a great number of times before. I'he 
Captain had met her in a half-score of walks. The Captain had lighted 
upon her in a half-hundred of corridors and passages. The Captain 
had hung over her piano twenty times of an evening (my Lady was now 
up stairs, being ill, and nobody heeded her), as Miss Sharp sang. The 
Captain had written her notes (the best that the great blundering 
dragoon could devise and spell; but dulness gets on well as any 
other, quality with women). But when he put the first of the notes 
into the leaves of the song she was singing, the little governess, rising 
and looking him steadily in the face, took up the triangjilar missive 
daintily, and waved it about as if it were a cocked hat, and she, 
advancing to the enemy, popped the note into the fire, and m.ade him a 
very low curtsey, and went back to her place, and began to sing away 
again more merrily than ever. 

««:, « What’s that 1 ” said Miss Crawley, interrupted in her after-dinner 
doze "by the stoppage of the music. 

" It’s a false note,” Miss Sharp said, with a laugh; and Bawdon 
Crawley fumed with rage and mortification. 

Seeing the evident partiali^ of Miss Crawley for the new governess, 
how good it was of Mrs. Bute flrawley not to be jealous, and to welcome 
the young lady to the Eectory, and not only her, but Eawdon Crawley 
her husband’s rival in the Old Miiid’s five per cents ! They became 
very fond of each other’s societja Mrs. Crawley and her nephew. He 
gave up hunting: he declined entertainments at Fuddleston: he would 
not dine with the mess of the depot at Mudbury: his great pleasure 
was to stroll over to Crawley parsonage—whither Miss Crawley came 
too; and as their mamma was ill, why not the children with Miss 
Sharp ! So the children (little dears) came with Miss Sharp; and of 
an evening some of the p.arty would walk back together. Not Miss 
Crawley—she preferred her carriage—^but the walk over the Bectory- 
fields, and in at the little park wicket, and through the dark plantation, 
and up the checkered avenue to Queen’s Crawley, was charming in the 
moonlight to two. such lovers of the picturesque as the Captain and 
Miss Bebecca. 

“ O those stars, those stars ! ” Hfiss Eebecca would say, turning her 
twinkling green eyes up towards them. “ I feel myself almost a spirit 
when I gaze upon them.” 
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“O — 9J1 —Gad—yes, so do I exactly, Miss Sharp,” the other enthusiast 
replied. “ You don’t mind my cigar, do you. Miss Sharp 1 ” Miss 
Sharp loved the smell of a cigar out of doors beyond everything in the 
;sydrld—and she just tasted one too, in the prettiest way possible, and 
gave i little puff, and a little scream,'and a little giggle, and restored 
the delicacy to the Captain ; who twirled his moustache, and straight¬ 
way puffed it into a blaze that glowed quite red in the dark plantation, 
and swore—“ Jove—aw—Gad—aw—its the finest segaw I ever smoked 
in the world aw,” for his intellect and conversation were alike brilliant 
and beqpming to a heavy yoting dragoon. 

*Dld Sir Pitt, who was taking his pipe and beer, and talking to'John 
Ilofr'oekS about a “ship” that was to be killed, espied the pair so 
occupied from his study-window, and with dreadful oaths swore that if 
it wasn’t for Miss Crawley, he’d take Eawdon and bundle un out ot 
doors, like a rogue as he was. 

“II&-6e a bad ’n, sure enough,” Mr. Horrocks remarked; “and his 
man Pletherasis wuss, and have made such a row in the housekeeper’s 
room about the dinners and hale, as no lord would make—but I.think- 
^iss Sharp’s a n^ch for ’n. Sir Pitt,” he added, after a pause. 

And so, iw truth, she was—^for father and son too. 


CIIAPTEE XII. - 

QUITE A SESTIMKNTAt. CHAPTBU. 

We must now take leave of Arcadia,* and those amiable people 
practising the rural virtues there, and trajrel back to L ondo n, to inquire 
what has become of Miss_Amelia. 

“ We don’t care a fig for her,” writes some unknown coi'respondent 
j with a pretty little hand-writing and^a pink seal to her note. “She 
I is fade and insipid,” and adds some more kind remarks in this strain, 
which I should never have repeated at aU, but that they are in 
truth prodigiously complimentary to the young lady whom they 
concern. 

Has the beloved reader, in his experience of society, never heard 
similar remarks by good-natured female fxiends ; who always wonder 
wliat you can seo in Miss Smith that is so fascinating ; or what could 
induce Major Jones to propose for that silly insignificant simpering 
Miss Thompson, who has nothing but her wax-doll face to recommend 
her ? What is there in a pair of pink cheeks and blue eyes forsooth ? 
these dear Moralists ask, and hint wisely that the gifts of genius, the 
accomplishments of the mind, the mgstcry of Mangnall’s questions, and 
a ladylijce knowledge of botany and geology, the knack of making 
poetry, the power of rattling sonatfis in the Herz-manner, and so forth| 
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are far more valuable endowments for a female, than those furtive 
charms which a few years will inevitably tarnish. It is quite edifying 
to hear women speculate upon the worthlessness and the duration of 
ibe.auty. 

But though virtue is a much finer thing, and those hapless creatures 
who suffer under the misfortune of good looks ought to be eontinually 
put in mind of the fate which awaits them; and though, very likely, 
the heroic female character which ladies admire is a more glorious and 
beautiful object than the kind, fresh, smiling, artless, tender little 
domcgtic goddess, wdiom men are inclined to worship—yet the latter 
and inferior sort of women must have this consolation—that the men 
do admire them after all; and thal, in spite of all our kind friends’ 
warnings and protests, we go on in our desperate error and folly, .md 
shall to the end of the chapter. Indeed, for my own part, though I 
have been repeatedly told by pei-sons for whom I have the gieatest 
•respect, that Miss Brown is an insignificant chit, and Mrs. White has 
nothing but her petit minois chiffonni, and Mrs. Black has not a word 
to say for herself; yet I Icnow that I have had the most delightful 
conversations with Mrs. Black (of course, my dear Madam, they arc 
inviolable): I see all the men in a cluster round Mrs. W hite’s chair: 
all the young fellows battling to dance with Miss Brown; and so I 
am tempted to think that to be despised by her sex is a very groat 
compliment to a woman. 

_ The yoimg ladies in Amelia’s society did this for her very satisfac¬ 
torily. For instance, there w.as scareely any point upon which the 
Miss Osbornes, George’s sisters, and the Mesdemoiselles Dobbin agreed 
so well as in their estimate of her very trifling merits; and their wonder 
that their brothers could find any charms in her. “ We are kind to 
her,” the Misses Osborne saifi, a pair of fine black-browed young ladies 
who had had the best of governesses, masters, and milliners; and they 
treated her with such extreme kindness and condescension, and patro¬ 
nised her so insufferably, that the poor little thifig was in fact perfectly 
dumb in their presence, and to *11 outward appearance as stupid as 
they thought her. She made efforts to like them, as in duty bound, 
and as.sisters of her future husband. She passed “long mornings” 
with them—the most dreary and serious of forenoons. She drove out 
solemnly in their great family coach with them, and Miss Wirt their 
governess, that raw-boned Vestal. They took her to the ancient 
concerts by way of a treat, and to the oratorio, and to St. Paul’s to 
see the charity children, where in such terror was she of her friends, 
she almost did not dare be affected by the hymn the children 8!ing.j 
Their house was comf6tt..able ; their papa’s table rich and handsome; 
th^ society solemn and genteel; their self-respect prodi^ous ; fhey 
had the best pew at the Foundling; all their habits were pompous and 
orders and all their amusemeiits intolerably dull and decorous. 
After every one of her visits (and flh how glad she was when they 
Were ovef !•) Miss Osborne and Miss Maria Osborne, and Miss Wirt, 
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the vestal governess, asked eanli other with increased WMider, “ Wiiat 
couid George find in that creature 1” ’ ■ 

How is this ? some carping reader exclaims. How is it that Amelia, 
^ho had such a number of friends at school, and was so beloved there, 

' comes out into the world and is spurned by her discriminating sex ? 
My dear sir, there were no men at Miss Pinkerton’s establishment 
except the old dancing-master ; and you would not Jijave had the girls 
fall out about Aim ? When George, their handsome brother, ran ofl' 
directly after breakfast, and dined from home half-a-dozen times 
a-week ; no wonder the neglected sisters felt a little vexation. When 
young Bullock (of the firm of H ulker, Bullock & Co., Bankers, • Lom¬ 
bard-street) who had been making up to Miss Maria the last two 
seasons, actually asked Amelia to dance the cotillon, could you expect 
that the former young lady should be pleased 1 And yet she said she 
was, like an artless forgiving creature. “ I’m so delighted you like 
dear Amelia/’ she said quite eagerly to Mr. Bullock after the dance. 
“ She’s engaged to my brother George ; there’s not much m'her, but 
she’s the best-natured and most unallected young creature : at home 
we’re all so fond of her.” Dear girl! who can ciilculate the depth of 
affection expressed in tliat enthusiastic so ? 

Miss Wirt and these two affectionate young women so earnestly and 
frequently impressed upon George O-sborne’s mind the enonnity of the 
sacrifice he was making, and his romantic generosity in throwing him¬ 
self away upon Amelia, that I’m not sure - but that ho really thougfit 
he was one of the most desei-ving characters in the British army, an{^ 
gave himself up to be loved with a good deal of easy resignation. 

Somehow, although he left home every morning, as was stated, and 
dined abroad six days in the week, when his sister believed the in¬ 
fatuated youth to bo at Miss Sedley’s ap^pn-strings: he was not always 
with Amelia, whilst the world supposed Jiim at her feet. Certain it is 
that on more occasions than one, when Captain Dobbin called to look 
for his friend. Miss Osborne (who was very attentive to the Captain, 
and ajjxious to hear his military stories, and to know about the health 
of his dear Mamma), Miss Osborne would laughingly point to tlfe 
opposite side of the square, and say, “ Oh, you must go to the Sedley’s 
to ask for George ; ice never see him from morning till night.” At 
which kind of speech the Captain would laugh in rather an absurd 
constrained manner, and turn off the conversation, like a consummate 
man of the world, to some tojno of general interest, such as the Opera, 
the Prince’s last ball at Carlton House, or the weather—th.-vt blessing 
to society. 

“ What au.innoeeut it is, that pet ot yoursj” Miss Maria would then 
s!iy to Miss Jane, upon the Captain’s departure. “ Did you see how he 
'lushed at the mention of poor George on duty 1 ” 

“ It’s a pity Frederic BuUock hadn’t some of his modesty, Maria,” 
replies the elder sister, with a toss ofher head. 

Modesty! Awkwardness yo* mean, Jane. I don’t want Frederic 
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to trample a hole in my muslin frock, as Captain Dobbin did in your’a 
at Mrs. Perkins’. ” 

“ In your frock, bo, he ! How could he 1 Wa.sn’t he dancing with 
Amelia ? ” 

The fact is, when Captain Dobbin blushed so, and looked so awkwar(J, 
he remembered a circumstance of which he did not think it was neces¬ 
sary to inform the young ladies, viz. that he had been calling at Mr. 
Sedley’s house already, on the pretence of seeing George, of course, 
and George wasn’t there, only poor little Amelia,* with rather a sad 
wistful face, seated near the drawing-room window, who, after some very 
trifling stupid talk, ventured to ask, was there any truth in the report 
that the regiment was soon to be ordered abroad; and had Captain 
Dobbin seen Mr. Osborne that day ? 

The regiment was not ordered abroad as yet; and Captain Dobbin 
had not seen George. “ He was with his sister, most likely,” the 
Captain said. “ Should he go and fetch the tniant ? ” So she gave 
him her hand kindly and gratefully: and he crossed the square ; and 
she waited and waited, but George never came. 

Poor little tender heart! and so it goes on hoping and beating, and 
longing and trusting. You see it.Ls not much of a life;to describe, 
^here is not much of what you call incident in it. Only one feeling 
jail day—when will he come ? only *one thought to sleep and wake 
■upon. I believe George was playing billiards with Captain Cannon in 
Swallow Street at the time when Amelia was asking Captain Dobbin 
ai£bout him ; for George was a jolly sociable fellow, and excellent in aU 
games of skill. 

Once, after three days of absence. Miss Amelia put on her bonnet, 
and actually invaded the Osborne house. “ What! leave our brother 
to come to us 1 ” said the <^oung ladies. “ Have you had a quarrel, 
Amelia 1 Do tell us ! ” No, indeed, there had been no quarrel. “ Who 
could quarrel with him,” says she, with her eyes filled with tears. 
She only came over to—to see her dear friends ; they had not met 
for so long. And this day she was so perfectly stupid and awkward, 
that the Miss Osbornes and their governess, who stared after her as 
she went sadly away, wondered more than ever what George could see 
in poor little Amelia. 

Of cojarse they did. How was she to bare that timid little heart for 
the inspection of those young ladies with their bold black eyes ? It 
was best that it should shrink and hide itself. I know the MLss 
j Osbornes were excellent critics of a Cashmere shawl, or a pink satin 
slip; and when Miss Turner had hei-s died purple, and made into a 
spencer; and when Miss Pickford had her ermine tippet twisted into a 
muff and trimmings, I warrant you the changes did not escape the two 
intelligent young women before mentioned. But there are things, 
look you, of a finer texture than fjr or satin, and all Solomon’s glories, 
and all the wardrobe of the Queen of Sheba;—^things whereof the 
beauty escapes the eyes of many cOQUoisseurs. And there are sweet 
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modest little souls on which you light, fragrant and blooming tendtiiy' 
in quiet shady places; and there are garden-ornaments, as big as brass 
warming-pans, that are fit to stare the sun itself out of countenance. 
Iiiiss Scdley was not of the sun-flower sort; and I say it is out of the , 
rules of ail proportion to draw a violet-of the size ot a double dahlia. \/ 

No, indeed ; the life of a good young girl who is in the paternal nest 
as yet, can’t have many of those thrilling incidents to.which the heroine 
of romance commonly lays claim. Snares or shot may take off the old 
birds foraging without—^hawks may be abroad, from which they escape 
or by whom they suffer; but the young ones in the nest have a pretty 
comibrfable unromantic sort of existence in the down and the straw, 
till it comes to their turn, too, to gc^ on the wing. While Becky Sharp 
was on her own wing in the country, hopping on all sorts of twigs, and 
amid a multiplicity of traps, and pecking up her food quite harmless 
and successful, Amelia lay snug in her home of Russell Square; if she 
went into the world, it was.under the guidance of the elders ; nor did 
it seem that .-yiy evil could befal her or that opulent cheery comfortable 
home in which she was affectionately sheltered. Mamma had her 
morning duties, and her daily drive, and that delightful round of visits 
and shoppiqg which forms the amusement, or the profession as you 
may call it, of the rich London lady. Papa conducted his mysterious 
operations in the city—a stirring place in those days, when war was 
raging all over Europe, and empires were being staked; when the 
Courier” newspaper had tens of thousands of subscribers; when one 
day brought you a battle of Vittoria, another a burning of Moscow, ot- 
a newsman’s horn blowing down Russell Square fibout dinner>time, 
announced such a fact as—“Battle of .Leipsic—si.x hundred thousand 
men engaged—total defeat of ilMteSraneh—two hundred thousand 
killed.” Old Sedley once or twice came ^onie witn a very grave face ; 
and no wonder when such news as this was agitating all the hearts 
imd all the Stocks of Europe. 

Meanwhile matters went on in Russell Square, Bloomsbury, just as 
if matters in Europe were not in the least disorganised. The retreat 
from Leipsic made no difference in tfie number of meals Mr. Sambo 
took in the servants’ hall; the allies poured into France, and the 
dinnor-beU rang at five o’clock just .as usual. I don’t think poor 
Amelia c<ai'ed anything about Brienne and Montmlrail, or was fairly 
interested in the w'ar until the abdication of the Emperor; when she, 
clapped her h.ands and said prayers,—oh, how grateful! and flung! 
herself into George Osborne’s arms with all her soul, to the astonish-i 
ment of eveiy body who witnessed that ebullition of sentiment. The! 
fact is, peace was declared, Europe was going to be at rest; the| 
Corsican was overthrown, and Lieutenant Osborne’s regiment would! 
not be ordered on service. That was the way in which Miss AmeliaJ 
reasoned. The fate of Europe was Lieuteiiant .?5qorg@ Osborne to herl 
His dangers bSng overi^she sang Te*Deum. He was her Eiuope: her 
emperor : her allied monarclis antV august prince regent. He was her 
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giifl and moon; and I believe she thought the grand illumination and 
ball at the Mansion House, given to the sovereigns, were especially in 
honour of George Osborne. 

We have talked of shift, self, tind poverty, as those dismal instructors 
under whom poor Miss Becky Sharp got her education. Now, love w.ns 
Miss Amelia Sedley’s last tutoress, and it was amazing what progress 
our young lady made under that popular teacher. In the course of 
fifteen or eighteen months’ daily and constant attention to this eminent 
finishing governess, wh.at a deal of secrets Amelia learned, which hliss 
Wirt'and the black-eyed young ladies over the wiiy, which old Miss 
Pinkerton of Chiswick herself had no cognisance of! As, indeed, how 
should any of those prim and reputable virgins 1 With Misses P. and 
W. the tender p.assion is out of the question: I would not dare to 
breathe such .an idea regarding them. Miss Maria Osborne, it is tnic, 
was “attached” to Mr. Frederic Augustus Bullock, of the firm of 
Hulker, Bullock & Bullock ; but hors was a most respectable attacb- 
•raent, and she would have taken Bullock Senior, just tlie same, her 
mind being fixed as th.at of a well-bred young woman should bo,—upon 
a bouse in Park Lane, a country house at Wimbledon,, a handsonio 
chariot, and Wo prodigious tall horses and footmen, and a fourth ot 
the annual profits of the eminent firm of Hulker & Bullock, all of 
which advantages were represented in the person of Frederic Augustus. 
Had orange blossoms been invented then (those touching emblems of 
■atfcmale purity imported by us from France, where people’s daughters 
are wniversally sold in marriage). Miss Maria, I say, would have 
assumed the spotless wreath, and stepped into the travelling carriage 
by the side of gouty, old, bald-headed, bottle-nosed Blalock Senior; 
and devoted her beautiful v,existence to his happiness with perfect 
modesty,—only the old geptleman was m.orried ah-oaily; so site 
bestowetl her 3 'oung .affections on the junior p.artner. Sweet, blooming, 
orange flowers! The other day I saw Miss Trotter (that w.a.s), 
arrayed in them, trip into thg travelling carnage at St. George’.-: 
Hanover Square, and Lord Methuselah hobbled in after. AVith wh.at 
.an engaging modesty slie pulled down the blinds of the chariot—tl.e 
de<ir innocent! There were half the carriages of Vanity Fair at the 
wedding. 

This was not the sort of love that finished Amelia’s education; and 
in the course of a year turned a good young girl into a good young 
woman—to be a good wife presently, when the happy time should 
come. This young person (perhaps it was very imprudent in her 
parents to encourage her, and abet her in such idolatry and silly ro¬ 
mantic ideas), loved, with all her heart, the young officer in his M.ajcsty’s 
service with whom we have made a brief acquaintance. She thought 
about him the very first moment pn waking; and his was the very last 
name mentioned in her prayers. She never had seen a in.an so beautiful 
or so clever; such a figure on horsilback: such a daucer: such a hero 



A NOVEL WITHOUT A HEllO. 


n 

ryt 

in general Talk of the Prince’s bo-w! what was it to George’s ? She 
had seen Mr. Brummel, whom everybody praised so. Compare such a 
person as that to her George ! Not amongst all the beaux at the 
Opera (and there wei-e beaux in those days with actual opera hats) was 
there any one to equal him. He was only good enough to be a fairy 
prince; and oh, what magnanimity to stoop to such a humble Cinderella! 
Miss Pinkerton would have tried to check this, blind devotion very 
likely, had she been Amelia’s confidante ; but not with much success,, 
depend upon it. It is in the nature and instinct of some women. Some 
are made to scheme, and some to love; and I wish any respected 
bachelor that reads this may take the sort that best likes him. 

While under this overpowering impression. Miss Amelia neglected 
her twelve dear friends at Chiswick most cruelly, as such selfish people 
commonly will do. She had but this subject, of courae, to think about; 
and Miss Saltire wjis too cold for a confidante, and she couldn’t bjring 
her mind to tell Miss Swartz, the woolly-haired young heiress from 
St. Kitt’s. She had little Laura Martin home for the holidays ; and 
my belief is, she made a confidante of her, and promised that Jjaura- 
should come and live with her when she was married, and gave Laura 
a great dcal^of information regarding the passion of love, which must 
have been singularly useful and novel to that little person. Alas, alas! 

I fear poor Emmy had not a well-regulated mind. 

What were her parents doing, not to keep this little heart from 
be.ating so fast 1 Old Sedley did not seem much to notice matters. 
He was graver ol late, and his City aifairs absorbed him. Mrs. Sedle/* 
was of so easy and uninquisitive a nature, that she wasn’t even jeftlous. 
Mr. Jos. was away, being besieged by an Irish widow at Cheltenham. 
Amelia had the house to herself—-ah ! too much to lierself sometimes— 
not that she ever doubted ; for, to be Are, George must be at the 
IIorso-Guards; and he can’t always gijt leave from Chatham; and . 
ho must see his friends and sisters, and mingle in society when in town 
(he, such an ornament to every society !) ; and when he is with the 
regiment, he is too tired to widte long.letters. I know where she kept 
that packet she had—and can steal in and out of her chamber like 
lachimo—^like lachimo ! No—that is a bad part. I will only act 
Moonshine, and peep harmless into the bed where faith and beauty and * 
innocence lie dreaming. 

But if Osborne’s were short and soldier-like letters, it must be con¬ 
fessed, that were Miss Sedley’s letters to Mr. Osborne to be published, 
we should have to extend this novel to such a multiplicity of volumes 
as not the most sentimental reader could support; that she not only 
fdled sheets of large paper, but crossed them with the most astonishing 
perverseness ; that she wrote whole pages out of poetry-books without 
the least pity ; that she underlined words and passages with quite ii 
frantic emphasis ; and, in, fine, gav^the usual tokens of Jier condition. 
She wasn’t a hei-oine. Her lettera icere full of repetition. She wrote 
rather doubtful gr-ammar sometinAs, and in her verses took all sorts of 
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liberties with the metre. But oh, mesdames, if you are not sillowed to 
, touch the heart sometimes in spite of syntax, and are not to be loved 
■until'you all know the difference'between trimeter and tetrameter, 
may all Poetry go to the deuce, and every schoolmaster perish 
miserably 1 


CHAPTEE XIII. 

SENTIMENTAL AND OTHERWISE. 

I FE.VR the gentleman to whom Miss Amelia’s letters were addressed 
was rather an obdurate critic. Such a number of notes followed 
'Lieutenant Osborne about the countr^that he became almost ashamed 
of the jokes of his mess-room cohipanions regarding them, and ordered 
his servant never to deliver them, except at his private apartment. Ho 
•was Men lighting his cigar •with one, to the horror of Captain Dobbin, 
who, it is my belief, would have given a bank-note for the document. 

For some time George strove to keep the liaison a secret. There 
teas a woman in the case, that he admitted. “ And not the first either,” 
said Ensign Spooney to Ensign Stubbles. “ That Osborne’s a devil of 
a fellow. There was a Judge’s daughter at Demerara went almost mad 
about him ; then there was that beautiful quadroon girl. Miss Pye, at 
^t. Vincent’s, you know; and since he’s been home, they say lie’s a 
regulw Don Giovanni, by Jove.” 

/ Stubbles and Spooney thought that to be a “ regular Don Giovanni 
by Jove ” was one of the finest qualities a man could possess ; and 
Osborne’s reputation was pljidigioua amongst the young men of the 
regiment. He was famous iq. field sports, famous at a song, famous on 
parade ; free with his money, which was bountifully supplied by his 
father. His coats -were better made than any man’s in the regiment, 
and he had more of them. Hg was adored by the men. He could 
drink more than any officer of the whole mess, including old Heavytop, 
the colonel. He could spar better than Binuckles, the private (who 
would have been a corporal but for his drunkenness, and who had been 
in the prize-ring); and was the best batter and bowler, out and out, of 
the regimental club. He rode his own horse, Greased Lightning, and 
won the Garrison cup at Quebec races. There were other people 
besides Amelia who worshipped him. Stubbles and Spooney thought 
him a soi't of Apollo; Dobbin took him to be an Admirable Crichton; 
and Mr^hlajor O’Dowd acknowledged he was an elegant young 
fellow, and put her in mind of Eitzjurld Fogarty, Lord Castlefogarty’s 
second son. 

■Well, Stubbles and Spooney and the rest indulged in most romantic 
conjectures regarding this female correspondent of Osborne’s,—opining 
that it was a Duchess in London, ^ho was in love with him,—or that 
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it was a General’s daughter, who was engaged to somebody else, and 
madly attached to him,—or that it was a Member of Parliament’s lady, 
who proposed four horses and an elopement,—or that it was some other 
victim of a passion delightfully exciting, romantic, and disgraceful to 
all parties, on none of which conjectures would Osborne throw the 
least light, leaving his young admirers and friends to invent and 
arrange their whole history. , 

And the real state of the case would never have been knojyn at all 
in the regiment but for Captain Dobhin’sjndiscretion. The Captain 
was eating his breakfast one day in the mess-room, while Cackle, the 
assistant-surgeon, and the two above-named worthies wore speculiting 
upon Osborne’s intrigue—Stubbles holding out that the lady was a 
Duchess about Queen Charlotte’s court, and Cackle vowing she was an 
opera-singer of the worst reputation. At this idea Dobbin became so 
moved, that though his mouth was full of egg and bread-and-butter at 
the time, and though he ought not to have spoken at all, yet he couldn’t 
help blurting ,out, “ Cackle, you’re a stupid fool. You’re always 
talking nonsense and scandal. Osborne is not going to run off with a 
•Duchess or ruin a milliner. Miss Sedley is one of the most charming 
young womei^that ever lived. He’s been engage,d to her ever so long; 
and the man who calls her names had better not do so in my hearing.” 
With which, turning exceedingly red, Dobbin ceased speaking, and 
almost choked himself with a cup of tea. The story was over the 
regiment in half-an-hour ; and that very evening Mrs. Major O’Dowd 
wrote off to her sister Glorvina at O'Dowdstown not to hurry from 
Dublin,—^young Osborne being prematurely engaged already. 

She complimented the Lieutenant in an appropriate speech over a 
glass of whiskey-toddy that evening, and he went home perfectly 
furious to quarreh with Dobbin, (who ,had declined Mrs. Major 
O’Dowd’s party, and sat in his own roqm playing tho flute, and, I 
Delieve, writing poetry in a very melancholy manner)—^to quarrel with 
Dobbin for betraying his secret. 

“Who the deuce asked you to tal^ about my affairs,” Osborne 
shouted indignantly. “ Why the devil is all the regiment to know that 
I am going to be married 1 Why is that tattling old harridan, Peggy 
O’Dowd, to make free with my name at her d—d supper-table,- and 
idvertise my engagement over the three kingdoms? After all, what 
right have you to say I am engaged, or to meddle in my business at all, 
Dobbin ? ” 

“ It seems to me,”—Captain Dobbin began. 

“Seems be hanged, Dobbin,” his junior interrupted him. “Iam 
inder obligations to you, I know it, a d—d deal too well too; but I 
von’t be always sermonised by you because you’re five years my 
lenior. I’m hanged if I’ll stand your airs of superiority and mfema? 
rity and patronage. Pity and patronage ! I should like to know in 
vhat I’m your inferior ? ” 

“ Are you engaged ? ” Captain Doj^bin interposed. 



“What the devil’s that to you or any one here if I am ? ” 

“Are you ashamed of it ? ” Dobbin resumed. 

“ What right have you to ask me that question, sir ? I should like to 
know,” George said. 

“ Good God, you don’t mean to say you want to break off 'I ” asked 
Dobbin, starting up. 

“ In other words, you ask me if I’m a man of honour,” said Osborne, 
ffercely; “is that what you mean 1 You’ve adopted such a tone regard- 
'-^ig me lately that I’m-if I’ll bear it any more.” 

“ What have I done 1 I’ve told you you were neglecting a sweet 
girl,-George. I’ve told you that when you go to town you ouglit to go 
to her, and not to the gambling-hpuses about St. James’s.” 

' “ You want your money back, I suppose," said George, with a 

sneer. 

j “Of course I do—I always did, didn’t I?” says Dobbin. “You 
speak like a generous fellow.” 

“Ifo, hang it, William, I beg your pardon ”—^here Gejrge interposed 
. in a fit of remorse; “ you have been my friend in a hundred ways. 
Heaven knows. You’ve got me out of a score of scrapes. When 
Crawley of the Guards won that sum of money of me J should have 
been done but for you; I know I should. But you shouldn’t deal so 
hardly with me ; you shouldn’t be always catechising me. I am very 
fond of Amelia; I adore her, and that sort of thing. Don’t look 

I angry. She’s faultless; I know she is. But you see there’s no fun in 
winning a thing unless you play for it. Hang it: the regiment’s just 
back from the West Indies, I must have a little fling, and then when 
I’m married I’ll reform ; I will upon my honour, now. And—I say— 
Dob—don’t be angry with me, and I’ll give you a hundred next month, 
when I know my lather will stand something handsome ; and I’ll ask 
Heavytop for leave, and I’lt go to town, and see Amelia to-morrow— 
there now, will that satisfy you 1” 

' “ It’s impossible to be long angry with you, George,” said the good- 

natured Captain; “ and as for the money, old boy, you know if I wanted 
it you’d share your last shilling* with me.” 

“ That I would, by Jove, Dobbin,” George said, with the greatest 
generosity, though by the way he never had any money to spare. 

“ Only I wish you had sown those wUd oats of yours, George. If 
i you could have seen poor little Miss Emmy’s face wheir she asked me 
I about you the other day, you would have pitched those billiard- 
‘ balls to the deuce. Go and comfort her, you rascal. Go and write 
her a long letter. Do something to make her happy; a very little 
wiU.” 

“ I believe she's d—d fond of me,” the Lieutenant said, with a self- 
satisfied air; and went off to finish the evening with some jolly fellows 
in the mess-room. 

Amelia meanwhile, in Eussefl Square, was looking at the moon, 
which was shining upon that peac(jful spot, as well as unon the square 
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of the Chatham barraeke, where Lieutenant Osborne was quartered, 
^jWid thinking to herself how her hero was employeU. Perlmps he is 
visiting the sentries, thought she; perhaps he is bivouacking ; perhaps 
he is attending the couch of a wounded comrade, or studying the art 
of war up in his own desolate chamber. • And her kind thoughts sped 
away as if they were angels and had wings, and flying down the river 
to Chatham and Bochester, strove to peep into thq, barracks where 
Geoige was. ... All things considered, I think it was as well the 
gates were shut, and the sentry allowed no one to pass; so that the 
poor little white-robed angel could not hear the songs those young 
fellows were roaring over the whiskey-punch. 

Tlie day after the little conveiyation at Cliatham barracks, young 
Osborne, to show that he would be as good as his word, prepared to go 
to town, thereby incurring Captain Dobbin’s applause. “ I should have 
liked to make her a little present,” Osborne said to his friend in con¬ 
fidence, “only I am quite out of c.aah until my father tip s up. ” But 
• Dobbin would pot allow this good nature and graerosity to be balked, 
and'so accommodated Mr. Osborne with a few pound notes, which the • 
latter took after a little faint scruple. 

^ , ■ And I daresay he would have bought something very handsome for 
Amelia ; only, getting off the coach in Fleet Street, he was attracted by 
a handsome shirt-pip in a jeweller’s window, which he could not resist; 
and having paid for that, had very little money to spare for indulging 
in any further exercise of kindness. Never mind: you may be sure it, 
was not his presents Amelia wanted. When he came to Russell Square, k 
her face lighted up as if he had been sunshine. The little cares, fears,! 
tears, timid misgivings, sleepless fancies of I don’t know how many 1 
days and nights, were forgotten, under one moment’s influence of thatj 
familiar, irresistible smile. He beamed on^er from the drawing-room] 
door—magnificent with ambrosial whiskei;^, like a god. Sambo, whose' 
face as he announced Captain Osbiu (having conferred a brevet rank on 
that young officer) blazed with a sympathetic grin, saw the little girl 
start, and flush, and jump up from her yratehing-place in the window ; 

, and Sambo retreated: and as soon as the door was shut, she went 
fluttering to Lieutenant George Osborne's heart as if it was the only 
natural homo for her to nestle in. Oh, thou poor panting little soul! 
’I'lic very finest tree in the whole forest, with the straightest stem, and 
the strongest ai’ms, and the thickest foliage, wherein yon choose to 
build and coo, may be marked, for what you know, and m.ay be down with 
a crash ere long. What an old, old simile that is, between man and timber! 

In the meanwhile, George kissed her very kindly on her forehead 
and glistening eyes, and was very gracious and good; and she thought 
his diamond shirt-pin (which she had not known him to we.or before) 
Ihe prettiest ornament ever seen. 

The observant reader, who has mariced our young Lieutenant’s pre¬ 
vious behaviour, and has preserved ^r report of the brief conversation 
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which he has just liad with Captain Dobbin, has possibly come to certain 
conclusions regarding the character of Mr. Osborne. Some cynical 
Frenchman has said that there are two parties to a love-transaction: 
the one who loves and the other who condescends to be so treated. 
Perhaps the love is occasionally on the man’s side: perhaps on the 
lady’s. Perhaps some infatuated swain has ere this mistaken insen¬ 
sibility for modesty, dullness for maiden-reserve, mere vacuity for 
. sweet bashfulness, and a goose, in a word, for. a swan. Perhaps some 
beloved female subscriler has arrayed an ass in the splendour and 
glory of her imagination ; admired his dullness as manly simplicity ; 
worsTjipped his selfishness as manly superiority; treated his Stupidity 
as majestic gravity, and used him as the brilliant fairy Titania did a 
certain weaver at Athens. I think I have seen such comedies of errors 
! going on in the world. But this is certain, that Amelia b flieve d her 
i lover to be one of the most gallant and brilliant men in the empire: and 
['it is possible Lieutenant Osborne thought so too. 

He was a little wild: how many young men are ; and, don’t girls like 
a rake better than a milksop ? He hadn’t sown his wild oats as yet, but 
he would soon: and quit the army now that peace was proclaimed; the 
Corsican monster locked up at Elba ; promotion by consequence over ; 
jand no chance left for the display of his undoubted military talents 
and valour: and his allowance, with Amelia’s settlement, would enable 
them to take a snug place in the country somewhere, in a good sporting 
neighbourhood ; and he would hunt a little, and farm a little ; and they 
/^ould be very happy. As for remaining in the army as a married man, 
that* was impossible. Fancy Mrs. George Osborne in lodgings in a 
county town ; or, worse still, in the East or West Indies, with a society 
of ofiScers, and patronised by Mrs. Major O’Dowd ! Amelia died with 
laughing at Osborne’s stoSjes about Mrs. Major O’Dowd. He loved 
her much too fondly to subject her to that horrid woman and her 
vulgarities, and the rough treatment of a soldier’s 'wife. He didn’t 
care for himself—^not he; but his dear little girl should take the place in 
society to which, as his wife, she was entitled : and to these proposals 
you may be sure she acceded, as she would to any other from the 
^me author. 

Holding this kind of conversation, and building numberless castles in 
the air (which Amelia adorned with all sorts of flower-gardens, rustic 
walks, country churches, Sunday schools, and the like ; while Georgo 
had his mind’s eye directed to the stables, the kennel, and the cellar), 
this young pair passed away a couple of hours very pleasantly ; and 
as the Lieutenant had only that single day in town, and a great deal of 
most important business to transact, it was proposed that Miss Emmy 
should dine with her future sisters-in-law. This invitation was accepted 
joyfully. He conducted her to his sisters; where he left her talking 
and prattling in a way that astonished those ladies, who thought that 
George might make something of her; and he then went off to transact 
his business. 
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In a word, lie went out and ate icc3 at a pastry-cook’s sh op in Charing 
Cross; tried a now coat in Pall Mall; dropped in at Ihe Old Slanghters*, 
and called for Captain Cannon ; played eleven games at billiards with 
the Captain, of which he won eight, and returned to Russell Square 
half-an-hour late for dinner, but in very good humour. 


It was not so with old Mr. Osborne. When tha^ gentleman came 
from the city, and was welcomed in the drawing-room by his daughters 
and the elegant Miss Wirt, they saw at once by his face—which was 
puffy, solemn, and yellow at the best of times—and by the scowl and 
twitching of his black eye-brows, that the heart within his large "white 
waistcoat was disturbed and un^isy. When Amelia stopped forward 
to salute him, which she always did with great trembling and timidity, 
he gave a surly grunt of recognition, and dropped the little hand out of 
his great hirsute paw without any attempt to hold it there. He looked 
round gloomily .at his eldest daughter; who, comprehending the 
meaning of his look, which asked unmistakeably, “ Why the devil is 
she here ? ” said .at once :—• 

“ George is in town. Papa ; and has gone to the Horse Guards, and 
will be back/o dinner.” 

“ O he i.s, is he ? I won’t have the dinner kep waiting for him, 
.Tane ; ” with which this worthy man lapsed into his particular chair, 
and then thb utter silence in his genteel, wcll-fumished drawing-room, 
w.as only interrupted by the alarmed ticking of the great French clock. 

When th.a^ chronometer, which was surmounted % a cheerful brass ^ 
group of the sacrifice of Iphigenia, tolled five in a heavy cathedral-tone, 
Mr. Osborne pulled the bell at his right hand violently, and rhe butler 
rushed up. 

“ Dinner ! ” roared Mr. Osborne. 

“ Mr. George isn’t come in, sir,” interposed the man. 

“ Damn Mr. George, sir. Am I master of the house 1 Dinner ! ” 
Mr. Osborne scowled. Amelia trembled. A telegraphic communication 
of eyes passed between the other th^ee ladies. The obedient bell in 
the lower regions began ringing the announcement of the meal. The 
tolling over, the head of the family thrust his hands into the great tail- 
pockets of his great blue coat and brass buttons, and without waiting 
for a further announcement, strode down stairs .alone, scowling over his 
■shoulder .at the four females. 

“ What’s the matter now, my dear ? ” asked one of the other, as they 
rose and tripped gingerly behind the sire. 

“ I suppose the funds are falling,” whispered Miss Wirt; and so, 
trembling and in silence, this hushed female company followed then- 
dark leader. They took their places in silence. He growled out a • 
blessing, which sounded as gruffly as a curse. The great silver dish- 
covers were removed. Amelia tren\J)led in her place, for she was next 
to the awful Osborne, and alone on her side of the table—the gap being 
occasioned by the absence of Georfe. 




“Sonp ? ” says Mr. Osborne, clutching the ladle, fixing his eyes on 
her, in a sepulchral tone; and having helped her and the rest, did not 
speak for a while. 

“ Take Miss Sedley’s plate away,” at last he said. “ She can’t eat the 
sonpT-no more c.su I. It’s beastly. Take away the soup, Hicks, and 
tcKilorrow turn the cook out of the house, Jane.” 

' Having conclin^ed his observations upon the soup, Mr. Osborne made 
a few curt remarks re.specting the fish, also of a savage and satirical 
■ lendencj-, and curse^ Billingsgate with an emphasis quite worthy of the 
place. Then he lapsed into silence, and swallowed sundry glasses ot 
wine,'looking more and more terrible, till a brisk knock at the door 
told of George’s arrival, when everybody beg.m to rally. 

“ He could not come before. General Daguilet h.ad kept him waiting 
at the Horse Guards. Never mind soup or fish. Give him anything 
—^he didn’t care what. Capital mutton—capital everything.” His 
good-humour contrasted with his father’s severity ; and he rattled on 
imceasiiigly during dinner, to the delight of all—of one esiiecially, who 
need not be mentioned. 

As soon as the young ladies had discussed the orange and the glass 
of wine which formed the ordinary conclusion of the dismal banquets 
at Mr. Osborne’s house, the sigiiiil to make sail for the drawing-room 
w.as given, and they all arose and departed. Amelia hoped George 
would soon join them there. She began pLaying some of his favourite 
waltzes (then newly imported) at the grc.at carved-legged, leather-eased 
grand piano in the dr.awing-room overhead. Tliis little ai'tifico did not 
bring, him. He was deaf to the waltzes; they grew fainter and 
fainter; the dlscomfitccl performer left the huge instrument presently; 
and though her three friends performed some of the loudest and mo.st 
brilliant new pieces of their<»y!pcrioiVc, she did not hear a single note, 
but sate thiuking, and boding evil. Old Osborne’s seowl, terrific always, 
had never, before looked so deadly to her. His eyes followed her out of 
the room, as if she had been guilty of something. When they brought 
her coffee, she started as though it were a cup of poison which Ifr. 
Hicks, the butler, wished to propose to her. What mystery was there 
lurking ? Oh, those women! They nurec and cuddle their presenti¬ 
ments, and make darlings of their ugliest thouglits, a.s they do of their 
deformed children. 

The gloom on the patem.al countenance had also impressed George 
Osborne with anxiety. With such eyebrows, and a look so decidedly 
biliou.s, how w.as he to extract that money from the governor, of whicli 
George was consumodly in want ? He beg.an praising his fatlier’s wine. 
iThat was genci'ally a successful moans of cajoling the old gentleman. 
^“Wc never got such Madeira in the West Indies, sir, as yours. 
Colonel Heavytop took off three bottles of that you sent me down, niidor 
his belt the other day.” 

“Did lie 1 ” said the old gentleman. “ It stands me in eight shiUhiga 
a bottle.” f 
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“ Will yon take six guineas a dozen for it, sir ? ” said George, with a 
laugh. “There’s one of the greatest men in tho kingdom wants some.” 

“ Does he ? growled the senior. “ Wish he may get it.” 

“When General Daguilet was at Cliatham, sir, Heavytopgave him a 
hreakfiust, and asked me for some of the wine. The General liked it 
just as well—^wanted a pipe for the Commauder-in-Chief. He’s his 
Koy.al Highness’s right-hand m.an.” 

“ It is devilish fine wine,” said the Eyebrows, and ^hey looked more 
good-humoured ; and George w.as going to take advantage of this com- 
■phacency, and bring the supply question on the mahogany ; when the 
father, relapsing into solemnitv, thougli rather cordial i*, manner; bade 
him ring the bell for choret. “AncJ we’ll see if tliat’s as good as the 
Madeir.a, George, to which his Kbyal Highness is w'elcome, I’m sure. 
And as we are drinkingit. I’ll talk to you about a matter of importance.” 

Amelia heard the claret bell ringing as she s,at nervously up-stairs. 
She thought, somehow, it w.as a mysterious and prosentimental bell. 
Of the presentiments which some people .are always having, some 
surely must come right. 

“ What I want to know, George,” the old gentleman said, after hlowly 
smacking hi^first bumper. “ What I want to know is, how you and— 
ah—that little thing up-stairs, are carrying on 1 ” 

“ I think, sir, it’s not hard to see,” George said, with a self-satisfied 
grin. “Pretty clear, sir.—^What capital wine ! ” 

“ What d’you mean, pretty clear, sir 1 ” 

“ Why, hang it, sir, don’t push me too hard. I’m a modest man. I 
—ah—I don’t set up to be a lady-killer; but I do own that site’s as 
devilish fond of me as she can be. -Any body can see that with half 
an eye.” 

“And you, yourself? ” 

“ Wliy, sir, didn’t you order me to m.arry her, and ain’t I a good boy ? 
JJavn’t our Papas settled it ever so long^” 

“A pretty boy, indeed. Havn’t I heai-d of your doings, sir, with 
Tjord Tarquin, Captain Crawley of the Guards, the Honorable Mr. 
Deuceaco and th.at set. Have a care, sir, have a care.” 

The old gentleman pronounced these aristocr.atic names with the 
greatest gusto. Whenever he met a great man be grovelled before him, 
and my-lorded him as only a froe-bom Briton can do. He Ciune homo 
anil looked out his history in tho peerage: he introduced his name into 
lii.-i daily conversation ; he bragged about his Lordship to his daughters. 
He fell down prostrate and basked in him as a Neapolitan beggar docs 
in tho sun. George was alarmed when he heard the names. He fc.ared 
big father might h.ave been informed of certain tr.an.sactions .at play... 
But the old moralist eased him by saying sei'enely :— < 

“ Well, well, young men will be young men. And tho eomfort to md* 
is, George^ that living in the best soejety in England, .as I hope you do; 
a-'. I think yon do; as my means will allow you to do ”— 

“ Thank you, sir,” says George,flaking his point at once, “One caa’k 
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live -with these great folks for nothing; and vaj purse, sir, look at it v* 
and he held up a little token which had been netted by Amelia, and 
contained the very last of Dobbin’s pound notes. 

'* You shan’t want, sir. The British merchant’s son shan’t want, sir. 
My guineas are as good as theirs George, my boy ; and I don’t giaidge 
’em. Call on Mr. Chopper as you go through the City to-morrow ; he’ll 
/have something for you. I don’t grudge money when I know you’re in 
good society, because I know that good society can never go wrong, 
'rhere’s no pride in me. 1 was a humbly born man—but you have 

( had advantages. Make a good use of ’em. Mix with the young 
nobility. There’s many of ’em who can’t spend a dollar to your 
guinea, my boy. And as for the ^iuk bonnets (here from under the 
heavy eyebrows there came a knowing and not very pleasing leer)— 
why boys will be boys. Only there’s one thing I order you to avoid, 
which, if you do not, I’ll cut you off with a shilling, by Jove ; and 
that’s gambling, sir.” 

“ Oh, of course, sir,” said George. 

,/-,“But to'return to the other business .about Amelia: why shouldn’t 
^’'you miury higher than a stockbroker’s daughter, George—^that’s what 
I want to know 1 ” 

“It’s a family business, sir,” says George, cracking filberts. “You 
and Mr. Sedley made the match a hundred years ago.” 

“ I don’t deny it; but people’s positions alter, sir. I don’t deny that 
Sedley made my fortune, or r.ather put me in the way of acquiring, by 
my own talents and genius, that proud position, which, I may say, I 
occupy in the tallow trade and the City of London. I’ve shown my 
gratitude to Sedley; and he’s tried it of late, sir, as my check-book can 
tshow. George! I tell you in confidence I don’t like the looks of 
Mr. Sedley’s affairs. My chief clerk, Mr. Chopper, does not like the 
looks of ’em, and he’s an old file, and knows ’Change as well as any 
man in London. Hulker & Bullock are looking shy at him. He’s 
been dabbling on his own account I fear. They say the Jeunc Amdlio 
was his, which was taken by the Yankee Privateer Molasses. And 
that’s flat,—unless I see Amelia’s ten thous.and down you don’t marry 
her. I’ll have no lame duck’s daughter in my family. Pass the wine, 
sir—or ring for coffee.” 

■With which Mr. Osborne spread out the evening-paper, and George 
knew from this signal that the colloquy was ended, and that his Papa 
was about to take a nap. 

He hurried up stairs to Amelia in the highest spirits. What was it 
that made liim more attentive to her on that night than he had been 
for a long time—more eager to amuse her, more tender, more brilliant 
in talk I Was it that his generous heart warmed to her at the prospect 
of misfortune; or that the idea of losing the dear little prize made him 
value it more ? 

She lived upon the recollections of that happy evening for many days 
afterwards, remembering his word'i; his looks; the song he sang; 
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his attitude, as he leant over her or looked at her from a distance. 
As it seemed to her, no night ever passed so quickly at Mr. Osborne’s 
house before; and for once this young person was almost pro¬ 
voked to be angry by the premature arrival of Mr. Sambo with her 
shawl. 

George came and took a tender leave of her the next morning; and 
then hurried off to the City, where he visited Mr. Ch(q)per, his father’s 
head man, and received from that gentleman a document which he, 
exchanged at Hulker’s & Bullock’s for a whole pocket-full of money. 
As George entered the house, old John Sedley was passing out of the 
banker’s parlour, looking very dismal. But his godson was much too 
elated to mark the worthy stoekbrpker’s depression, or the dreary eyes 
which the kind old gentleman cast upon him. Young Bullock did not 
come grinning out of the parlour with him as had been his wont in 
former years. 

And as the swinging doors of Hulker, Bullock & Co. closed upon 
Mr. Sedley, Mit Quill, the cashier (whose benevolent occupation it is to 
hand out crisp bank-notes from a drawer and dispense sovereigns out 
of a copper shovel), winked at Mr. Driver, the clerk at the desk on his 
right. Mr. DJiver winked again. 

No go,” Mr. D. whispered. 

“Not at no price,” Mr. Q. said. “ Mr. George Osborne, sir, how will 
3 'ou take it ? ” George crammed eagerly a quantity of notes into his 
l>ockets, and paid Dobbin fifty pounds that very evening at mess. 

That very evening Amelia wrote him the tenderest of long letters. 
Her heart was overflowing with tenderness, but it still foreboded'evil. 
AVhat was the cause of Mr. Osborne’s dark looks ? she asked. Had any 
difTei-cnce arisen between him and herpajm 1 Her poor papa returned 
so melancholy from the City, that all were«Slarmed about him at home 
—in fine, there were four pages of loves and fears and hopes and 
forebodings. 

“ Poor little Emmy—dear little Eramj’. How fond she is of mo, 
(ieorge said, as he perused the missive*—“ and Gad, what a headache 
that mixed punch luis given me ! ” Poor little Emmy, indeed. 


CHAPTEE XIV. 

MISS CRAWLBT AT HOME. 

AiiouT this time there drove up to .an exceedingly snug anvl well- 
appointed house in Park LaneJ a triivelling chariot with a lozenge on 
the panels, a discontented female in a green veil and crimped curls on 
the rumble, and a large and confidential man on the box. It was the 
equipage of our friend Miss Crawley, returning from Hants. The 
carriage-windows were shut; the spaniel, whose head and tongue 
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orrllnarily lolled out of one of tLem, reposed on the lap of the discon¬ 
tented female. When the vehicle stopped, a large round bundle of 
shawls was taken out of the carriage by the aid of various doinesties 
and a young lady who accompanied the heap of cloaks. That bundle 
contained Miss Crawley, who was conveyed up-staits forthwith, and 
put into a bed and chamber wanned properly as for the reception of an 
invalid. Messengera went off for her physician and medical man. 
They came, consulted, prescribed, vanished The young companion of 
Mias Crawley, at the conclusion of their interview, came in to receive 
their .instructions, and administered those antiphlogistic medicines 
which the eminent men ordered. 

Captain Crawley of the Life Ghards rode up from Knightsbridgo 
Barracks the next day; .his black charger pawed the straw before his 
invalid aunt’s door. He was most affectionate in his inquiries regarding 
that amiable reLativo. There seemed to be much source of appre¬ 
hension. He found Miss Crawley’s m.aid (the discontented female) 
unusually sulky and despondent; he found Miss Briggs, her dame de 
compagnie, in tears alone in the dr.awing-room. She had hastened home, 
hearing of her beloved friend’s illness. She wished to fly to her couch, 
that couch which she, Briggs, had so often smoothed in the hour of 
sickness. She was denied admission to Miss Crawley’s apartment. A 
stranger was administering her medicines—a stranger from the country 
—an odious Miss . . . —^tears choked the utterance of the dame de 
compagnie, and she buried her crushed aflections and her poor old red 
"nose in her pocket-h.andkerchief. 

Bawdon Crawley sent up his name by the sulky femme de chambre, 
and Miss Crawley’s new companion, coming trijiping down from the 
sick-room, put a little hand ^nto his as he stepped forward eagerly to 
meet her, gave a glance of gfeat scorn at the bewildered Briggs, and, 
beckoning the young Guardiftuan out of the hack drawing-room, led 
him down stairs into that now desolate dining-parlour, where so many 
a .good dinner had been celebrated. 

Here these two talked for tftn minutes, discussing, no doubt, the 
symptoms of the old invalid above staira; at the cud of which period 
the parlour-bell was rung briskly, and answered on that instant by 
Mr. Bowls, Miss Crawley’s large confidenti.al butler (who, indeed, 
happened to be at tlie keyhole diu'ing the most part of the interview) ; 
and tlio Cajita'.n corning out, curling his moustachios, mounted the 
black charger j)awing among the straw, to the admiration of the little 
blackguard boys collected in the street. Ho looked in at the dining¬ 
room wiialow, managing his horse, which cuiwettod and capered 
beautifully—fer one instant tlio young person might bo seen at the 
window, then her figure vanished, and, doubtless, slie went ui^stairs 
again to resume the affecting duties of benevolence. 

Who could tliis young woman be, I wonder i That evening a little 
dinner for two pei’sons was laid in the dining-i-oom—when Mra. Firkin, 
^ the Lady’s m.aid, pushed into lier distress’s aparfiuent, and bustled 
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about there during the vacancy occasioned by the departure of the 
new nurse—and the latter and Miss Briggs sat down to tiie neat little 
meal. 

Briggs was so much choked by emotion that she could hardly take 
a morsel of meat. The young person carved a fowl with the utmost 
delicacy, and asked so distinctly for egg-sauce, that poor Briggs, before 
whom that delicious condiment was placed, startrtl, made a groat 
clattering with the ladle, and once more feA back in the most gushing, 
hysterical state. 

“ Ilad you not better give Miss Briggs a glass of wine ? ” said the 
person to Mr. Bowls, the large confidential man. He did so. Briggs 
seized it mechanically, gasped it'down convulsively, moaned a little, 
and began to play with the chicken on her plate. 

“ I think we shall be able to help each other,” said the person with 
great suavity: “ and shall have no need of Mr. Bowls’s kind services. 
Mr. Bowls, if you please, wo will ring when we want you.” He went 
down stairs, wliero, by the way, he vented the most horrid curses upon 
the unoffending footman, his subordinate. 

“ It is a pity you take on so. Miss Briggs,” the young hidy said, with 
a cool, slightly sarcastic, air. 

“My dearest friend is so ill, and wo—o—o—ou’t see me,” gurgled 
out Briggs in an agony of renewed grief. 

“She’s not very ill anymore. Console yourself, dear Miss Briggs. 
She has only overeaten herself—^that is all. She is greatly better. She 
will soon be quite restored again. She is weak from being cupped and 
from medical treatment, but she will rally immediately. Pray console 
yourself, and take a little more wine.” 

“ But why, why won’t she see me, agaiij ?” Miss Briggs bleated out. 
“Oh, MatUda, Matilda, after three-and-lwenty years’ tenderness! i.s 
this the return to your poor, poor Arabella ? ” 

“ Don’t cry too much, poor Arabella,” the other said (with ever so 
little of a gi'in); “ she only won’t see you, because she says you don’t 
nurse her as well' as I do. It’s no pfeasure to me to sit up all night. 
I wish you might do it instead.” 

“ Have I not tended that dear couch for 3 'ears 1 ” Arabella said, “ and 
now ”— • 

“Now she prefers somebody else. Well, sick people have these 
fiincies, and must be humoured. When she’s well I shall go.” 

“ Never, never,” Arabella exclaimed, madly inhaling her salts-bottle 

“ Never be well or never go 1 Miss Briggs,” the other said, with tho 
same provoking good-nature. “ Pooh—she will be well in a fortnight, 
when I shall go back to my little pupils at Queen’s Crawley, and to 
their mother, who is a great deal more sick than our friend. You need 
not be jealous about me, my dear Miss Bi-iggs. I am a poor little girl 
without any friends, or any harm inine. I don’t want to supplant yoti 
in Mias Crawley’s good graces. She will forget me a week after I am 
gone : and her affection for you been the work of years. Give mr 




VANITY FAIR. 


)4 

little wine if you plcaso, my dear Miss Briggs, and let us be friends, 
m sure I want friends.” ' 

The placable and soft-hearted Briggs speechlessly pushed out her 
vnd at this appeal; but she felt the desertion most keenly for aU that, 
id bitterly, bitterly moaned the fickleness of her Matilda. At the end 
‘ half an hour, the meal over. Miss Rebecca Sliarp (for such, astonish- 
g to state, is the name of her who has been described ingeniously as 
the person” hitherto), wont up-stairs again to her patient’s rooms, 
om which, with the most engaging politeness, she eliminated_j>por 
irkm. “ Thaiik j^u^Tilra^ 'irifKrny'tfiaf^lII quite do ; how nicely you 
laSie^it! I will ring when anything is wanted.” “Thank you and 
irkin came down stairs in a tempest of jealousy, only the more 
angerous because she was forced to confine it in her own bosom. 

Could it be the tempest which, as she passed the landing of the first 
oor, blew open the drawing-room door ? No; it was stealthily opened 
f the hand of Briggs. Briggs had been on the watch. Briggs too 
ell heard the creaking Firkin descend the stairs, and the clink of the 
>oon and gruel-basin the neglected female carried. 

“ Firkin 1” says she, as the other entered the apartment. 

Well, Jane 1 ” 

“ Wuss and wuss, Aliss B.,” Firkin said, wagging her head. 

“ Is she not better then ? ” 

“ She never spoke but once, and I asked her if she felt a little more 
isy, and she told me to hold my stupid tongue. Oh, Aliss B., I never 
lought to have seen t/i-is day ! ” And the water-works again began to 
lay. 

“ What sort of a person is this Aliss Sharp, Firkin 1 I little thought, 
bile enjoying my Christmas revels in the elegant home of my firm 
lends, the Reverend Lionel "llelamere and his amiable lady, to find a, 
;ranger had taken my place in the aflections of my dearest, my still 
Barest Matilda ! ” Miss Briggs, it will be seen by her language, w.as 
r a literary and sentimental turn, and had oiice published a volume of 
—“Trills of the Nightingale”—by subscription. 
i^'Miss B., they are all infatyated about that young woman,” Firkin 
cplied. “ Sil' Fitt wouldn’t have let her go, but ho daredii’t refuse 
liss Crawley .anything. AIi-s. Bute at the Rectory jist as bad—^never 
appy out of her sight. The Capting quite wild about her. Air. 
irawley morlial jealous. Since Aliss C. was took ill, she won’t hiive 
obody near her but Aliss Sharp, I can’t tell for where nor for why ; 
nd T-fhink somethmk has bewidged everybody.” 

Rebfecca passed that night in constant watching upon Aliss Crawley; 
lie next night the old lady slept so comfortably, that Rebecca had time 
ar several houis’ comfortable repose herself on the sofa, at the foot of 
.er patroness's bed ; very soon. Miss Crawley was so well that she s-at 
ip and laughed heartily at a perfect imitation of Miss Briggs and her 
yief, which Rebecca described to her. Bi-iggs’ weeping snuffle, and 
ler manner of using the handkero'.',ie^ were so completely rendered. 
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that Miss Crawley became quite cheerful, to the admiratioa of the 
doctors when they visited her, who usually found this worthy woman 
of the world, when the least sickuess attacked her, under the most 
abject depression and terror of death. 

Captain Crawley came every day, airtl received bulletins from Miss 
Rebecca respecting his aunt’s health. This improved so rapidly, that 
poor Briggs was allowed to see her patroness ; and pqfsons with tender 
hearts may imagine the smothered emotions of that sentimentol female, 
and the affecting nature of tho inteiwiew. 

Miss Qrawlcy liked to have Briggs in a good deal soon. Rebecca 
used to mimic her to her face with tlie most admirable gravity, thereby 
rendering the imitation doubly piqqiuinte to her worthy patroness. 

The causes which had led to the deplorable ilhiess of Miss Crawley, 
and her departure from her brother’s house in the country, were of 
such an unromantic nature that they are hardly fit to be explained in 
this genteel and stntimental novel. For how is it possible to hint of a 
delicate female, living in good society, that she ate and drank^o- 
much, and that a hot supper of lobsters profusely enjoye(J(lft*ie 
Rectory was the reason of an indisposition which Miss Crawley herself 
liersistcd was solely attributable to the dampness of the weather ? The 
•attack was so sharp that Matilda—as his reverence expressed it—was 
very nearly “ off the hooks all the family was in a fever of expecta¬ 
tion regarding the will, and Rawdon Cr.awloy was making sure of at 
least forty thousand pounds before the commencement of the London 
season. Mr. Ci'awley sent over a choice parcel of tracts, to prepare 
her for the change from Vanity Fair and Park Lane for another world ; 
but a good doctor from Southampton being called in in time, 
vanquished the lobster which was so nearly fatal to her, and gave her 
sufficient strength to enable her to retum,to London. The baronet did 
not disguise his exceeding mortification at the turn which affairs took. 

While everybody was attending on Miss Crawley, and messengers 
every hour from tlie Rectory were camying news of her heallli to the 
.•i.lfectioiiate folks there, there was a lady in another part of the house 
being exceedingly ill, of whom no one took any notice at all; and this 
was the lady of Crawley herself. The good doctor shook his head 
after seeing her ; to which visit Sir Pitt consented, as it could be paid 
without a foe; and she was left fading away in her lonely chamber, with 
no more heed paid to her than to a weed in the park. 

Tho young ladies, too, lost much of the inestimable benefit of their 
governess’s instruction. So affectionate a nurse was Miss Sharp, tliat 
Miss Crawley wovdd take her medicines from no other hand. Firkin 
liad been deposed long before her mistress’s departure from tho country 
That faithful attendant found a gloomy cousolatfSh qu retuniing to 
Jjondon, in seeing Miss Briggs sutfeij the same pangs of jealousy and 
undergo the same faithless treatment to which she herself had been 
subject. 1 
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Captain Eawdon got an extension of leave on his aunt’s illness, and 
remained dutifully at homo. Ho was always in her antechamber. 
(She lay sick in the state bed-room, into which you entered by the 
little blue saloon.) His father was always meeting him there ; or if he 
came down the corridor ever so quietly, his father’s door was sure to 
open, and the hyaina face of the old gentleman to glare out. What 
was it set one to watch the other so 1 A generous rivalry, no doubt, 
as to which should be most attentive to the dear sufferer in the sfcito 
bed-room. Rebecca used to come out and comfort both of them ; or 
one or the other of them rather. Both of these worthy geptlemen 
wore most anxious to have news of the invalid from her little con¬ 
fidential messenger. • , 

At dinner—to which meal she descended for half an hour—she kept 
the peace between them, alter which she disappeared for the night; 
when Rawdon would ride over to the dep6t of the 150th at Mudbury, 
leaving his Papa to the society of Mr. Horrocks and his rum and 
water. She passed as weary a fortnight as ever "mortal spent in 
Mss Crawley’s sick room ; but her little nerves seemed to be of 
iron, and she was quite unshaken by the duty and the tedium of the 
sick-ohamber. 

She never told until long aftei-wards how painful that duty was ; 
how peevish a patient was the jovial old lady; how angry; how 
sleepless ; in what horrors of death ; during what long nights she lay 
moaning, and in almost delirious agonies respecting that future world 
which she quite ignored when she was in good health.—Picture to 
yourself, oh fair young reader, a worldly, selfish, graceless, thankless, 
religioniess old woman, writhing in pain and fear, and without her 
wig. Picture her to yourself, and ere you be old, learn to love and 
pray 1 

Sharp watched this graceless bedside with indomitable patience. 
Nothing escaped her ; and, like a prudent stew.ard, she found a use 
for everything. She told m.any a good story about Miss Crawley’s 
illness in after days,—stories winch made the lady blush through her 
artificial carnations. During the illness she was never out of temper 
alwa 3 ’s alert ; she slept light, having a perfectly clear conscience ; and 
could take that refreshment at almost any minute’s warning. And so 
jmu saw few traces of fatigue in her appearance. Her face might be 
.a trifle paler, and the circles round her eyes a little blacker than usual; 
but whenever she c.amo out from the sick-room she w.aa alwaj’s smiling, 
fi-esh, and neat, and locked as trim in her little dressing-gown and cap, 
as in her smartest evening suit. 

The Captain thought so, and raved about her in uncouth convulsions. 
The barbed shaft of love had penetrated his dull hide. Six weeks— 
apprepinquity—opportunity—had victimised him completely. Ho 
made a confidant of his aunt at the Rectorj', of all persons in the 
world. She rallied him about it; she had perceived his folly; she 
ivamod him; she finished by owuirfj that little Sharp was the most 
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clever droll, odd, good-natured, simple, kindly creature in England. 
Kawdon must not trifle with her affections, though—dear Miss Crawley 
would never pardon him for that; for she, too, was quite overcome by 
, the little governess, and loved Sharp like a daughter, llawdou must 
go away—go back to his regiment and naughty London, and not play 
i with a poor artless girl’s feelings. 

Many and many a time this good-natured lady, compassionating the 
forlorn life-guardsman’s condition, gave him an opportunity of seeing . 
Miss Sharp at the Eeotory, and of walking home with her, as we have 
seen. When men of a certain sort, ladies, are in love, though they see 
the hook and the string, and the whole apparatus with which they are 
to be taken, they gorge the bait ucvfertheless—they must come to it 
—they mu.st sw.allow it —and are presently struck and landed 
gasping. Ilawdon saw there was a manifest intention on Mre. Bute’s 
part to captivate him with Eebecca. He was not very wise ; but he 
w.os a man about town, and had seen several seasons. A light 
dawned upon “his dusky soul, as ho thought, through a speech of 
Mrs. Bute’s. 

“ Mark ray words, Eawdon,” she said. “ You will have Muss Sharp 
one dayfor your relation.” 

“ What relation,—my cousin, hey, Mrs. Bute 1 Francis sweet on her 
hey i ” inquired the waggish officer. 

“ More than that,” Mrs. Bute said, with a flash from her black eyes. 

“ Not Pitt ?—Tic sha’nt have her. The sneak a’n’t worthy of her. 
He’s booked to Lady Jane Sheepshanks.” 

“ You men perceive nothing. You silly, blind creature—if anything 
i- lffippens to Lady Crawley, Miss Sharp will be your mother-in-law; 
an'd tkats what will happen.” , 

Eawdon Cr.awley, Esquire, gave veuf’to a prodigious whistle, in 
token of astonmliment at this announcAnent. He couldn’t deny it. 

I His father’s evident liking for Miss Sharp had not escaped him. He 
' knew tire old gentleman’s character well; and a more unsciarpulous 
old—whyou—he did irot conclude thfc sentence, but walked home, 
curling his moustaciiios, and convinced ho had found a due to 
Mrs. Bute’s mystery. 

“By Jove, it’s too bad,” thought Ilawdon, “too bad, by Jove ! I do 
believe the woman wants the poor girl to be ruined, in order that she 
shouldn’t come into the family as Lady Crawley.” 

When he saw Eebecca alone, he rallied her about his father’s attach 
ment in his graceful way. She flung up her head scornfully, looked 
him full in the face, and said,— 

“Well, suppose he rs fond of mo. I know hd is, and others too. You 
don’t think 1 am afraid of him. Captain Crawley ? You dorr’t supirose 
, I can’t defend my own honour, said the little woman,” looking as 
i stately as a queen. * 

“ O, ah, why—give you fair warning—look out, yon know—that’s 
all,” said the moustachio-twiddler ’ 



“ You li'mt at something not honourable, then?” said she, flashing 
out. 

“O—Gad—really—^liliss Eebecca,” the heavy dragoon interposed. 

“Do you suppose I have no feeling of self-respect, because I am 
^oor and friendless, and because rich people have none 1 Do you 
Rhink, because I am a governess, I have not as much sense, sind feel- 
ling, and good breeding as you gentle-folks in Hampshii-e 1 I’m a 
.Montmorency. Do you suppose a Montmorency is not as good as a 
Crawley ? ” 

When Miss Sharp was agitated, and alluded to her maternal reh. 
tives, she spoke with ever so slight a foreign accent, which gave a great 
charm to her clear ringing voice. “ STo,” she continued, kindling as she 
spoke to the Captain; “I can endure poverty,but not shame—^neglect, 
but not insult; and insult from—from yon." 

Her feelings gave way, and she burst into tears. 

“Hang it, Miss Sharp—Kebecoa—by Jove—upon my soul, I wouldn’t 
for a thousand pounds. Stop, Ilebecca ! ” 

She was gone. She drove out with Miss Crawley that day. It was 
before the latter’s illness. At dinner she was unusually brilliant and 
lively ; but she would take no notice of the hints, or the nods, or the 
clumsy expostulations of the humiliated, infatuated guardsman. Skir¬ 
mishes of this sort passed perpetually during the little campaign— 
tedious to relate, and similar in result. The Crawley heavy cavalry 
was maddened by defeat, and routed every day. 

If the baronet of Queen’s Cnawley had not had the fear of losing 
his sister’s legacy before his eyes, he never would have permitted his 
dear girls to lose the educational blessings which their invaluable 
govei-ncss was conferring upon them. The old house at home seemed 
a desoi-t without her, so usefvd and pleasant had Behccca made herself 
^nere. Sir Pitt’s letters wer.e not copied and corrected; his books not 
made up; his household business and manifold schemes neglectedj" 
now that his little secretary was away. And it was easy to see how 
necessary such an amanuensis was toJiim, by the tenor and spelling of 
the numerous letters which he sent to her, entreating her and com¬ 
manding her to return. Almost every day brought a frank from the 
Baronet, enclosing the most urgent prayers to Becky for her return, or 
conveying pathetic statements to Miss Crawley, regarding the neglected 
state of his daughters’ education; of which documents Miss Crawley 
took .very little heed. 

Miss Briggs was not formally dismissed, but her place as companion 
was a sinecure and a derision; and her company was the fat spaniel in 
the drawing-room, or ofecasionally the discontented Firkin in the 
housekeeper’s closet. Nor though the old lady would by no means 
hear of Kobeeca’s departure, was the latter regularly installed in office 
in Park-lane. Like many we.althy people, it was Miss Crawley’s 
habit to accept as much aorvice as t^he could get from her inferiors; 
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nnd good-naturedly to take leave of them when she no longer found 
' them useful. Gratitude among certain rich folks is scarcely natural 
I or to be thought of. They take needy people’s services as their due. 
I 1^- have you, 0 poor parasite and humble hanger-on, much reason to 
I complain ! Your friendship for Dives id about as sincere as the return 
wliich it usually gets. It is money you love, and not the-»jan; and 
were Crasus and his footman To change places yon, know, you poor 
rogue, who would have the benefit of your allegiance. 

And I am not sure, that» in spite of Eebecca’s simplicity and activity, 
and gentleness .and untiring good humour, the shrewd old London lady, 
upon whom these treasures of friendship were lavished, had not a 
Itlj-king suspicion aU the while of, her affectionate nurse and friend. 

Crtt must have often crossed Miss Crawley’s mind that nobody does any¬ 
thing for nothing. If she measured her own feeling towards the world, 
she must have been pretty well .able to gauge those of the world 
towards herself; and perhaps she reflected, that it is the ordinary lot 
of people to have no friends if they themselves care for nobody. 

Well, meanwhile Becky was the greatest comfort and convenience to • 
her, and she gave her a couple of new gowns, and an old necklace and 
shawl, and showed her friendship by abusing all her intimate 
acquaintances to her new confidante (than which there can’t be a more 
touching proof of regard), and meditated vaguely some great future 
benefit—to marry her perhaps to Clump, the apothecary, or to settle 
her in some advantageous way of life ; or, at any rate, to send her back 
to Queen’s Crawley when she had done with her, and the full London 
season had begun. • 

When Miss Crawley was convalescent and descended to the drawing¬ 
room, Becky sang to her, and otherwise amused her; when she was 
well enough to drive out, Becky accompalKcd her. And amongst the 
drives which they took, whither, of all places in the world, did Miss 
Crawley’s admirable good-nature and friendship actually induce her to 
penetrate, but to Bussell Square, Bloomsbury, and the house of John 
Sedley, Esquire. , 

Ere that event, many notes b.ad passed, as may be imagined, between 
the two dear friends. During the months of Eebecc.a’s stay in Hamp¬ 
shire, the eternal friendship had (must it be owned 1) suffered consi¬ 
derable diminution, and grown so decrepit and feeble with old age as to 
threaten demise altogether. The fact is, both girls had their own real 
affairs to think of: Eebecca her advance with her employei-s—Amelia 
j her own absorbing topic. When the two girls met, and flew into each 
ather’s arms with that impetuosity which distinguishes the behaviour 
of young ladies towards each other, Eebecca performed her part of the 
embrace with the most perfect briskness and energy. Boor little Amelia 
blushed as she kissed her friend, and thought she had been guilty of 
something very like coldness towards^er. 

Their first interview was but a very short one. Amelia w.ns just ready 
to go out for a walk. Miss Crawley was waiting in her carriage belov( 



her people ■wondering at the locality in ■which they found themselves, 
and gazing upon honest Sambo, the black footman of Bloomsbury, as 
one of the queer natives of the place. But ■u'hen Amelia came down 
with her kind smiling looks (llebecca must introduce her to her friend. 
Miss Crawley was longing to«ce her, and was too ill to leave her car- 
riage)—when, I s-sy, Amelia came do^wn, the Park Lane shoulder-knot 
aristocracy wondered more and more that such a thing could come out 
of Bloomsbury; and Miss Crawley was fairly captivated by the sweet 
' blushing face of the young lady who came forward so timidly and so 
gracefully to pay her respects to the protector of her friend. 

“What a complexion, my dear. What a sweet voice ! ” Miss Crawley 
said, as they drove away westwp,rd after the little interview. “My 
dear Sharp, your young friend is charming. Send for her to Park Lane, 
ido you hear ? ” Miss Crawley had a good taste. She liked natural 
manners—a little timidity only set them off. She liked pretty faces 
near her ; as she liked pretty pictures and nice china. She talked of 
Amelia with rapture half-a-dozen times that day. Slip mentioned her 
to Kawdon Crawley, who came dutifully to partake of his aunt’s 
chicken. 

Of course, on this Eebecca instantly stated, that Amelia was engaged 
to be manied—^to a Lieutenant Osborne—a very old fl.ame. 

“ la he a man in a line-regiment 1 ” Captain Crawley asked, remem¬ 
bering after an effort, as became a guardsman, the number of the 
regiment, the —th. 

Eebecca thought that was the'regiment. “ The Captain’s name,” she 
said, “ was Captain Dobbin.” 

“ A lanky gawky fellow,” said Ci-awlcy, “ tumbles over everybody. 

I know liim ; and Osborne’s a goodish-looking fellow, with large black 
whiskers ? ” 

“Enormous,” Miss Eebeqea Sharp said, “and enormously proud of 
them, I assure you.” 

Captain Eawdon Crawley burst into a hoarse laugh by way of reply; 
and being pressed by the ladie| to explain, did so when the cxTilosion of 
hilarity was over. “ He fancies he can play at billiards,” said lie. “ J 
won two hundred of him at the Cocoa Tree. ITe play, the young flat! 
He’d have played for anything that day, but his friend Cajrtaiii Dobbin 
carried him off, h.ang him ! ” 

y' “Kawdon, Eawdon, don’t be so wicked,” Miss Crawley remarked, 
highly pleased. 

“Why, ma’am, of .all the young fellows Pve seen out of the line, I 
think this follow's the greenest. Tai'qumaiid Dcuceace get what money 
they like out of him. He’d go to the deuce to be seen with a lord. Ho 
pays their dinners at Greenwich, and they invite the company.” 

“ And very pretty comp.any too, I dare say.” 

“Quite right. Miss Sh.arp. Ki"ht, as usual,Miss Sharp. Uncommon ■ 
pretty company,—haw, haw! ” and the Captain laughed more and mora 
thinking he had made a good joke. 
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“Hawdon, don’t be naughty !his aunt exclaimed. 

“ Well, his father’s a city man—immensely ricli, they say. Hang 
those city follows, they must bleed; and I’ve not done witli him yet, I 
can teli you. Haw, haw ! ” 

“ Fie, Captain Crawloy; I shall warn Amelin. A gambling husband 1 ” 

“Horrid, ain’t ho, hey 1 ” the Captain said with great solenmity; and 
then added, a sudden thought Imviag struck him :—“ Gad, I say, ma’am, 
we’ll have him here.” 

“ Is he a presentable sort of a person 1 ” the aunt inquired. 

“Presentable?—oil, veiy well. You wouldn’t see any difference,” 
Captain Crawley answered. “ Do let’s liavo him, when you begin to see 
a few people ; and ins whatdyeciilleiq—Ids inamorato—eh, Miss Sharp; 
that’s what you call it—comes. Gad, I’ll write him a note, and have 
him ; and I’ll try if he c.an play picquet .as well as billiards. Where 
does ho live. Miss Sharji ? ” 

Miss Sharp told Crawley the Lieutenant’s town address; and a few 
days after thiij conversation. Lieutenant Osborne received a letter, in 
Captain Rawdon’s school-boy hand, and enclosing a note of invitation. 
from Miss Crawley. 

Rebecca despatched .also an invitation to her darling Amelia, who, 
you m.ay bo sure, was ready enough to accept it when she heard that 
George was to be of the party. It was arranged that Amelia was to 
spend the morning with the ladies of Park Lane, where all avere very 
kind to her. Rebecca patronised her with calm superiority: she was 
so much the cleverer of the two, and her friend so gentle and unas¬ 
suming, that she always yielded when anybody chose to command, and 
so took Rebecca’s orders with perfect meekness and good-humour. 
Miss Crawley’s graciousness was also remarkable. She continued her 
raptures about little Amelia, talked aboujrfier before her face as if she 
wore a doll, or a servant, or a picture, and admired her with tJie most 
benevolent wonder possible. I admire that admiration which the genteel 
world sometimes extends to the commonalty. There is no moi-e agreeable 
object in life than to see May Fair folks condescending. Miss Crawley’s 
prodigious benevolence rather fatigued poor little Amelia, and I am not 
sure that of the three ladies in Park Lane she did not find honest 
Miss Briggs the most agreeable. She sympathised with Briggs as with 
all neglected or gentle people; she wasn’t what you call a woman of 
spirit. 

George came to dinner—^a rep.ast en (jargon with Captain Crawley. 

The great family coach of the Osbornes tr.ansportcd him to Park 
Lane from Russell Square; where the young ladies, v^ho were not 
themselves invited, .and professed the greatest indifference at that slight, 
nevertheless looked at Sir Pitt Crawley’s name in the baronetage ; and 
learned everything which that work h.ad to teach about the Crawley 
family and their pedigree, and the Binkies, their relatives, &c., &c. 
Rjiwdon Crawley received George Cftbome with groat frankness and 
graciousness: praised his play at billiards: asked him when he would 
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have hia revenge: was interested abont Osborne’s regiment: and 
would have proposed picquet to him that very evening, but Miss 
Crawley absolutely forbade any gambling in her house; so that the 
young Lieutenant’s purse was not lightened by his gallant patron, for 
that day at least. However, they made an engagement for the next, 
somewhere: to look at a horse that Crawley had to sell, and to try 
him in the Park: and to dine together, and to pass the evening with 
some jolly fellows. “That is, if you’re not on duty to that pretty 
'Miss Sedley,” Crawley said, with a knowing wink. “Monstrous nine 
girl, ’pon my honour, though, Osborne,” he was good enough to add. 
“ Lots of tin, I suppose, eh ? ” 

Osborne wasn’t on duty; he would join Crawley with pleasure: and 
the latter, when they met the next day, praised his now friend’s horse- 
m.anship—as he might with perfect honesty—and introduced him to 
three or four young men of the first fashion, whose acquaintance 
immensely elated the simple young oflSccr. 

“ How’s little Miss Sharp, by-the-bye,” Osborne inquired of his friend 
over their wine, with a dandified air. “ Good-natured little girl that. 
Does she suit you well at Queen’s Crawley 1 Miss Sedley liked her a 
good deal last j'car.” ' 

Captain Crawley looked savagely at the Lieutenant out of hia little 
blue eyes, and watched him when he went up to resume his acquaint¬ 
ance with the fair governess. Her conduct must have relieved Crawley 
if there was any jealousy in the bosom of that life-guardsman. 

■When the young men went up stairs, and after Osborne’s intro¬ 
duction to Miss Crawley, he walked up to Eebecca with a patronising, 
easy swagger. He was going to be kind to her and protect her. He 
would even shake hands with her, as a friend of Amelia’s; and saying, 
“Ah, Miss Sharp! how-dy\'oo 1 ” held out his left hand towards her, 
expecting that she would be^uite confounded at the honour. 

Miss Sharp put out her right fore-finger, and gave him a little noli, 
so cool and killing, that Eawdon Crawley, watching the operations 
from the other room, could hapdly restrain his laughter as he saw the 
Lieutenant’s entire discomfiture; the start he gave, the pause, and the 
perfect clumsiness with which he at length condescended to take the 
finger which was ofiered for his embrace. 

“ She’d beat the devil, by Jove! ” the Captain said, in a rapture; 
and the lieutenant, by way of beginning the conversation, agreeably 
asked Bebecca how she liked her new place. 

^' “My place 1” said Miss Sharp, coolly, “ how kind of you to remind 
mo of it! It’s a tolerably good place: the wages are pretty good—not 
so good as Miss 'Wii-t’s, I believe, with your sisters in Kussell Squai'e. 
How are those young ladies ?—^not that I ought to ask.” ■ 

“ 'Why not ? ” Mr. Osborne said, amazed. 

“■Why, they never condescended to speak to me, or to ask me into 
their house, whilst I was staying with Amelia; but we poor governesses, 
you know, are used to slights of this sort.” 
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“ My dear Miss Sharp! ” Osborne ejaculated. 

“At least in some families,” Rebecca continued. “You can’t think 
what a difi'erence there is though. We are not so wealthy in Hamp¬ 
shire as you lucky folks of the City. But then I am in a gentleman’s 
family—^good old English stock. I suppose you know Sir Pitt’s father 
refused a peerage. And you see how I am tre.ated. I am pretty 
comfortable. Indeed, it is rather a good place. But how very good of 
you to inquire! ” * 

Osborne was quite savage. The little Governess patronised him and 
persiffiid tfm until this young British Lion felt quite uneasy; nor 
could Tie’muster sufficient presence of mind to find a pretext for backing 
tmt of this most delectable conversation. 

thought you liked the CKy families pretty well,” he said, 
haughtily. 

“ I.iaat year yon mean, when I was fresh from that horrid vulgar 
school 1 Of course I did. Doesn’t every girl like to come home for the 
holidays ? Anjl how was I to know any better ? But oh, Mr. Osborne, 
what a difference eighteen months’ experience makes !—eighteen 
months spent, pardon me for saying so, with gentlcmon. As for' dear 
Amelia, she, I.grant you, is a pearl, and would be charming anywhere. 
There now, I see you are beginning to be in a good-humour ; but oh 
these queer odd City people ! And Mr. Jos.—how is that wonderful 
Mr. Joseph 1 ” 

“ It seems to me you didn’t dislike that wonderful Mr. Joseph last 
year,” Osborne said kindly. 

“ How severe of you ! Well, entre nous, I didn’t break my ^heart 
’about him; yet if he had asked me to do what you mean by your 
looks (and very expressive and kind they are, too), I wouldn’t have 
said no.” « 

Mr. Osborne gave a look as much as to say, “Indeed, how very 
obliging! ” * 

“What an honour to have had you for a brother-in-law, you are 
thinking? To be sister-in-law to George Osborne, Esquire, son of 
John Osborne, Esquire, son of—wfJat was your grandpap;4~ Mr. 
Osborne ? Well, don’t be,angrj. You can’t help your pedigree, and 
I quite agree with you that I would have married Mr. Joe Sedley; 
for could a poor penniless girl do better ? Now you know the whole 
secret. I'm, frank and open ; and, considering all things, it was very 
kind of you to allude to the circumstance—very kind and polite 
Amelia dear, Mr. Osborne and I were talking about your poor brother» 
Joseph. How is he ? ” 

ThuS- was .George utterly routed. Not that Rebecca was in the 
right j but she had managed most successfully to put him in the 
wrong. And ho now shamefully fled, feeling, if he stayed another 
minute, that he M’ould have been made to look foolish in the presence 
of Amelia. • 

Though Rebecca had had the better of him, George was above th* 
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meanness of tale-beai-ing o»’ rovensu upon a lady,-—osly he could not 
help cleverly confuling to Captain (.'rawlt^y, next day, sonic notions oS‘ 
his regarding Miss Kol'ceoa—that she was a ^sharp one, a dangeroua 
one, a desperate flirt, &(>.; in all of which opinions Crawley agreed 
laughingly, and with every one of which Miss Rebecca was made 
acquainted before twenty-four hours were over. 'J'liey added to her 
original regard for Jlr. (ishorne. Her woman’s instinct had told her. 
that it was George wlio had interrupted the success of her liriit love 
pa8H.age, and she ostceiued him .accordingly. 

“ I only just v.-arn yon,” he said to Rawdon Crn wloj', with • knowing 
look-^he had bought the hoi-se, and lost some score of giuneSis after 
dinner, “ I just warn you—I know women, and I'ounscl you to bo on 
the look-out.” • 

“Th.ank yon, my boy,” said Crawley, with a lock ot peculiar grati¬ 
tude. “ You’re wide awake, I sec.” And George went olf, thinking 
Crawley was quite right. 

He told Amelia ol what he had done, and how ho had counscllevl 
(jRawdon- Crawley—a devilish good, straight-forward follow—to be on 
; b'ls guard against that little sly, scheming Rebecca. 

' “Against w/iow.?” Amelia cried. , 

“Your friend the Governess.—.Don’t look so astonished.’’ 

“ 0 George, what have you done ? ” Amelia said. For her woman’s 
eyes, which Love had made sharp-sighted, had in one instant discovered 
a secret which was invisible to Miss Crawley, to poor virgin Briggs, 
and, above all, to the stupid peepers of that young whiskered prig, 
Lieutenant Osborne. 

For as Rebecca was .shawling her in an upper apartment, where 
these two friends had an opportunity for a little of that secret talking 
and con.spiring which forms ihe delight of female life, Amelia, coming 
up to Rcbccea, and taking her two little hands in hers, said, “ Rebecca, 
1 see it .all.” 

Rebecca kissed her. 

And regarding this delightful secret, not one syllable more was said 
by either of the young women. But it was destined to come out 
before long. 

Some short period after the above events, and Miss Rebecca Sharj) 
still remaining at her patroness’s house in Park Ijane, one more hatch¬ 
ment might have been seen in Great Gaunt Street, figuring .amongst 
the many which usually ornament that dismal quarter. It was over 
Sir Pitt Ci’awley’s house ; but it did not indicate the worthy baronet's 
demise.. It w.a.s a feminine hatolimcnt, and indeed a few years back 
had served as a funeral compliment to Sir Pitt’s old mother, the late 
tlowager lady Crawley. Its period of service over, tlie hatchment had 
wme down from the front of the house, and lived in retirement sorac- 
^'frhere in the back premises of Sir*Pitt’3 mansion. It re-appeared now 
&r poor Rose Dawson. Sir Pitt was a widower again. The arms 
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quartered on the shield along -nrith liis own were not, to be sure, poor 
JRoso’s. She had no arms. But the cherubs painted on the scutul^on 
answered as well for her as for Sir Pitt’s mother, and Jiemrijam was 
written umlor tlu: coat, flanked by the Crawley Dove and Serpent. Ai’ms 
and Halchments, llesurgam.—Here is an opportunity for moralising ! 

Mr. Crawley had tended that otherwise friendless bed-side. She 
went out of the world strengthened by such words and comfort as he 
eould give her. Ifor many years his was the only londness she ever 
knew ; the only friendship that solhced in any way that feeble, lonely 
soul. IIe» heart was dead long before her body. She had sold it to 
become Sir Pitt Crawley’s wife. Mothers and daughters are making 
the same bargain every day in VaniW Fair. 

When the demise took place, het husband waS in London attending 
to some of his iunuinerablo schemes, and busy with his endless lawyers. 
He had found time, nevertheless, to call often in Park Lane, and to 
despatch man}' notes to Bebecca, entreathig her, enjoining her, com¬ 
manding her t(j return to her young pupils in the country, who were 
now utterly without companionship during their mother’s illness. But 
Miss Crawley would not hear of her departure; for though there was 
no lady of f;^shion in London who would desert her friends more 
complacently as soon as she was tired of their society, and though 
few tired of them sooner, yet as long as her eiiffoUment lasted her 
attachment was prodigious, and she clung still with the greatest 
energy to Ecbecca. 

The nows of Lady Crawley’s death provoked no more grief or 
comment than might have been expected in Miss Crawley’s fjimily 
circle. “ I suppose I must put off my party for the 3rd,” Mias Crawley 
said ; and added, after a p.ause, “ I hope my brother will have the 
decency not to m.arry again.” “ What a ^enfounded rage Pitt will be 
in if he docs,” Eawdon i-emarkod, with his usual regard for his elder 
brother. Ecbecca said notliing. She seemed by far the gravest and 
most impressed of the family. She left the room before Eawdon went 
away that day; but they met by chance below, as he was going away 
after taking leave, and had a parley together. 

On the morrow, as Eebecca was gazing from the window, she startled 
Miss Crawley, who was placidly occupied with a French novel, by 
crying out in an alarmed tone, “ Here’s Sir Pitt, Ma’am 1 ” and the 
baronet’s knock followed this annoimcemeht. 

“My dear, I can’t see him. I won’t see him. Tell Bowls not at 
home, or go down stiiirs and say I’m too ill to receive any one. My 
nerves really won’t bear my brother at this moment; ” cried out Miss 
Crawley, and resumed the novel. 

“ She’s too ill to see you, Sir,” Eebecca said, tripping down to Sir 
Pitt, who was preparing to .ascend. 

“ So much the bettor,” Sir Pitt answered. “ I want to see you, Miss 
Becky. Como along a me into the ^sarlour,” and they entered that 
ap.artment together 



“Iwawiit you back at Queen’s Crawley, Miss,” the barouet said, 
fixing his eyes upon her, and taking off his black gloves and his hat 
vrith its great crape hat-band. His eyes had such a strange look, and 
fixed upon her so steadfastly, that Hebccca Sharp began almost t(' 
tremble. 

“ I hope to come soon,” she said in a low voice, “ as soon as Miss 
Crawley is belter—and return to—to the dear children.” 

“You’ve said so these three months, Becky,” replied Sir Pitt, “and 
still yon go Ininging on to my sister, who’ll fling y 
, when she’s wore you out. I tell you I want you. 

' Vuneral. Will you come back 1 Yes or no.” 
ky’’ “ I daren’t—I don’t think—it would be right—to be alone—with you, 
Sir,” Becky said, seemingly in great agitation. 

“ I say agin, I want you,” Sir Pitt said, thumping the table. “1 
can’t git on without you. I didn’t see what it was till you went away. 
The house all goes wrong. It’s not the same place. AU my accounts 
has got muddled agin. You mu$t come back. Do come back. Dear 
Becky, do come.” 

“ Come—as what. Sir ? ” Eebecca gasped out. 

“ Come as Lady Crawley, if you like,” the baronet said, grasping his 
crape hat. “There ! will that zalusfy you? Come back and be my 
wife. Your vit vor’t. Birth be hanged. Your as‘good a lady as ever 
I see. You’ve got more brains in youf little vinger than any baronet’s 
wife in the county. Will you come ? Y’es or no? ” 

“ Oh, Sir Pitt 1 ” Eebecca said, very much moved. 

! “ Say yes, Becky,” Sir Pitt continued. “ I’m an old man, but a 

, good’n. I’m good for twenty years. I’ll make you happy, zee if I don’t. 
■ You shall do what you like; spend what you like ; and ’av it all your 
own way, I.Ul m^e you az(f';tlement. I’ll do everything reglar. Look 
year! ” and the old man fell down on his knees and leered at her like 
a satyr. 

Eebecca started back a picture of consternation. In the course of 
this history we have never seen,her lose her presence of mind ; but she 
did now, and wept some of the most genuine tears that ever feU from 
her eyes. 

vV “ Oh, Sir Pitt! ” she said. “ Oh, Sir—I—I’m married already'' 

CHAPTES XV. 

IN WHICH EEBECCA’S HUSBAND APPEAES POB A SHOUT TIME. 

Evert reader of a sentimental turn (and we desire no other) must 
have been pleased with the iat&aii^with which the last act of our little 
drama concluded ; for what can be prettier than an image of Love on 
his knees before l^auty ? 


i off like an old shoe, 
I’m goiift back to 
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But when Love heard that awful confession from Beauty that sh* 
was married already, he bounced up from his attitude of humility on 
the carpet, uttering exclamations which caused poor little Beauty to be 
more frightened than she was when she made her avowal. “Married ; 

“■ you’re joking,” the Baronet cried, after the first explosion of rage and 
wonder. “You’re making v uu of me. Becky. Who’d ever go to marry 
you without a shilling to "your vortuuo ?” , 

“ Man-ied ! married ! ” Kebecca s-rid, in an agony of tears—^her voice 
ckoking with emotion, her handkerchief up to her ready eyes, fainting 
against.the mantel-piece— 4 _figure of woe fib to melt the most obdurate 
heart. “ 0 Sir Pitt, dear Sir Pitt, do not think me ungrateful far all 
your goodness to me. It is on^y •your generosity that has extorted 
iny secret.” 

“ Generosity be hanged ! ” Sir Pitt roared out. “ ’Who is it tu, then, 
j'ou’re married 1 Wliere was it 1 ” 

“Let me come back with you to the country, sir! Let me watch 
over you as faithfully as over ! Don’t, don’t separate me from dear 
Queen’s Crawley! ” ’ _ . 

“The feller has left you, has he ? ” the Baronet said, beginning, as he 
fancied, to comprehend. “ Well, Becky—come back if you like. You 
can’t eat your cake and have it. Any ways I made you a vair offer. 
Coom back as governess—you shall have it all your own way.” She 
held out one hand. She cried fit to break her heart; her ringlets fell 
over her fiice, and oyer the marble mantel-piece where she laid it. 

“ So the rascal ran off, eh 1 ” Sir Pitt said, with a hideous attempt at 
consoLation. “Never mind, Becky, Ti/take care of’ee.” . 

“ O Sir! it would be the pride of my life to go back to Queen’s 
■Cnawley, and take care of the children, and of you as formerly, when 
you said you were pleased with the services of your little Rebecca. 
When I think of what you have just •offered me, my heart fills with 
griititude—indeed it does. 1 can’t be your wife, sir; let me—let me be 
your daughter.” 

Saying which, Eebecca went down on /ler knees in a most tragical 
way, and taking Sir Pitt’s horny black hand between her own two 
(which were very pretty and white, and as soft as satin), looked up in 
his face with an expression of exquisite jjathos and confidence, when—, 
when the door opened, and Miss Ci’awley sailed in. 

Mrs. Pirkin and Miss Briggs, who happened by chance to be at the 
parlour-door soon after the Baronet and Eebecca entered the apartment, 
had .also seen accidentally through the key-hole, the old gentleman 
prostrate before the governess, and had heard the generous proposal 
which he m.ado her. It was scarcely out of his mouth, when Mrs. 
Firkin and bliss Briggs had streamed up the stairs, Inul rushed into the 
drawing-room where Miss Crawley was reading the French novel, and 
had given that old lady the astounding intelligence that Sir Pitt was on 
his knees, proposing to Miss Sharp. And if you calculate the time for 
the above dialogue to take place—the time for Briggs and Firkin to fly , 



to tbe drawing-room—the time for Miss Crawley to be astonished, and 
to drop ner volume of Pigsiult le Brun—apd the time for her to come 
down stairs—you will see how exactly accurate this history is, and how 
Miss Crawley mtcst have appeared at the very instant when Itcbeeca 
had assumed the attitude of luimility. 

I “ It is the iady on the ground, and not the gentleman,” Miss Crawley 
{said, with a look and voiee of great scorn. “They told me that you 
were on your knees, Sir Pitt: do kneel once moi'c, and let me see this 
jiretty couple! ” 

have thanked Sir Pitt Crawley, ma’am,” Rebecca said, risinj^ 
“and have told him that—^that I never can become Lady Crawley.” 

“Refused him!” Miss Crawley, s!iid, more bewildered than ever. 
Briggs and Firkin at the door opened'the eyes of astonishment and the 
lips of wonder. 

“Yes—refused,” Rebecca continued, with a sad, tearful voice. 

“And am I to credit my ears that you absolutely proposed to her, 
.Sir Pitt ?” the old lady asked. « 

“ Ecs,” said the Baronet, “ I did.” 

“ And she refused you as she says ? ” 

“ Ees,” Sir Pitt sjiid, his features on a broad grin. ' 

“ It does not seem to break your heart at any rate,” Miss Crawley 
remarked. 

“ Nawt a bit,” answered Sir Pitt, with a coldness and good-humour 
which Bet Miss Crawley almost mad with bewilderment. That an old 
gentleman of station should fall on his knees to a penniless governess, 
!Uid bprst out laughing because she refused to marry him,—that a 
penniless governess should refuse a Baronet with four thousand a 
year,—these were mysteries which Miss Crawley cotild never com¬ 
prehend. ' It surpassed any complications of intrigue in her favourite 
Pigault le Brun. ^ 

“ I’m gl.ad you think it good sport, brother,” she continued, groping 
wildly through this amazement. 

“ Vauious,” said Sir Pitt. “ "Wpio’d ha’ thought it! what a sly little 
devil! what a little fox it waws ! ” he muttered to himself, chuckling 
with pleasure. 

“Wlio’d h.ave thought what ?” cries Miss Cr.awley, stamping with 

I her foot. “ Pr.ay, Miss Sharp, are you waiting for the Prince Regent’s 
divorce, that you don’t think our family good enough for you ? ” 

“ My attitude,” Rebecca said, “ when j’ou came in, ma’am, did not 
look as if I despiscil such an honour as this good—this noble man luas 
deigned to olFcr me. Bo you think I have no heart ? Have you all 
loved me, and been so kind to the poor orphan—deserted—girl, and am 
/ to fuel nothing ? 0 my friends ! 0 my benefactors! may not my 
love, my life, iny duty, tiy to repay tbe confidence you have shown me ? 
Do you grudge me even gratitude. Miss Crawley ? It is too much— 
my heart is too full; ” .and she sanK dowm in a chair so pathetically, 
tha t most of the audience present were perfectly melted with her sadness. 
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“ Whether you marry me or not, you’re a good little girl, Becky, and 
I’m your vriend, mind,” said Sir Pitt, and putting on his cnipe-bonnd 
i/hat, ho walked away—greatly to Eehecoa’s relief; for it was evident 
that her secret was uurevealed to Mias Crawley, and she had the 
advantageUf a brief reprieve. 

Putting her handkerchief to her eyes, and nodding aw.ay honest 
Briggs, who would have followed her np-stairs, sh^ went up to her 
apartment; while Briggs and Miss Crawley, in a liigh state of excite¬ 
ment, rem.aincd to discuss the str.ange (;vent, and Firkin, not less 
move<l, <livod down into the kitclien regions, and talked of it with all 
the male and female company there. And so impressed w:u? Mrs. 
Firkin with the news, tliat she theught proper to write off by that 
very night’s post, “with her humble duty to Mrs. Bute Crawley and 
the fiimily at the Beetory, and Sir Pitt has been and proposed for 
to marry Miss Sharp, wJiorein she has refused him, to the wonder 
of all.” 

Tlie two ladies in the dining-room (where worthy Miss Briggs was 
delighted to be admitted once more to a confidential conversation witli- 
her patroness) wondered to their hearts’ content at Sir Pitt’s offer, and 
Rebecca’s refusal; Briggs very acutely suggesting that there must 
have been some obshaclo in the shape of a previous attaehment, other¬ 
wise no ycrung woman in her senses would ever have refused so 
adv.ontageous a proposal. 

“ You would h.ave accepted it yourself, wouldn’t you, Briggs 1 ” Miss 
Cr.awiey said, kindly. 

“ Would it not be a privilege to bo Miss Crawley’s sister ? ” "Briggs 
ivjilicd, witli meek evasion. 

“Well, Becky would have made a good B.ady Crawley, a/ter all,” 
Miss Crawley remarked (who was mollrfied by the girl’.s refusal, ami 
verj' liberal and generous now tliere was no call for her sacrifices). 
“ Slie has brains in plenty (much more wit in her little finger than you 
have, my poor dear Briggs, in ail your lioad). Her Tnannei-s aro 
' excc'llent, now I have formed Iicr. Rhe’s a Montmorencj', Briggs, ai>d 
i blood u something, tliougli I despise it for my part; .and she would 
have held her own amongst those pompous stupiil Hampshire people 
mucii bettor than tb.at unfortmiatc lroimion,ger’.s daughter.” 

Briggs coincided .as usual, and the “ previous attachment” was then 
discufisod ill conjectures. “ You poor Iriondless cre.aturcs are nlw.ays 
Iiaving some foolish tciioVe,” Miss Crawley said. “You yourself, you 
know, were in love with a writing-master (don’t cry, Briggs—you’ro 
always crying, and it won’t bring liim to life again), and I suppose this 
unfortunate Becky has been silly and sentimental too—^soine apothe¬ 
cary, or bouse-atewiu-d, or pahaer, or young curate, or soniethhig of 
that sort.” 

“ Poor thing, poor thing ! ” says iSf’gg® (who was thinking of twenty- 
four years back, and that lieetio young writing-niastor, whose lock of 
ydlow hair,and whose lettei’s, beautiful in their illogibility,sIie cherished 
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in her old desk up stairs). “Poor thing, poor thing ! " says Briggs 
Once more she was afresh-cheeked lass of eighteen; she was at evening 
church, and the hectic writing-master and she were quavering out of 
the same psalm-book. 

“ After such conduct on Kebecca’s part,” Mies Crawley said enthu- 
Mastically, “our family should do something. Find out who is the 
ohjet, Briggs. I’ll set him up in a shop ; or order my portrait of him, 
you know ; or speak U my cousin, the Bishop—and I’ll doter Becky 
and we’ll have a wedding, Briggs, and you shall make the breakfast, 
and be a brides’ maid.” 

Briggs declared that it would be delightful, and vowed that her dear 
Miss Crawley was always kind and generous, and went up to Kebecca’s 
bed-room to console her and prattle about the offer, and the refusal, 
and the cause thereof; and to hint at the generous intentions of Miss 
Crawley, and to find out who was the gentleman that had the mastery 
of Miss Sharp’s heart. 

Kebecca was very kind, very aflectionate and affected'—responded to 
Briggs’ offers of tenderness with grateful fervour—owned there was a 
secret attachment—a delicious mystery—what a pity Miss Briggs had 
not remained half a minute longer at the key-hole ! Bfebecca might, 
perhaps, have told more : but five minutes after Miss Briggs’ arrival 
in EeWca’s apartment. Miss Crawley actually made her appearance 
there—an unheard of honour ;—her impatience had overcome her ; 
she could not wait for the tardy operations of her ambassadress: so 
she came in person, and ordered Briggs out of the room. And express¬ 
ing her approval, of Eebecca’s conduct, she asked particulars of the 
interview, and the previous transactions which had brought about tho 
astonishing offer of Sir Pitt. 

Rebecca said she had loifg had some notion of the partiality with 
which Sir Pitt honoured her, (for he was in the habit of making his 
feelings known in a very frank and unreserved manner,) but, not to 
mention private reasons with which she would not for the present 
(trouble Miss Crawley, Sir Pitt’}' age, station, and habits were such .os 
I to render a marriage quite impossibile ; and could a woman with any 
' feeling of self-respect and any decency listen to proposals at such a 
moment, when the funeral of the lover’s deceased wife had not actually 
taken place ? 

“ Nonsense, my dear, 3 'ou would never have refused him had there 
not been some one else in tlie case,” Miss Crawley said, coming to 
her point at once. “ Tell me the private i-easons; what are the 
private reasons 1 There is some, one ; who is it that has touched 
your heart 1 ” 

Rebecca c.ast down her eyes, and owned there was. “You have 
guessed right, dear Lady,” she said, with a sweet simple faltering voice. 
“You wonder at one so poor and friendless having an attachment, 
don’t you ? I have never hcai-d that poverty was any safeguard against 
it. I wish it were.” 
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^ “My poor dear child,” cried Miss Crawley, who was always quite 
ready to bo sentimental, “ Is our passion unrequited, then 1 Are we 
pining in secret ? Tell me all, and let me console you.” 

“ I wish you could, dear Madam,” Eebecca said in the same tearful 
tone. “ Indeed, indeed, I need it.” Ahd she laid her head upon Miss 
Crawley’s shoulder and wept there so naturally that the old lady, sur¬ 
prised into sympathy, embraced her with an almost Bjatemal kindness, 
uttered many soothing protests of regard and affection for her, vowed 
that she loved her as a daughter, and would do everything in her 
power tp servo her. “ And now who is it, my dear 1 Is it that pretty 
Miss Sedloy’s brother i You said something about an affair' with 
him. m ask him here, my dear., And you shall have him: indeed 
you shall.” 

“ Don’t .ask me now,” Eebecca said. “ You shall know all soon. 
Indeed you shall. Dear kind Miss Crawley — Dear friend, may I 
say so ? ” 

“ That yon may, my child,” the old lady replied, kissing her. 

“ I can’t tell you now,” sobbed out Eebecca, “ I am very miserable -- 
But O ! love mo always—^promise you will love me always.” And in 
the midst of ftiutual tears—for the emotions of the younger woman 
had awakened the sympathies of the elder—this promise was solemnly 
given by Miss Crawley, who left her little proUgie, blessing and admir¬ 
ing her as a dear, artless, tender-hearted, affectionate, incomprehensible 
creature. 

And now she was left alone to think over the sudden and wonderful 
events of the day, and of what had been and what might have* been. 
What think you were the private feelings of Miss, no (begging her 
pardon) of Mrs. Eebecca 1 If, a few pages back, the present writer 
claimed the privilege of peeping into Mies Amelia Sedley’s bed-room, 
and understanding with the omniscience of the novelist all the 
gentle pains and passions which were tossing upon that innocent 
pillow, why should ho not declare himself to be Eebecca’s confidante 
too, master of her secrets, and seal-!%eeper of that young woman’s 
conscience ? 

Well then, in the first place, Eebecca gave way to some very sincere 
and touching regrets that a piece of marvellous good fortune should 
have been so near her, and she actually obliged to decline it. ' In this 
natural emotion every properly regulated mind will certainly share. 
Wh.at good mother is there that would not commiserate a penniless 
spinster, who might have been my lady and have shared four thousand 
a year? What well-bred young person is there in all Vanity Fair, 
who will not feel for a hai-d-working, ingenious, meritorious girl, who 
gets such an honourable, advantageous, provoking offer, just at the 
very moment when it is out of her power to accept it ? lam sure 
^ our friend Becky’s disappointment ^deserves and will command every 
j sympathy. 

I remember one night being in the Fair myself, at an evening party. 
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I Observed old Mias Toady there also present, single out for her special 
attentions and fiattei’y little Mrs. Briefless, the barrister’s wife, who 
is of a good family certainly, but, as we all know, is as poor as poor 
can be. 

What, I asked in my own ’mind, can cause this obsequiousness on 
the part of Miss Toady ; has Briefless got a county court, or has his 
wife had a fortune left her 1 Miss Toady explained presently, with that 
simplicity which distinguishes all her conduct. “ You know,” she said, 
Mrs. Briefless is granddaughter of Sir John Eedhand, who is so ill at 
Cheltenham that he can’t last six months. Mrs. Bi’iefloss’s papa, 
succeeds ; so yon see she will be a baronet’s daughter.” And Toady 
asked Briefless and his wife to diunpr the very next week. 

If the more chance of becoming a baronet’s daughter can procure a 
lady such homage in the world, surely, surely we may respect the 
agonies of a young woman who has lost the opportunity of becoming 
a baronet’s wife. Who would have dreamed of Lady Crawley dying 
so soon ? She was one of those sickly women that might have lasted 
these ten yeara—Rebecca thought to herself, in all the woes of repen¬ 
tance—^and I might have been my lady! I might have led that old 
man whither I w'ould. I might have thanked Mrsf. Bute for her 
patronage, and Mr. Pitt for his insufierable cohdoscension. I would 
have had the town-house newly furnished and decorated. I would 
have hafl the handsomest carriage in London, and a box at the Opera ; 
!ind I would have been presented next season. All this mi///ie liave 
been ; and now—now all was doubt and mystery. 

But Rebecca w'as a young lady of too much resolution and energy of 
chai-acter to permit herself much useless and unscetuly sorrow for the 
irrevocable past; so, having devoted only the pi’opcr portion of regret 
to it, she wisely turned her*whole attention towards the future, which 
was now vastly more important to her. And she surveyed her position, 
and its hopes, doubts, and chances. 

'll! the first idace, she w'as married; —thiit w.as a gi’oat fact. Sir Pitt 
kucw it. She was not so muo’i surprised into the avowal, as induced 
to make it by a sudden calculation. It must have come some day: 
and why not now,as at a later pei-iod 1 He who would have married 
her himself must at least be silent with regard to her marriage. How- 
Miss Crawley would bear the news—was the great question. Mis¬ 
givings Rebecca had; but she remembered aU Miss Crawley had said ; 
the old lady’s avowed contempt for birth; her daring liberal opinions • 
her general romantic propensities; her almost doting attachment to 
her nephew, .and her repeatedly-expressed fondness for Eebeica herself. 
She is so fond of him, Rebecca thought, that she will forgive him 
anything: she is so used to me that I don’t think she could be 
comfortable without me : when the edairdsaement comes there -will be 
a scene, and hysterics^ and a grfat quarrel, and then a great recon¬ 
ciliation. At all events, what use was there in delaying ? the die w.as 
i.hrown, and now or to-morrow the issue must be the same. And so, 
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resolved that Miss Crawley should have tho news, the youqg person 
debated in her mind as to tho host means of conveying it to lior; and 
whether she should face the storm tliat must come, or fly and avoid ii 
until its first fury was blown over. la this state of meditation she 
wrote the following letter;— 

Dearest Friend,—^Thc great crisis which we have ejebated .about so 
often is come. Half of my secret is known, and i have thought and 
thought, until I am (juite sure that now is tho time to reveal tin xchok 
of the nnj^tenj. Sir Fitt came to me this moraing, and made—^wbat do 
you tliink ?— a declaration in form. Think of that! Poor little 'me! 
I might have been lady Crawley. IIow pleased Mrs. Bute Avould have 
been; and ma tante if I had taken precedence of her! I might have 
been somebody’s mamma, instead of—0,1 tremble, I tremble, when I 
think how soon wo must tell all!— 

Sir Pitt knows I am married, and not knowing to whom, is not veiy 
much displeased as yet, Ma taute is actually that I should 
have refused him. But she is all kindness and graciousness. . S[in . 
condescends to say I would have made him a good wife; and voves 
tkat she will life a mother to your little Ilebccca. She will be shaken 
when slic first hears the news. But need we fear anything beyond a 
nromentary anger 1 I think not: / am sure not. She dotes upon you 1 
50 (you nauglity, good-for-nothiug man), that she would pardon you i 
amjlhiwj: and, indeed, I believe, tho next place in her heart is mine; 
and that she would be miserable without me. Dearest! somctliiag 
tells me we shall conquer. You shall leave that odious regiment a quit 
gaming, i-aciiig, and be a good hoy; and w'c shall all live iu Park Lane, 
and ma tante shall leave us all her inoney. 

I shall try and walk to-iiiorrow at 3 in jSie usual place. If Miss B. 
ac.companios me, you must come to dinner, and bring an answer, and 
put it iu the third volume of Porteus’s Sermons. But, at all events, 
KOiiie to your own. It. 

To Miss Eliza Stylo.s, ^ 

At Mr. Barnet’s, Saddler, Knighksbridge. 

And I trust there is no reader of this little story win has not 
dlscernmeiit enough to perceive that the Miss Eliza Styles (au old 
schoolfellow, Ilebccca said, with wliom she had resumed au active 
corresjioudeuce of late), and who used to fetch these loiters Irom the 
saddler’s, wore brass spurs, and large curling mustachios, and was 
indeed no other than Captain Eawdou Cmwley. 
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How they'were married is not of the slightest consequence to any 
body. AVliat is to hinder a Captain who is a major, and a young lady 
who is of age, from purchasing a license, and uniting themsole^es at any 
church in this town i Who needs to be told, that if a woman has a 
will, she will assuredly find a wdy.’—My belief is, that one day, when 
Mias Sharp had gone to pass tho forenoon with her dear friend Miss 
Amelia Sedley in Bussell-square, a lady very like her might have been 
seen entering a church in the city, in company with a gentleman with 
dyed moustachios, who, after a quai-ter of an hour’s interval, escorted 
her back to the hackney coach in waiting, and that this was a quiet 
-bridal party. 

And who on earth, after the daily experience we have, can question 
the probability of a gentleman marying anybody ? How many of tlie 
wise and learned have married their cooks 1 Did not Lord Eldon 
himself, the most prudent of men, make a run-a way match 1 Were not 
Achilles and Ajax both in love with their servant maids 1 And are we 
to expect a heavy dragoon with strong desires and small brains, who 
had never controlled a passion in his life, to become prudent all of a 
sudden, and to refuse to pay any price for an indulgence to which he 
I had a mind ? If people only made prudent marriages, what a stop to 
i population there would be,! 

It seems to me, for my pSrt, that Mr. Eawdon’s marriage was one of 
the honestest actions which “we shall have to record in any portion of 
that gentleman’s biography which has to do with the present history. 
No one will say it is unmanly to be captivated by a woman, or, being 
captivated, to marry her ; and’the admiration, tho delight, the passion, 
the wondei’, the unboimded confidence, and frantic adoration with which, 
by. degrees, this big warrior got to regard the little Eebecca, were 
feelings which the ladies at least will pronounce were not altogether 
discreditable to him. When she sang, every note thrilled in his dull 
soul, and tingled through his huge frame. When she spoke, he brought 
all the force of his brains to listen and wonder. If she was jocular, he 
used to revolve her jokes in his mind, and explode over them half an 
hour afterwards in the street, to the surprise of the groojji in the tilbury 
by his side, or the comrade riding with him in Botten Bqw. Her words 
were oracles to him, her smallest actions marked by an^^fallible grace 
and wisdom. “ How she sings,—^how she paints,” thought he. “ How 
she rode that kicking mare at Queen’s Crawley ! ” And he would say 
to her in confidential moments, “ By Jove, Beck, you’i’e fit to bo Com¬ 
mander-in-Chief, or Archbishop of Canterbury, by Jove.” I* his case 
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a rare one ? and don’t we see every day in the world many an honest 
Istcrctfles at the apron-strings ofOmphale, and great whiskered Samson^ 
/prostrate in DalUah’s lap ? 

When, then, Beckey told him that the great crisis was near, and tin 
time for action had arrived, Ilawdon expressed himself as ready to act 
imder her orders, as he would bo to charge with his troop at the com¬ 
mand of his colonel. There was no need for him to put his letter into 
the third volume of Porteus. Eebecca easily found a means to get 
rid of Briggs, her companion, and met her faithful friend in “ the usual 
place ” on the next day. She had thought over matters at night, and 
communicated to Eawdon the result of her determinations. -He 
.agreed, of course, to every thing ; wa^ quite sure that it was all right : 
that what she proposed was best; that Miss Crawley would infallibly 
relent, or “come round,” as he said, after a time. Had Rebecca’s 
resolutions been entirely different, he would have followed them as 
implicitly. “ You have head enough for both of us, Beck,” said he. 
“ You’re sure toiget us out of the scrape. I never saw your equ.al, and 
I’ve met with some clippers in my time too.” And with this simple_ 
confession of faith, the love-stricken dragoon left her to execute his 
part of the project which slie had formed for the pair. 

It consisted simply in the hiring of quiet lodgings at Brompton, or' 
in the neighbourhood of the barracks, for Captain and Mrs. Crawley. 
For Eebecca had determined, and very prudently, we think, to flj. 
Eawdon was only too happy at her resolve ; he had been entreStEog 
her to take this measure any time for weeks past. He pranced off to- 
ewage the lodgings with all the impetuosity of love. He agreejl to, 
pay two guineas a week so readily, that the landla.dy regretted she had 
asked him so little. He ordered in a piano ; and half a iiursery-house 
full of flowers : and a heap of good things. •As for sha-wls, kid gloves, 
silfe stockings, gold French watches, braeejets and iierfumery, he sent 
them in with the profusion of blind love and unbounded credit. And 
having relieved his mind by this outpouring of generosity, he went and 
dined nervously at the club, waithig unt^ the great moment of his life 
should come. 

The occurrences of the previous day; the admirable conduct 'of 
Eebecca in refusing an offer so advantageous to her, the secret unhap¬ 
piness preying upon her, the sweetness and silence with which she bore 
her aflliction, m^e Miss Crawley much more tender than usual. An 
event of this nature, a marriage, or a refusal, or a proposal, thrills 
through a whole houseful of women, and sets all their hysterical 
sympathies at -work. As an observer of human nature, T regularly 
frequent St. George’s Hanover Square, during the genteel marriage 
season; and though I have never seen the bridegroom’s m.ale friends 
give way to tears, or the beadles and officiating clergy any way affected, 
yet it is not at all uncommon to see ■sfomen who are not in the least 
concerned in the operations going on—old ladles who are long past 
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marrying, stout middle-aged females with plenty of sons and daughters, 
let alone pretty young creatures in pink bonnets, who are on Iheu’ 
promotion, and may naturally take an interest in the ceremony,—I say 
it is quite common to see the women present piping, sobbing, sniffling; 
hiding their tittle faces in their little useless pocket-handkerchiefs; 
and heaving, old and young, with emotion. When my friend, the 
fashionable Jolm Pimlico, manded the lovely Lady Belgravia Green 
'Parker, the excitement was so gener.al, tliat oven the little snuffy old 
■ pew-opener who lot mo into the seat, was in tears. And wherefore 1 I 
enquired of my own soul: she was not going to be married. 

.Miss Crawley and Briggs in a word, after the affair of'Sir Pitt, 
indulged in the utmost luxury of sentiment, and Rebecca became an 
object of the most tender interes'i to them. In her absence Miss 
Crawley solaced herself with the most sentimental of the novels in 
j her library. Little Sharp, with her secret griefs, was the heroine of 
I the day. 

That night Rebecca sang more sweetly and talked ,fnore pleasantly 
than she had ever been heard to do in Park Lane. She twined hei’self 
rofiiid the heart of Miss Crawley. She spoke lightly and laughingly ot 
Sir Pitt’s proposal, ridiculed it as the foolish fancy of an old man ; 
and her eyes filled with tears, and Briggs’s heart with unutterable 
pangs of defeat, as she said she desired no other lot than to remain foi 
ever with her dear benefactress. “ My dear little creature,” the old 
lady said, “ I don’t intend to let you stir for years, that you may 
depend upon it. As for going back to that odious brother of mine after 
what has passed, it is out of the question. Here you stay with me 
and iBriggs. Brig^ w.ants to go to see her relations very often. BrigfS, 
you may go when you like. But as for you, my dear, you must stay 
and take care of the old woman.” 

If Rawdon Crawley had been then and there present, instead of 
■being at the club nervously drinking claret, the pair might have gone 
down on their knees befoi’e the old spinster, avowed all, and been 
forgiven in a twinkling. But that good chance was denied to the 
young couple, doubtless in or^er that this story might be written, in 
which numbers of their wonderful adventures are narrated—adven¬ 
tures which could never have occun'ed to them if they had been housed 
and sheltered under the comfortable uuiutercstiug forgiveness of 
Mias Crawley. 

Under Mrs. Firkinjs orders, in the Park Lane establishment, was a 
young woman from Ham]>shire, whoso business it was, among other 
duties, to knock at hliss Sharp’s door with that Jug of hot water, which 
Firkin would rather have perished thanliave jn'osenlcd to the intruder 
Tills girl, bred on the family estate, had a brother in Captain Crawley’s 
troop, and if the tnith were known, I darcs.'iy it would come out that 
she was aware of certain arrangoments, wliicli have a great deal to do 
with this history. At-any rate she purchased a vellow shawl, a pair of 
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green boots, and a liglit blue bat -with a red feather, with three guineas 
which Rebecca gave her, and as little Sharp was by no means too 
libei-al with her money, no doubt it was for services rendered that 
Betty Martin was so bribed. 

On the second day after Sir Pitt Crawley’s offer to Miss Sharp, the 
sun rose as usual, .and at the usual hour Betty Martin, the upstair? 
maid, knocked at the door of the governess’s bed-cliamber. 

No answer was returned, and she knocked again. Silence was still 
uninterrupted ; and Betty, with the hot water, opened tlie door and 
entered the chamber. 

The little white dimity bed was as smooth and trim as on the day pre¬ 
vious, when Betty’s ©"wn hands had helped to make it. Two little trunks 
were corded in one end of the room ;* and on the table before the window 
—on the pincushion—the great fat pincushion lined with pink iusid^ 
and twilled like a lady’s nightcap—lay a letter. It had been reposing 
there probably all night. 

Betty advance^ towards it on tiptoe,_as if she were afraid to awake 
it—looked at it, and round the I’oom, with an air of gi-eat wonder 
and satisfaction ; took up the letter, and grinned intensely as she 
turned it round and over, and finally carried it HI to Miss Briggs’s 
room below. 

How could Betty tell that the letter was for Miss Briggs, I should 
like to know ? All the schooling Betty had was at Mrs. Bute Crawley’s 
Sunday School, and she could no more read writing than Hebrew. 

“ La, Miss Briggs,” the girl exclaimed, “ O, Miss, something must 
have happened—there’s nobooy in Miss Sharp’s room ; the bed ^int 
been slep in, and she’ve run away, and left this letter for you. Miss.” 

“ Wliat ! ” cries Briggs, dropping her comb, the thin wisp of faded 
liair falling over her shoulders; “an el;^ement! Miss Sharp a 
fugitive ! What, what is this ?” and she ^agerly broke-the neat seal, 
and, as they say, “devoured the contents” of the letter addresseil 
to lier. 

“ Bear Miss Briggs,” the reftigee wrote, “ the kindest heart in the 
world as yours is, will pity and sympathise with mo and excuse me. 
With tears, and prayers, and blessings, I leave the home where the 
poor orphan has ever mot with kindness and affection. Claims even 
superior to those of my benefactress call me hence. I go to my duty 
—to my husband. Yes, I am married. My husband commands me to 
seek the humble home which wo call ours. Dearest Miss Briggs, break 
the news your delicate sympathy wdll know how to do it—to my 
dear, my beloved friend and benefactress. Tell her, ere I went, I shed 
tears on her dear pillow—that pillow that I have so often soothed in 
sickness—that I long ac/ain to watch—^Oh, with what joy shall I return 
to dear Park Lane ! How I tremble for the answer which is to seal 
viy fate ! When Sir Pitt deigned to ftffer me his hand, an honour of 
Wiicli my beloved Miss Crawley said I was deserving, (my blessings go 
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■with her for judging tlie poor orphan ■worthy to be her sister/) I tola 
Sir Pitt that I waa already a wife. Even he forgave me. But my 

I courage failed me, when I should have told him all—that I could not 
be his wife, for I xoas his daughter ! I am wedded to the best and most 
generous of men—Miss Crawley’s Eawdon is mg Eawdon. At his 
command I open my lips, and follow him to our humble home, as I 
would through the world. O, my excellent and kind friend, intercede 
with my Eawdoh’s beloved aunt for him and the poor girl to whom all 
■ his noble race have shown such unparalleled affection. Ask Miss 
Crawley to receive her children. I can say no more, but blessings 
blessings on all in the dear house I leave, prays 

“ Your aflfootionate and grcUefvl, 

“Midnight.” ' “.Rebecca Ckawi®'.” 

Just as Briggs had finished I’cading this affecting and intere-sting 
document which reinstated her in her position as first confidante of 
Miss Crawley, Mrs. Firkin entered the room. “Here’s Mrs. Bute 
Crawley just arrived by the mail from Hampshire, and wants some 
t«i7 will you come down and make breakfast. Miss 1 ” 

And to the surprise of Firkin, clasping her dressing-gown around 
her, the wisp of hair floating dishevelled behind her, the little curl¬ 
papers still sticking in bunches round her forehead, Briggs sailed down 
to Mrs. Bute with the letter in her hand containing the wonderful 
news. 

“Oh, Mr.s.^lFirkin,” gasped Betty, “sech a business. Miss Sharp 
have,a gone and run away with the Capting, and they’re off to Gretny 
Green!” We would devote a chapter to describe the emotions of Mrs. 
Firkin, did not the passions of her mistresses occupy our genteelcr 
muse. \ 

When Mrs. Bute Crawley, numbed with midnight travelling, and 
warming herself at the newly-crackling parlour fire, heard from Miss 
Briggs the intelligence of the dandestine marriage, she declared it was 
quite pro^Vidential that she should have arrived at such a time to 
assist poor ylear Miss Crawley in supporting the shock—that Rebecca 
was an artful little hussy of whom she had always had her suspicions • 
and that as for Eawdon Crawley, she never could account for hit 
aunt’s infatuation regarding him, and had long considered him a 
profligate, lost, and abandoned being. And this awful conduct, Mrs. 
Bute said, will have at least this good effect, it will open poor dear 
Miss Crawley’s eyes to the real character of this wicked man. Then 
Mrs. Bute had a comfortable hot toast and ■tea; and as there was a 
vacant room in the house now, there was no need for her to remain at 
the Gloster Coffee House where the Portsmouth mail had set her 
down, and whence she ordered Mr. Bowls’s aide-de-camp, the footman, 
to bring away her trunks. *■ 

Miss Crawley, be it kuo^wn, did not leave her room until near noon 
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—taking chocolate in bed in the morning, while Becky Sharp read 
the Morning Post to her, or otherwise amusing herself or dawdling. 
The conspirators below agreed that they would spai-o the dear lady’s 
feelings until she appeared in her drawing-room: meanwhile it was 
announced to her, that Mrs. Bute Crawley had come up from Hamp¬ 
shire by the mail, was staying at the Gloster, sent her love to Miss 
Crawley, and asked for breakfast with Miss Briggs. The arrival ol 
Mrs. Bute, which would not have caused any extreme delight at 
another period, was hailed with pleasure now; Miss Crawley being 
pleased at the notion of a gossip with her sister-in-law regarding the 
late Lady Crawley, the funeral arrangements pending, and Sir Pitt’s 
abrupt proposals to Rebecca. , 

It was not until the old lady was fairly ensconced in her usual arm¬ 
chair in the drawing-room, and the preliminary embraces and inquiries 
had taken place between the ladies, that the conspirators thought it 
advisable to submit her to the operation. Who has not admired the 
artifices and delicate approaches with which women “ prepare ” their 
friends for bad news 1 Miss Crawley’s two friends made such^ an . 
apparatus of mystery before they broke the intelligence to her, that 
they worked her up to the necessary degree of doubt and alarm. 

“ And she refused Sir Pitt, my dear, dear Miss Cr.awley, prepare 
yourself for it,” Mrs. Bute said, “ because—^because she couldn’t h. p 
herself.” 

“ Of course there was a reason,” Miss Crawley answered. “ She 
liked somebody else. I told Briggs so yesterday.” 

'‘Likes somebody else! ” Briggs gasped. “ O my dear friend, she Is 
married already.” 

“Married already,” Mrs. Bute chimed in ; and both sate with clasped 
hands looking from each other at their victim. 

“ Send her to me, the instant she comps in. The little sly wretch is 
how dared she not tell me 1 ” cried out Miss Crawley. 

“ She won’t come in soon. Prepare yourself, dear friend—she’s gene 
out for a long time—she’s—she’s gone .-altogether.” 

“ Gracious goodness .and who’s to make my chocolate 1 Send for her 
and have her back ; I desire that she come back,” the old lady said. 

“ She decamped last night. Ma’am,” cried Mrs. Bute. 

“ She left a letter for me,” Briggs exclaimed. “ She’s married to —” 

“ Prepare her, for heaven’s sake. Don’t torture her, my dear Miss 
Briggsj.” 

“ She’s married to whom 1 ” cries the spinster in a nervous fury. 

“ To—^to a relation of-” 

“ Sho refused Sir Pitt ” cried the victim. “ Speak at once. Don't 
drive me mad.” 

“O Ma’am—^prepare her. Miss Briggs^—she’s married to Eawdon 
Crawley.” 

“Eawdon married—Rebecca—gi/vemcss—nobod—Got out cf my 
hou'-e, you f.i;.', you idiot—^you stupid old Briggs—how dare youl. 

K 



You’re in the plot—you made him marry, thinking that I’d leave my 
money from him—you did, Martha,” the poor old lady screamed iu 
hyst^c sentences. 

“I,.Ma’am, ask a member of this family to marry a drawing-master’s 
daughter ? ” 

“ Her mother was a Montmorency,” cried out the old lady, pulling at 
the bell with all her might. 

“Her mother was an operargirl, and she has been on the stage or 
■ wiirse herself,” said Mrs. Bute. 

Mias Crawley gave a final scream, and fell back in a faipt. They 
were forced to take her back to the room which she had just quitted. 
One fit of hysterics succeeded another. The doctor was sent for—the 
apothecary .arrived. Mrs. Bute took up the post of nurse by her 
bedside. “ Her relations ought to be round about her,” that amiable 
woman .said. 

She had scarcely been carried up to her room, when a new person 
arrived to whom it was also necessary to break the aews. This was 
j^ir Ktt. ” Where’s Becky ? ” he said, coming iu. “ Where’s her traps ? 
She’s coming with me to Queen’s Crawley.” 

“Have you not heard the astonishing intelligence''regarding hei- 
surreptitious umon ? ” Briggs asked. 

i “What’s that to mel” Sir Pitt asked. “I know she’s married. 
That makes no odds. Tell her to come down at once, and not 
keep me.” 

“ Are you not aware. Sir,” Miss Briggs asked, “ that she has left our 
roo4 to the dismay of Miss Crawley, who is nearly killed by the 
intelligence of Captain Eawdon’s union with her?” 

I When Sir Pitt Crawley heard that Kebecea was married to his son, 

/ he broke out into a fury Of language, which it would do no good to 
repeat in this place, as indepd it sent poor Briggs shuddering out of 
the room; and with her we will shut the door upon the figure 
of the frenzied old man, wild with hatred and insane with baffled 
desire. 

One day after ho went to Queen’s Crawley, he burst like a madman 
^ into the room she had used when there—dashed open her boxes with 
his foot, and flung about her papers, clothes, and other relics. Miss 
Horrocks, the butler’s daughter, took some of them. The children 
dressed themselves and .acted plays in the others. It was but a few 
days after the poor mother had gone to her lonely burying-pLace ; and 
was laid, unwept and disregarded, in a vault full of strangers. 

“Suppose the old lady doesn’t come to,” Rawdon said to his littlo 
wife, as,they sate together in the snug little Brompton lodgings. She 
liad been trying the new pLano all the morning. The new gloves fittgd 
her to a nicety; the,new shawls became her wonderfully; the now 
rinjjs glittered on hw little hands, and the new watch ticked.at her 
waist; “ suppose she don’t come round, eh, Becky 1 ” 
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“TU make your fortune,” she Kiid; and patted SaniiwHi’a 

• cheek. 

“You can ,do anything,” he said, kis^g the little hand. “By .Tove 
vou can ; and we’!! drive do-wn to the Star 'and Garter, and dine, hy 
Jove.” 


CIIAPTEE XVII. 

now CAPTAIN DOBBIN BODOHT A PIANO. 

If tliere is any exhibition in al] Vanity Fair which Satire and 
Sentiment can visit arm in arm* together; whore you light on the 
strangest contrasts laugh.able and tearful: where you may be gentle 
and pathetic, or savage and cynical with perfect propriety : it is at one 
of those pub lic a ssemblies, a crowd of which are advertised every day 
in the last page of the “ Times ” newspaper, and over which the late 
Mr. George Bobins used to preside with so much dignity. There are 
very few London people, as I fancy, who have not attended at 'these 
meetings, and* all with a taste for moralising must have thought, with 
a sens<atiou and interest not a little startling and queer, of the day 

( when their turn shall cojpe too, and Mr. Hammerdown will sell by the 
orders of Diogenes’s assignees, or will be instructed by the executors, 
to offer to public competition, the library, furniture, plate, wardrobe, 
.•ind choice collar of wines of Epicurus deceased. 

Even with the most selfish disposition, the Vanity-fairian,,as he 
witnesses this soi-did part of the obsequies of a departed friend, can’t 
but feel some sympathies and regret. My Lord Dives’s remains are in 
the family vault; the statuaries arc cut^g an inscription veraciously 
commemorating his virtues, and the sorro,ws of his heir, who is disposing 
of his goods. What guest at Dives’s fSHe^can pass the familiar house 
without aTsigh ?—^the familiar house of which the lights used to shine so 
cheerfully at seven o’clock, of which tjie hall-dooi's opened so readily, 
of which the obsequious servants, as you p;issed up the comfortable 
stah', sounded your name from landing to landing, until it reached the 
apartment where jolly old Dives welcomed his friends ! What a 
number of them he had ; ancTwBS a noble way of entertaining them. 
How witty people used to be here, who were morose when they got out 
of the door ; and how courteous and friendly men who slandered and 
hated each other everywhere else 1 He was pompous, but witlx such 
a cook what would one not swallow ? he was rather dull, perhaps, but . 
would not such wine make any conveisation ple.asant ? We must 
get some of his Burgundy at any price, the mourners cry at his club. 

“ I got this box at old Dives’s sale,” Fincher says, handing it round, 
“one of Louis XV.’s mistresses—pretty thing, is it not—sweet minia¬ 
ture,” and they talked of the way ftx which young Dives is dissipating 
his fortune. 

K 2 
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How changed the house is, though! The front is patched over with 
bills, setting forth the particulars of the furniture in staring capitals. 
They have hung a shred of carpet out of an upstairs window—a half 
dozen of porters ai-e lounging on the dirty steps—the hall swarms with 
dingy guests of oriental countenance, who thrust printed cards into 
your hand and offer to bid. Old women and amateurs have invaded 
the upper apartments, pinching the bed-curtains, poking into the 
leathers, shampooing the mattresses, and clapping the wardrobe 
'drawers to and fro. Enterprising young housekeepers are measuring 
the looking-glasses and hangings to see if they-will suit J.ho new 
menage. —(Snob will brag for years that he has purchased this or that 
at Dives’s sale,) and Mr. Hammerdownis sitting on the great mahogany 
dining-tables, in the dining-room below, waving the ivory hammer, and 
employing all the artifices of eloquence, enthusiasm, entreaty, reason, 
despair ; shouting to his people ; satirising Mr. Davids for his sluggish¬ 
ness ; inspiriting Mrs. Moss into action; imploring, commanding, 
bellowing, until down comes the hammer like fate, and»wc pass to the 
Ikjiext lot. 0 Dives, who would ever have thought, as wo sat round the 
broad table sparkling with plate and spotless linen, to have seen such 
a dish at the head of it as that roaring_auctioueer 1 

It was rather late in the sale. The excellent drawing-room furniture 
by the best makers ; the rare and famous wiges selected, regardless of 
cost, and with the well known taste of the purchaser; the rich jind 
complete set of family plate had been sold on the previous d.ays. 
Certain of the best wines (which all had a great character among 
amateurs in the neighbourhood) had been purchased for his master, 
who knew them very well, by the butler of our friend John Osborne, 
Esquire, of Russell Square. A small portion of the most useful articles 
of the plate had been bought by some young stock-brokers from the 
fity. And now the public being invited to the j)urchase»of minor 
objects, it happened that the orator on the table was expatiating on the 
merits of a picture, which he sought to recommend to his audience; it 
was by no means so select or numerous a company as had attended the 
previous days of the auction. 

“No. 369,” roared Mr. Hammerdown. “Portrait of a gentleman on 
an elephant. ‘Who’ll bid for the gentleman on the elephant ? Lift up 
he pietpre, Blowman, and let the company examine this lot.” A long, 
)ale, military-looking gentleman, seated demurely at the mahogany 
able, could not help grinning as this valuable lot was shown by 
Hr. Blowman. “Turn the elephant to the Captain, Blowipan. AVhut 
ihall we say,, sir, for the elephant 1 ” but the CaptainJ blushing in a very 
lurried and discomfited manner, turned away Ids head, and the 
metioneer repeated his discomposure. 

“ Shall we say twenty guineas for this work of art ?—fifteen, five, 
lame your own price. The gentleman without the elejihant is worth 
ive pound.” ' 

“ I wonder it aint come down with him,” said a professional wag, 
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“ he’s anyhow (precious big one ; ” at which (for the elephant-rider 
was represente<nts of a very stout figure) there was , a general giggle 
in the room. 

“Don’t be trying to deprecate the value of the lot, Mr. Moss,” 
Mr. Hamraerdown said ; “let the company examine it as a work of art 
—the attitude of the gallant animal quite according to natur’; the 
gentleman in a nankeen jacket, his gun in his hand, is going to the 
chaco; in the distance a banyhann-tree and a pagody, most likely, 
resemblances of some interesting spot in our famous Eastern posscss- 
sions. How much for this lot ? Come, gentlemen, don’t keep me jiere 
all day.” 

Some one bid five sWllings, at vihfch the military gentleman looked'^ 
towards the quarter from which this splendid offer had come, and there 
saw another officer with a young lady on his arm, who both appeared 
to bo highly amused with tlie scene, and to whom, finally, this lot was 
knocked down for half-.a-guinea. He at the table looked more sur- 
j)rised and discomposed than ever when ho spied this pair, and his head 
sank into his military collar, and he turned his back upon them, so as 
to avoid them ^together. 

Of all the other articles which Mr. Hammerdown had the honour to 
olfer for public competition that day it is not our purpose to make 
mention, save of one only, a little square piano, which came down from 
the upper regions of tho house (the state grand iffano having been 
disposed of previously) ; this the young lady tried with a rapid and 
skilful hand, (making tho officer blush .and start again), .and for it, when 
its turn ciime, her agent began to bid. * 

But there was an opposition here. The Hebrew aide-de-camp in the 
sei'vice of the officer at the tabic bid ag.ijnst the Hebrew' gentleman 
i-mployed by the elephant purchasers, and a brisk battle ensued over i 
tills little 2 nauo, tho combatants being'greatly encouraged by Mr. 

] fammerdown. 

At l-ist, when the competition had been imolonged for .some time, tho 
elephant e.apt.ain and Lady desisted frolh tlie race; and tho hammer 
coming down, the auctioneer said;—‘-Mr. Lewis, twenty-five,” and 
Mr. Lewis's chief thus became the proprietor of the little squai'C piano. 
Having effected tho jiurch.ase, he sate up as if he was greatly relieved, 
and the unsuccessful competitors catching a glimpse of him at this 
'iiomeut, tlie lady said to her friend, 

“ Why, Eawdon, it’s Captain Dobbin.” 

I supjioso Becky was discontented with the new' piano her hushand 
liad hired for her, or perh.aps the proprietors of that instrument h.ad 
feteliod it away, declining farther credit, or perhaps slie had a par- , 
ticular att.achment for tli© one wliieli she had first tried to imroliase, 
recollecting it in old days, when she used to play upon it, in the little 
Eitting-room of our dear Amelia Se^ey. 

The sale was at the old liouse in Bussell Square, where we passed \ 
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evenuigiS together at the beginniiig of this story. Qood old John 
Sedley was a ruiaed man. His name had been proclaimed as a de&ulter 
on the Stock Exchange, and his bankruptcy and commercial extermi¬ 
nation had followed. Mr. Oa^me’s butler came to buy some of the 
famous port wine to transfer to the cellars over the way. As for one 
dozen well-manufactured silver spoons and forks at per oz., and one 
dozen dessert ditto ditto, there were three young stockbrokers (Messrs. 
Dale, Spiggot, and Dale, of Threadneedle-street, indeed), who, having 
had dealings with the old man, and kindnesses from Mm in days when 
he was kind to every body with whom he dealt, sent this little apar out 
of the wreck with their love to good Mrs. Sedley; and with respect to 
the piano, as it h.ad been Amelia’^, and as she might miss it and want 
one now, and as Captain William Dobbin could no more play upon it 
than he could dance on the tight-rope, it is probable that he did not 
purchase the instrument for his own use. 

In a word, it arrived that evening, at a wonderful small cottage in a 
street leading from the Fulham Eoad—one of those stress which have 
the finest romantic names—(this was called St. Adelaide Villas, Aumi- 
Maria Boad, West), where the houses look like baby-l^onses ; whore 
the people, looking out of the firat-floor windows, must infallibly, as 
you think, sit with their feet in the parlours ; where the shrubs in the 
little gardens in front, bloom with a perennial display of little children’s 
pinafores, little red socks, caps, &c. (polyandria polygynia) ; whence you 
hear the sound of jingling spinets and women singing; where little 
porterpots hang on the railings sunning themselves ; whither of evenings 
you sSe city clerks padding wearily: here it was that Mr. Clajip, the 
clerk of Mr. Sedley, had his domicile, and in this asylum the good 
old gentleman hid his head Tjith his wife and daughter when the crash 
came. ' 

Jos Sedley had acted .as a Snan of his di.sposition would, when the 
anhounccraent of the family-misfortune reached him. He did not 
come to London, but he wrote to his mother to <lraw upon his agents 
for w'hatever money was w.antefl, so that bin kind broken-spirited old 
parents had no present poverty to fear. This done, Jos went on at the 
boai-ding-house at Cheltenham pretty much as before. He drove his 
curricle; he drank his claret; ho played his rubber ; he told his Indi.au 
stories, and the Irish widow consoled and flattered him as usual. HLs 
present of money, needful as it was, made little impression on his 
parents; and I h.ave heard Amelia say, th.at the first day on avhich she 
saw her father lift up his head after the failure, was on the receipt of 
the packet of forks and spoons with the young stockbroker’s love, oyer 
which he burst out crying like a child, being greatly more alFcctcd than 
3ven his wife, to whom the present was addressed. Edward Dale, the 
unior of the house, who purc|iased the spoons for the firm, was, in fact, 
rery sweet upon Amelia, and offered for her in spite of all. He mar¬ 
ried Miss Louisa Cutts (daughter of Higham aud Cutts, the eminent 
5om-factors), with a handsome fortune in 1820; and is now living in 
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splendour, and with a numerous family, at his elegant villa, Mnswelt, 
Hill. But we must not let the recollections of this good fellow cause 
us to diverge from the principal history. 

I hope the reader has much too good an opinion of Captain and Mrs. 
Crawley to suppose that they ever would have dreamed of paying a 
visit to so remote a district as Bloomsbury, if they thought the faiaily 
whom they proposed to honour with a visit were not merely out of. 
fishion, but out of money, and could be serviceable to them in no pos- 
sille manner. Eebecca was entirely surprised at the sight of the , 
comfortable old house where she had met with no small kindness, 
ransacked by brokers and bargaiiteft, and its quiet family treasures 
given up to public desecration and plunder. A month after her flight, 
she had bethought her of Amelia, and Bawdon, with ahorse laugh, Lad 
expressed a perfect willingness to see young George Osborne again. 

“ He’s a a^ery agreeable acquaintance. Beck,” the wag added. “ I’d like 
to sell him another horse. Beck. I’d like to play a few more games at 
billiards with him. He’d be what I call just now, Mrs. C.-r-ha, 
ha ! ” by whiclj sort of speech it is not to be supposed that Bawdon 
Crawley had a deliberate desire to cheat Mr. Osborne at play, but only 
wished to take that fair advantage of him which almost every sporting 
gentleman in Vanity Fair considers to be his due from his neighbour. 

The old Aunt was long in “coming-to.” A month had elapsed., 
Bawdon was denied the door by Mr. Bowls ; his servants could not get\ 
a lodgement in the house at Bark Lane ; his letters were sent back un¬ 
opened. Miss Crawley never stirred out—she was unwell—and'Mrs. 
Bute remained still and never left her. Crawley and his wife both of 
them augured evil from the continued presence of Mi’s. Bute. 

“Gad, I begin to perceive now why she was always bringing us 
together at Queen’s Crawley,” Bawdon saW. 

“What an artful little woman ! ” ejaculated Bcbccca. 

“ Well, 1 don’t regret it, if you don’t,” the Captain cried, still in an 
amorous rapture with his wife, who revtorded him with a kiss by way 
of reply, and was indeed not a little gi-atified by the generous confidence 
of her husband. 

“If he had but a little more brains,” she thought to herself, “Tmight 
make something of him ; ” but she never let him perceive the opinion 
she had of him ; listened with indefatigable complacency to his stories 
of the stable and the mess ; laughed at all his jokes ; felt the greatest i 
interest in Jack Spatterdash, whose cab-horse had come down, and Bob ‘ 
Martingale, who had been taken up in a gambling-house, and Tom/ 
Cinqbars, who was going to ride the steeple-chase. When he camoj 
home she was alert and happy: when ho went out .she pressed him to' 
go: when he stayed at home, she played and sang for him, made him 
good drinks, superintended his dinnim, warmed his slippers; and steeped 
his soul in comfort. Tire best of wome n (I have heard my gnuidmother' 
say) arejjypocrites. Wo don’t know how much they iiide from us: 
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how- -watchful they are when they seem most artless and .confidential. 
how dftenlihose frank smiles which they wear so easily^ are traps to 
cajol e or elude or disarm—I don’t mean in your mere coquSte^imt 
your domestic "models, and paragons of female virtue. Who has not 
seen a woman hide the dulness of a stupid husband, or coax the fury of 
a savage one ? We accept this amiable slavishness, and praise a woman 
for it: we call this pretty treachery truth. A good housewife is of 
necessity a humbug; and "COrneTia’s "husband was hoodwinked, as 
Potiphar was—only in a different way. 

By these attentions, that veteran rake, Bawdon Crawley, found him- 
‘-helf converted into a very happy and submissive married man. His 
former haunts knew him not. They asked about him once or twice at 
■his clubs, but did not miss him much; in those booths of Vanity Fair 
'people seldom do miss each other. His secluded wife ever smiling .and 
cheerful, his little comfortable lodgings, snug meals, and homely 
evenings, had all the charms of novelty and secrecy. The marriage was 
not yet declared to the world, or published in the Morning Post. All 
his creditors would have come rushing on him in a body, had they 
known that he was united to a woman without fortune. “ My relations 
won’t cry fie upon me,” Becky said, with rather a bitter laugh ; and 
she was quite contented to wait until the old aunt should be reconciled, 
before she claimed her place in society. So she lived at Brompton, and 
meanwhile saw no one, or only those few of her husband’s male com¬ 
panions who -were admitted into her little dining-room. These -were 
all charmed with her. The little dinners, the laughing and chatting, 
the music afterwards, delighted all who participated in these enjoy¬ 
ments. Major Martingale never thought about asking to see the 
marriage license. Captain Cinqbars was perfectly enchanted with her 
skill in making punch. And young Lieutenant Spatterdash (who wa.s 
fond of piquet, and whom O.’awloy would often invite) was evidently 
and quickly smitten by Mrs. Crawley ; but her own circumspection and 
modesty never forsook her for a moment, and Crawley’s reputation as 
a fire-eating and jealous warrior, w'as a further and complete defence 
to his little wife. 

There are gentlemen of very good blood and fashion in this city, who 
never have entered a lady’s drawing-room; so that though Bawdon 
Crawley’s marriage might be talked about in his county, where, of 
course, Mrs. Bute had spread the new.?, in London it w.as doubted, or 
Tiot heeded, or not talked about at all. He lived comforfaibly. on credit . 
Ho had a large capital of debts, which laid out judiciously, will cari^a 
man along for many years, and on which certain men about town 
contrive to live a hundred times better than even men with re.-uly 
money can do. Indeed who is there that walks London streets, but 
can point out a half-dozen of men riding by him splendidly, while he is 
on foot, courted by fashion, bowed into their can-iages by tradesmen, 
denying themselves nothing, and Ir.'iug on who knows what 1 We see 
Jack Thriftless prancing in the park, or darting in his brougham down 
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Pall Mall: we eat hia dinners served on his miraculous plate, “ How 
did this begin, we say, or where will it end ? ” “ My dear fellow,” I 

f heard Jack once say, “ I oWejtnoney in every capital in Europe.” Tho 
end'must come some day, huFm the mean time Jack thrives as much 
as ever; people are glad enough to shake him by the hand, ignore the 
little dark stories that are whispered every now and then against him, 
and pronounce him a good-natured, jovial, reckless fcljow. 

Truth obliges us to confess that Eebecca had married a gentleman of 
this order. Everything was plentiful in his house but ready money, of 
which their mcnagt pretty early felt tho want; and reading the Gazette 
one day, and coming upon the announcement of “ Eieutenant G. 
Osborne to bo Captain by purcliase, vice Smith, who exchanges,” 
Kawdon uttered that sentiment regarding Amelia’s lover, which ended 
in Wie visit to Eussell Square. 

'When Eawdon and his wife wished to communicate with Captain 
Dobbin at tho sale, and to know particulars of the catastrophe which 
had befallen Ifebecca’s old acquaintances, the < 'aptain had vanished ; 
and such information as they got was frem a stray porter or broker at 
the auction. 

“Look at tliem with their hooked beaks,” Becky .said, getting into 
the buggy, her picture under her arm in great glee. “ They’re like 
vultures after a battle.” 

“Don’t know. Never was in .action, my dear. Ask Martingale ; he 
was in Sp.aiu, aide-de-camp to Gcnei-al Blazes.” 

“ He w.as a very kind old man, Mr. Sedlcy,” Ecbecca said; “ I’m 
really sori-y he’s gone wrong.” , 

“O stockbroker's—^bankrupts—used to it, you know.” Eawdon 
replied, errtting a fly off the horse’s eiir. 

“ I wish wo could h.ave afforded somo* of the plate, Eivwdon,” the 
wife continued sentimentally. “ Five-.an(l-twonty guineas was mon¬ 
strously dear for that little piano. We chose it at Broadwood’s for 
Amelia, when she came from school. It only cost five-and-thu-ty 
then.” » 

“ Wh,at d’ye-call’cm —‘ Osborne,’ will ci-y off ii»w, I suppose, since 
the family is smashed. How cut up your pretty little friend will be ; 
hey, Becky 2 ” 

“ I daresay she’ll recover it; ” Becky said, with a smile—and they 
drove on and talked about something else. 
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CHAETEE XVIII. 

WHO PLATED ON THE PIANO CAPTAIN DOBBIN BOHOHT ? 

• 

. OuB surprised story now finds itself for a moment among very famous 
events and personages, and hanging on to the skirts of history. When 
the eagles of Napoleon Bonaparte, the Corsican upstart, were flying 
from Provence, where they had perched after a brief sojourn in Elba, 
and from steeple to steeple until* they reached the towers of Notre 
Dame, I wonder whether the Imperial birds had any eye for a little 
comer of the parish of Bloomsbury, London, which you might 
thought so quiet, tbiat^ even the whirring and flapping of those mighty 
wings would pass unobserved there ? 

“Napoleon has landed at Cannes.” Such news might‘create a panic 
at Vienna, ahd cause Bussia to drop his cards, and take Prussia into a 
comer, and Talleyrand and Metternich to wag their heads together, 
wlnle Prince Hardenberg, and even the present Marquis of London- 

I derry, were puzzled ; but how was this intelligence to affect a young 
lady in Bussell Square, before whose door the watchman sang the hours 
■when, the was asleep : who, if she strolled in the square, was guarded 
there by the railings and the beadle : who, if she walked ever so short 
a distance to buy a ribbon in Southampton Bow, was followed by black 
Sambo with an enormous cane : who was always cared for, dressed, put 
to bed, and watched over by ever so many guardian angels, with and 
without wages. JJon Dieu, I, say, is it not hard that the fateful rush of 
the great Imperial struggle iSin’t take place without affecting a poor 
little harmless girl of eightees, who is occupied in billing and cooing, 
or working muslin collars in Bussell Square ? You, too, kindly, homely 
flower !—is the great roaring war tempest coming to sweep you down, 
,hfere,although cowering under tl»e shelter of Holborn 1 Yes; Napoleon is 
flinging his last stake, and poor little Emmy Sedley’s happiness forms, 
somehow, part of it. 

In the first place, her father’s fortune was swept down with that 
fatal news, All his speculations had of late gone -wrong with the 
luckless old gentleman. Ventures had failed; merchants had broken; 
funds had risen when he calculated they would fall. What need to 
particularise 1 If success is rare and slow, everybody knows how quick 
and easy ruin is. 014_Sedley had kept his own sad counsel. Every¬ 
thing seemed to go on .os usual in the quiet, opulent house ; the 
good-natured mistress pursuing, quite unsuspiciously, her bustling 
idleness, and daily easy avocations ; the daughter absoi-bed still in one 
selfish, tender thought, and quite regardless of all the world besides, 
when that final crash came, under Vhich the worthy family fell. 

One night Mrs. Sedley was writing cards for a party; the Osbornes 
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had given one, and she must not be behindhand ; John Sedley, who 
had come home very late from the city, sate silent at the chimney side, 
while his wife was prattling to him; Emmy had gone up to her room 
ailing and low-spirited. “She’s not happy,” the mother went on. 

“ George Osborne neglects her. I’ve no patience with the airs of those 
people. The girls have not been in the house these three weeks ; and^ 
George h.aa been twice in town without coming. Edward Dale saw 
him at the Opera. Edward would marry her I’m sure : and ^here’s 
Captain Dobbin who, I think, would—only I hate all army men. Such 
a dandy sfs George has become. With his military airs, indeed! _We 
must show some folks that we’re as good as they. Only give Edward 
Dale any encouragement, and you’ll «e6. We must have a party, Mr. S. 
Why don’t you speak, John } Shall I say Tuesday fortnight 1 Why 
donH-you answer 1 Good God, John, what has happened 1 ” 

John Sedley sprang up out of his chair to meet his wife, who ran to 
him. He seized her in his arms, and said with a hasty voice, “ We’re 
ruined, Miiry. We’ve got the world to begin over again, dear. It’s 
beat that you should know aU, and at once.” As he spoke, he trembled ' 
in every limb,, and almost fell. He thought the news would have 
overpowered his wife—his wife, to whom he had never said a hard 
word. But it was he that was the most moved, sudden as the shook 
was to her. When he sank back into his seat, it was the wife that took 
the office of consoler. She took his trembling hand, and kissed it, and 
jnit it round her neck : she called him her John—her dear. John—her 
old man—her kind old man; she poured out a hundred words of 
incoherent love and tenderness ; her faithful voice and simple cai^sses 
wrought this sad heart up to an inexpressible delight and anguisli, and 
cheered and solaced his overburdened soul. , 

Only once in the course of the long nigllt as they sate together, and 
poor Sedley opened his pent-up soul, and *told the story of his losses 
and embarrassments—the treason of some of his oldest friends, the 
manly kindness of some, from whom he never could have expected it 
—in a general confession—only once did* the faithful wife give way to 
emotion. 

“ My God, my God, it will break Emmy’s heart,” she said. 

The father had forgottten the, poor girl. She was lying, awake and 
unhappy, overhead. In the midst of friends, home, and kind parents, 
she was alone. To how many people can any one tell all 1 Who will 
be open where there is no sympathy, or has call to speak to those who 
never can understand ? Our gentle Amelia was thus solitary. She 
h.ad no confidante, so to speak, ever since she had anything to confide. 
She could not tell the old mother her doubts and cares ; the would-be 
gist^ seemed every day more strange to her. And she had misgivings 
and fears which she dared not acknowledge to herself, though she was 
always secretly brooding over them. . 

Her heart tried to persist in assrerting tliat George Osborne was 4 
worthy and faithful to her, thoughyme knew otherwise. How many a i 
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thing had she said, and got no coho from him. How many suspicions 
of selfishness and indifference had she to encounter and obstinately 
overcome. To whom could the poor little martyr tell these daily 
struggles and tortures 1 Her hero himself only half understood her. 
She did not dare to own that the man she loved was her inferior; or 
to feel that she had given her heart away too soon. Given once, the 
pure bashful maiden was too modest, too tender, too tristful, too weak, 
. too much woman to recal it. "We are Turks with the affections of our 
women ; and have made them subscribe to our doctrine too. We lot 
their bodies go abroad liberally enough, with smiles and riifglcts and 
^ pink bonnets to disguise them instead of veils and yakmaks. But their 
souls must be seen by only one* man, .and they obey not unwillingly, 
and consent to remiiin at home as our slaves—ministering to us and 
doing drud^ry for us. 

So imprisoned and toi.-tured was this gentle little heart, when in the 
month of March, Anno Domini 1815, Napoleon landed at Cannes, .and 
Louis'XVIII. fled, and all Europe was in alarm, ani the funds fell, 
and'old John Sedley was ruined. 

We are not going to follow the worthy old stockbroker through 
those last pangs and agonies of min through which he p.assed before his 
commercial demise befel. They declared him at the Stock Exchange ; 
he w.os absent from his house of business: his bills were protested: his 
act of bimkruptcy formal. The house and furniture of Bussell Square 
were seized and sold up, and he and his family were thrust away, as wo 
hav^seen, to hide their heads where they might. 

John Sedley had not the heart to review the domestic establishment 
who have appeared now apd anon in our pages, andnof whom he was 
now forced by poverty to‘'take leave. The wages of those worthy 
people were discharged with that punctuality which men frequently 
show who only owe in gre.at sums—^they were sorry to leave good 
places—but they did not break their hearts at parting from their 
adored master and mistress. Amelua’s maid was profuse in condolences, 
but went off quite resigned to better herself in a genteeler quarter of 
the town. Black S.ambo, with the infatuation of his profession, deter¬ 
mined on setting up a public-housej Honest old Mrs. Blenkinsop 
indeed, who had seen the birth of Jos and Amelia, and the wooing of 
John Sedley and his wife, was for staying by them without wages, 
having amassed n, considerable sum in their service: and she accom¬ 
panied the fallen people into their new and humble place of refuge, 
where she tended them and grumbled against them for a while. 

Of all Sedley’s opponents in his debates with his creditoi’s which 
now ensued, and harassed the feelings of the humiliated old gentleman 
so severely, that in sLx weeks he oldened more th.an he had done for 
fifteen years before—the most determined and obstin.ate seemed to be 
John Osborne, his old friend andyneighbour—John Osborne, whom he 
had set up in life—^who was undefca hundred obligations to him_^and 
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whose son was to marry Sedley’a daughter. Any one of these ciream" 
stances would account for the.bittemess ef Osborne’s opposition. 

When one man has been under very remarkable obligations to another, 
with whom he subsequently quarrels, a common sense of decency, as it 
were, makes of the former a much severe!- enemy than a mere stranger 
would be. To account for your own hard-heartedness and ingratitude 
in such a case, you are bound to prove the other party’s crime. It is 
not that you ^ selfish, brutal, and angry at the failure of a speculation 
—no, no—it is that your partner has led you into it by the basest 
treacliery.and with the most sinister motives. Fi-om a mere sense of 
consistency, a persecutor is bound to show that the fallen man is a 
villain—otherwise he, the persecutor, is a wretch himself. 

And as a general rule, which may make all creditors who are inclined 
to be severe, pretty comfortable in their minds, no men_ejBlja®P'-®®®i^''' 
are altogether honest, very likely. They conceal something; they 6 
e^ggeratS Chances of good-luck ; hide away the real state of afiairs;! 
say that things hre flourishing when they are hopeless; keep a smiling 
face (a dreary smile it is) upon the verge of bankruptcy—are ready to ■ 
lay hold of any pretext for delay or of any money, so as to stave off 
the inevitable ruin a few days longer. ‘‘Down with such dishonesty,^ 
says the creditor in triumph, and reviles his sinking enemy. “You 
fool, why do you catch at a straw ? ” calm good sense says to the man 
that is drowning. “You villain, why do you shrink from plunging 
into the irretrievable Gazette ? ’’ says prosperity to the poor devil 
battling in that black gulf. Who has not remarked the readinessIV 
with which the closest of friends and honestest of men suspect and i 
iccuse each other of cheating when they fall out on money matters ? 
Everybndx,.d 2 CS it. Everybody is right, I mppose, and t he world is a ' 
rogue. • 

Then Osborne had the intolerable sens* of former benefits to goad 
;>iid irritate him: these are always a cause of hostility .aggravated. 
Finally, he had to break off the match between Sedley’s daughter and 
ids son; and as it had gone very far .indeed, and as the poor girl’s 
happiness aud perhaps character were compromised, it was necessary 
io show the strongest reasons for the rupture, and for John Osbonie to 
prove John Sedley to be a very bad character indeed. 

At the meetings of creditoi-s, then, he comported himself with a 
lavageness aud scorn towiu'ds Sedley, which almost succeeded in 
breaking the heart of that ruined bankrupt man. On George’s inter-' 
jourse with Amelia he put an instant veto-^menacing the youth withi 
maledictions if he broke his commands, and vilipending the poor’ 
innocent girl as the basest and most artful of vixens. One of the great; 
conditions of anger and hatred is, that you must tell and believe lies 
igaiust the hated object, in order, as we said, to be consistent. 

When the groat crash came—^the announcement of ruin, and the 
leparture from llussell Square, an<y the declaration that all was over 
between her and George—all ovej/betweon her and love, her and 
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happiness, her and faith in the world—a hmtal letter from John 
‘ Osborne told her in a few curt lines that her fiither’s conduct had been 
: of such a nature that all engagements between the families were at an 
' end—^when the final award came, it did not shock her so much as her 
parents, as her mother rather expected (for John Sedley himself was 
entirely prostrate in the ruins of his own affairs and shattered honCur) 

I Amelia took the news very palely and calmly. It was only the con¬ 
firmation of the dark presages which had long gone beftre. It was the 
mere reading of the sentence—of the crime she had long ago been 
guilty—the crime of loving wrongly, too violently, against reason. She 
told no more of her thoughts now than she had before. She seemed 
scarcely more unhappy now wke^ convinced all hope was over, than 
before when she felt but dared not confess that it was gone. So she 
changed from the large house to the small one without any mark or 
‘difference; remained in her little room for the most part; pined 
'silently; and died away day by day. 1 do .not mean to say that all 
•females are so. My dear Miss Bullock, I do not think'yoMr heart would 
break, in this way. You are a strong-minded young woman with 
prefer principles. I do not venture to say that mine would ; it has 
scfffered, and, it must be confessed, survived. But there arc some souls 
^hus gently constituted, thus fraL4 and delicate, and tender. 

Whenever old John Sedley thought of the affair between George and 
Amelia, or alluded to it, it was with bitterness almost as great as' Mr. 
Osborne himself had shown. He cui'sed Osborne and his family as 
heartless, wicked, and ungrateful. No power on earth, he sworc; 
would induce him to marry his daughter to the son of such a 
villain, and he ordered Emmy to banish George from her mind, 
and to return all the presents and letters which she had over had 
from him. “ 

She promised acquiescence, and tried to obey. She put up the two 
or three trinkets: and, as for the letters, she drew them out of the 
place where she kept them; and read them over—as if she did not 
. know them by heart already: but she could not part with them. 
' That effort was too much for her ; she placed them b.ack in her bosom 
again—^as you have seen a woman nurse a child that is dead. Young 
Amelia felt th.at she would die or lose her senses outright, if torn away 
from this last consolation. How she used to blush and lighten u]> 
when tho.se letters came! How she used to trip away with a beating 
heart, so that she might read unseen. If they were cold, yet how 
i perversely this fond little soul interpfeted them into warmth. If they 
were short or selfish, what exeuses she found for the writer! 

It was over these few worthless papers that she brooded and brooded. 
She lived in her past life—every letter seemed to recal some circum¬ 
stance of it. How well she remembered them all! His looks and 
tones, his dress, what he said and how—these relics and remembrances 
iff deanl affection were all that '^ere left her in the world. And tin 
' business of her life, was—to watcr^tKe corpse of Love. 
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To death she looked with inexpressible longing. Then, she thought, j 
I shall alwaysT)e able to foliow hiiSr ~T aih hot praising her conduct or 
setting her up as a model for Miss Bullock to imitate. Mias B. knows 
how to regulate her feelings better than this poor little creature. Miss 
B. would never have committed herself as that imprudent Amelia had 
done ; pledged her love irretrievably; confessed her heart away, and 
got back nothing—only a brittle promise which was snapt and worth¬ 
less in a moment. A long engagement is a partnership which one 
party is free to keep or to break, but which involves all the capital of . 
the othep . ’ 

Be cautious then, young ladies; be wary how you engage. Be shy 
of loving frankly ; never tell all jop feel, or (a better way still) feel 
very little. See the consequences of being prematurely honest and 
confiding, and mistrust yourselves and everybody. Get yourselves 
|married as they do in France, where the lawyers are the bridesmaids 
[and confidantes. At any rate, never have any feelings which may 
make you uncsmfortable, or make any promises which you cannot 
at any required moment command and withdraw. ’ That is thq way 
to get on, and be respected, and have a virtuous character in Vanity 
Fair. • 

If Amelia could have heard the comments regarding her which were 
made in the circle from which her fathei-’s ruin had just driven her, she 
would have seen what her own crimes were, and how entirely her cha¬ 
racter was jeopardied. Such criminal imprudence Mrs. Smith never 
knew of; such horrid familiarities Mrs. Brown had always condemned, 
and the end might be a warning to Aer daughters. “ Captain Osborne, 
of course, could not marry a bankrupt’s daughter,” the Miss Dobbins 
said. “ It was quite enough to have been swindled by the fiither. As 
for that little Amelia, her folly had really biassed all—” 

“ All what 1 ” Captain Dobbin roared out. “ Haven’t they been 
engaged over since they were children ? Wasn’t it as good as a marriage ? 
Dare any soul on earth breathe a woi-d against the sweetest, the purest, 
the tenderest, the most angelical of j’oung women ? ” 

“ La, William, don’t be so highty tighty with us. We’re not men. 
We can’t fight you,” Miss Jane said. “We’ve said nothing against 
Miss Ssdley : but that her conduct throughout was most imprudent, aot 
to call it by any worse name; and that her parents are people who 
certainly merit their misfortunes.” 

“ Hadn’t you better, now that Miss Sedley is free, propose for her 
yourself, WUliam 1 ” Miss Ann asked sarcastically. “ It would be a 
most eligible family connexion. He ! he ! ” 

“ I marry her! ” Dobbin said, blushing very much, and talking quick. 

“ If you are so re.ady, young ladies, to chop and change, do you suppose 
that sAe is ? Laugh and sneer at that angel. She can’t hear it; and 
she’s miserable and unfortunate, and deserves to be laughed at. Go 
on joking, Ann. You’re tlie wit of the family, and the others like to 
hear it.” 
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“ I must tell you again we’re not in a barrack, William,” Miss Ann 
remarked. 

“In a barrack, by Jove—I wish anybody in a barrack would say 
what you do,” cried out this uproused British lion. “ I should like to 
^ hear a man breathe a word against her, by Jupiter. But men don’t 
tdllc in this w.ay, Ann: it’s only women, who get together and hiss, 
•'and shriek and,cackle. There, get away—don’t begin to cry. I only 
■■'said you were a couple of geese,” Will Dobbin said, perceiving Miss 
Ann’s pink eyes were beginning to moisten as usual. “ Well, yon’i-e 
not geese, you’re swans—anything you like, only do, do leave Miss 
Sedlfey alone.” 

Anything like William’s infatuation about that silly little flirting, 
ogling thing was never known, the mamma and sisters agreed together 
in thinking; and they trembled lest, her eng<agement being off with 
Osborne, she should take up immediately her other admirer and 
Captain. In which forebodings these worthy young women no doubt 
judged according to the best of their experience ; or rather (for as yet 
they, had had no 'opportunities or marrying or of jilting) according to 
their own notions of right and wrong. 

“ It is a mercy, mamma, that the regiment is ordered abi’oad,” the 
girls said. “ This danger, at any rate, is spared our brother.” 

Such, indeed, was the fact; and so it is that the French Emperor 
comes in to perform a part in this domestic comedy of Vanity Fair 
which we are now playing, and which would never have been enacted 
j without the intervention of this august mute personage. It was ho 
'that j-uined the Bourbons and Mr. John Sedley. It was he whose 
arrival in his capital called up all France in arms to defend him there; 
and all Europe to oust him. While the French nation and army were 
swearing fidelity round th© eagles in the Champ de Mai, four mighty 
European hosts were getting in motion for the great chasse d Vaigle; 
and one of these was a British army, of which two heroes of ours, 
Captain Dobbin and Captain Osborne, formed a portion. 

The news of Napoleon’s eswape and landing was received by the 
gallant —th with a fiery delight and enthusiasm, which everybody can 
understand who knows tliat famous corps. From the colonel to the 
smallest drummer in the regiment, all were filled with hope and 
ambition and patriotic fury ; and thanked the French Emperor as for 
a personal kindness in coming ‘to disturb the peace of Europe. Now 
‘ was the time the —th had so long panted for, to show their comrades 
: in arms that the)' could fight as well as the Peninsular veter.ans, and 
■ that all the pluck and valour of the —^th had not been killed by the 
West Indies and the yellow fever. Stubble and Spoony looked to get 
their companies without purchase. Before the end of the campaign 
(which she resolved to share), Mrs. M.ajor O’Dowd hoped to write 
herself Mrs. Colonel O’Dowd, C.B. Our two friends (Dobbin and 
Osbome) were quite as much excited as the rest: and each in his w.ay 
•—Mr. Dobbin very quietly, Mr. Os^)orne very loudly and energetically 
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—was bent upon doing his duty, and gaining his share of honour and 
distinction. 

The agitation thrilling through the country and army in consequence 
of this news was so great, that private matters were little heeded: and. 
hence probably George Osborne, just gazetted to his company, busy | 
with preparations for the march, which must come inevitably, and I 
panting for further promotion—was not so much affected by other j 
incidents which would have interested him at a more quiet period. 
He was not, it must be confessed, very much cast down by good old 
Mr. Sedley’s catastrophe. He tried his new uniform, which became 
him very handsomely, on the day when the first meeting of the 
creditors of the unfortunate gentlcnyitt took place. His father told him 
of the wicked, rascally, shameful conduct of the bankrupt, PSminded 
him of what he had said about Amelia, and that their connexion was 
broken off for ever; and gave him that evening a good sum of money 
to pay for the now clothes and epaulets in which he looked so well. 
Money was alwhys useful to this free-handed young fellow, and ho 
took it without many words. Tlie bills were up in the Sedley house, 
where he had passed so many, many happy hours. He could see them 
as he walked from home that night (to the Old Slaughters’, whore ho 
put up when in town) shining white in the moon. That comfortable* 
home was shut, then, upon Amelia and her parents : where had they 
taken refuge ? The thought of their ruin affected him not a little. He 
was very melancholy that night in the coffee-room at the Slaughters’; 
and drank a good deal, as his comrades remarked there. 

Dobbin came in presently, cautioned him about the drink, whidh he 
only took, he said, because he was deuced low; but when his friend 
began to put to him clumsy inquiries, and, asked him for news in a 
significant manner, Osborne declined entering into conversation with 
him; avowing, however, that he was devili^i disturbed and unhappy. 

Tliree d.ays afterwards, Dobbin found Osborne in his room at the 
barracks:—his head on the tabic, a number of papers about, the young 
Captain evidently in a state of great dedjiondency. “ She—she’s sent I 
me back some things I gave her—some damned trinkets. Look here !" I 
There was a little packet directed in the well-known hand to Captain 
George Osborne, and some things lying about—a ring, a silver knife ho 
had bought, as a boy, for her at a fair; a gold chain, and a locket with 
hair in it. “ It’s all over,” said he, with a groan of sickening remorse. 

“ Look, Will, you may read it if you like.” 

There was a little letter of a few lines, to which he pointed, which 
said;^ 


“ Mj^apa has ordered me to return to you these presents, which you 
made in happier days to me; and I am to write to you for tlie last 
time. I think, I know 3 'ou feel as much as I do the blow which has 


come upon us. It is I that absolve 
impossible in our present misery 


re wAu 


. from an engagement which is 
sure you had no shore in it, or 
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in the cruel suspicions of Mr. Osborne, which are the hardest of all our 
griefs to bear*. Far-ewell. Far-ewell. I pray God to strengthen me to 
bear this and other calamities, and to bless you always. A. 

“ I shall often play upon the piano—^your piano. It was like you to 
send it.” 


Dobbin was very soft-hearted. The sight of women and children in 
pain always used to melt him. The idea of Amelia broken-hearted and 
lonely, tore that good-natured soul with anguish. And he broke out 
, into an emotion, which anybody who likes may consider unmanly. He 
! swofe that Amelia was an angel, to which Osborne said aye with all 
(his heai’t. lie, too, had been reviewing the history of their lives,—and 
had seer her from her childhood to her present .age, so .“weet, so inno¬ 
cent, so channingly simple, and artlessly fond and tender. 

Wh.at a p.ang it was to lose all that: to have had it and not prized 
it! A thous<and homely scenes .and recollections crowded on him—in 
which he alw.ays saw her good and beautiful. And’ for himself, he 
blushed with remorse and shame, as the remembrance of his own 
selfishness and indifference contrasted with that perfect purity. For 
a while, glory, war, everything was forgotten, and the pair of friends 
talked about her only. 

“ Where are they 2 ” Osborne asked, after a long talk, and a long 
pause,—and, in truth, with no little shame at thinking that he had 
taken no steps to follow her. “ Where are they 2 There’s no address 
to the note.” 

f Dobbin knew. He hiid not merely sent the piano; but had written 
a note to Mrs. Sedley, and asked permission to come and see her,—and 
he had seen her, and Amelia too, yesterday, before he came down to 
Chatham ; and, what is mfire, he had brought that farewell letter and 
packet which had So movedtthem. 

The good-natured fellow had found Mrs. Sedley only too willing to 
: receive him, .and greatly agitated by the arrival of the piano, which. 

as she conjectured, vnust hav% come from George, and was a signal of 
1 amity on his part. Captain Dobbin did not correct this error of the 
worthy lady, but listened to .all her story of complaints and misfortunes 
with gi-eat sympatliy—condoled with her losses and pidvations, .and 
agreed in reprehending the cruel conduct of Mr. Osborne towards his 
firat benefactor. When she had eased her overflowing bosom somewhat, 
and poured forth many of her sorrows, he had the courage to a.sk 
actually t^ see Ameli.a, who was above in her room as usual, and whom 
her mother led trembling down stairs. 

Her appearance was so ghastly, and her look of despair so pathetic, 
that honest William Dobbin was frightened .os he beheld it; and read 
the most fat.al forebodings in that pale fixed face. After sitting in his 
company a minute or two, .she put the packet into his hand, and said, 
“Take this to Captain Osborne,feif you please, .and—and I hope he's 
quite weU—and it was very kiud^pf you to come and see us—and we 
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like our new house very much. And I—I think I’ll go up stairs. 
Mamma, for I’m not very strong.” And with this, and a curtsey imd 
a smile, the poor child went her way. The mother, as she led her up, 
east back looks of anguish towards Dobbin. The good fellow wanted 
no such appeal. He loved her himself tpo fondly for that. Inexpres¬ 
sible grief, and pity, and terror pursued him, and he came away as if he 
was a criminal after seeing her. 

When Osborne heard that his friend had found her. Be made hot and 
.anxious inquiries regiirding the poor child. How was she 1 How did • 
she look ? Whiit did she say 1 His comrade took his hand, and 
looked him in the face. 

“George, she’s dying,” William Dobbin said,—and could speak no'‘''‘ 
more. • 

There was a buxom Irish servant-girl, who performed all the duties; 
of the little house where the Sedley family had found refuge : and this 
girl had in vain, on many previous days, striven to give Amelia aid or 
consolation. Emmy was much too sad to answer, or even to be aware 
of the attempts the other was making in her favour. 

Eour hours after the talk between Dobbin and Osborne, this servant -1 
maid came into Amelia’s room, where she sate as usual, brooding! 
silently over her letters—her little treasures. The girl, smiling, and i 
looking arch and happy, made many trials to attract poor Emmy’s 
attention, who, however, took no heed of her. 

“Miss Emmy,” said the girl. 

“I’m coming,” Emmy said, not looking round. 

“ There’s a message,” the maid went on. “ There’s something—some^" 
body—sure, here’s a new letter for you—don’t bo reading them old 
ones any more.” And she gave her a Jetter, w'hich Emmy took 
and read. ^ 

“ I must see you,” the letter said. “ Dearest Emmy—dearest love— 
dearest wife, come to me.” 

George and her mother were outside, jvaitiug until she had read the \ 
'etter. 


CHAPTEE XIX. - 

MISS CRAWLET AT NURSE. 

Wfe have seen how Mrs. Firkin, the lady’s-maid, as soon as any event 
of importance to the Crawley fhmilycame to her knowledge, felt bound 
to communicate it to Mrs. Bute Crawley, at the Eoctory; aud have 
before mentioned how particularly kind .and attentive that good-natured 
lady was to Miss Crawley’s confidential servant. She had been a 
gracious friend to Mrs. Briggs, the comnanion, also; and had secured the 
latter’s good-will by a number of th«e attentions and promises, which 

I. S 
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cost 80 littU In the making; and are yet so valuable and agreeable to the 
recipient. Indeed every good economist and manager of a household 
must know how cheap and yet how amiable these professions are, and 
what a flavour they give to the most homely dish in life. Who was the 
blundering idiot who said that'" fine words butter no parsnips ? ” Half 
the parsnips of society are served and rendered palatable with no other 
sauce. As the immortal Alexis Soyer can make more delicious soup 
for a halfpenny than an ignorant cook can concoct with pounds of vege¬ 
tables and meat, so a skilful artist will make a few simple and pleasing 
phrases go farther than ever so much substantial benefit-stock in the 
hands of a mere bungler. Nay, we know that substantial benefits often 
sicken some stomachs; whereas,, most will digest any amount of fine 
words, and be always eager for more of the same food. Mrs. Bute had 
told Briggs and Firkin so often of the depth of her affection for them ; 
and what she would do, if she had Miss Crawley’s fortune, for friends so 
excellent and attached, that the ladies in question had the deepest regard 
for her ; and felt as much gratitude and confidence as if Mrs. Bute had 
loaded them with the most expensive favours. 

Bawdon Crawley, on the other hand, like a selfish heavy dragoon as 
he was, never took the least trouble to conciliate his ■aunt’s aide-de- 
camp, showed his contempt for the pair with entire frankness—made 
Firkin pull off his boots on one occasion—sent her out in the rain on 
ignominious messages—and if he gave her a guinea, flung it to her as if 
it were a box on the ear. As his aunt, too, made a butt of Briggs, the 
Captain followed the example, and levelled his jokes at her—jokes about 
as delicate as a kick from his charger. Whereas, Mrs. Bute consulted 
her in matters of taste or difficulty, admired her poetry, and by a 
thousand acts of kindness and politeness, showed her appreciation of 
’ Briggs ; and if she made F&kin a twopenny-halfpenny present, accom¬ 
panied it with so many compliments, that the twopence-halfpenny was 
transmuted into gold in the heart of the grateful waiting-maid, who, 
besides, was looking forwards quite contentedly to some prodigious 
benefit which must happen to her on the day when Mrs. Bute came in 
to her fort.une. 


The different conduct of these two people is pointed out respectfully 
to the attention of persons commencing the world. Praise everybody, 
I say to such : never be squeamish, but speak out your compliment both 
^int-blank in a man’s face, and behind his back, when you know there 
IS a reasonable chance of his hearing it again. Never lose a chance of 
'saying a kind word. As Collingwood never saw a vacant place i^ his 
ffifhte but he took an acorn out of his pocket and popped it in ; so deal 
with your compliments through life. An acorn costs jiotliiEg.i 
I may sprout into a prodigious bit of timber. 

' In a word, during Eawdon Crawley’s prosperity, lie was only obeyed 
with sulky acquiescence ; when his disgrace came, there was nobody to 


help or pity him. Whereas, whte^’^ Bute took the command at 
Miss Crawley’s house, the garrisoyr-there were charmed to act under 
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auch a leader, expecting all sorts of promotion from her promises, her 
generosity, and her kind words. 

That he would .consider himself beaten, after one defeat, and make no 
attempt to regain the position he had. lost, Mrs. Bute Crawley never 
allowed herself to suppose. She knew Rebecca to be too clever and 
spirited, and desperate a woman to submit without a struggle ; and felt 
that she must prepare for that combat, and be incesssantly watchful 
against assault, or mine, or surprise. 

In the first place, though she held the town, was she sure of the prin¬ 
cipal inltabitant 1 Would Miss Crawley herself hold out; and had she 
not a secret longing to welcome back the ousted adversary ? The old 
lady liked Eawdon, and Rebecca, *villo amused her. Mrs. Bute coidd 
not disguise from herself the fact that none of her party cofflil so con¬ 
tribute to the pleasures of the town-bred lady. “ My girls’ singing after 
that little odious governess’s, I know is unbearable,” the candid rector’s 
wife owned to herself. “ She always used to go to sleep when Martha 
and Louisa played their duets. Jim’s stiflT college manners and poor 
dear Bute’s talk about his dogs and horses always annoyed her. * If I 
took her to tlje Rectory, she would grow angry with us all, and fly, 

I know she would; and might fall into that horrid Rawdon’s clutches 
.again, and be the victim of that little viper of a Sharp. Meanwhile, it 
is clear to me that she is exceedingly unwell, and cannot move for some 
weeks, at any rate ; during which we must think of some plan to protect 
her from the arts of those unprincipled people.” 

In the very best of moments, if anybody told Miss Crawley that she 
was, or looked ill, the trembling old lady sent off for her doctor ;*and I 
daresay she was very unwell after the sudden family event, which might 
serve to shake stronger nerves than hers. »At least, Mrs. Bute thought - 
it was her duty to inform the physician, and the .apothecary, and the 
dame-de-compaguie, and the domestics, that Miss Crawley was in a most 
critical skate, and that they were to act accordingly. She had the street 
laid knee-deep with straw ; and the knocker put by with Mr. Bowls’s 
plate. She insisted that the Doctor shoufd call twice a day ; and deluged 
her patient with draughts every two hours. When anybody entered the 
room, she uttered a shshshsh so sibilant and ominous, that it frightened 
the poor old lady in her bed, fi-om which she could not look without 
seeing Mrs. Bute’s be.ady eyes eagerly fixed on her, as the hatter sat 
stedfast in the arm-chair by the bed-side. They seemed to lighten in 
the dark (for she kept the curtains closed) as she moved about the room 
on velvet paws like a cat. There Miss Crawley lay for days—ever so 
many days—^Mrs. Bute reading books of devotion to her: for nights, 
long nights, during which she had to he.ar the w.atchman sing, tlie night- 
light sputter ; visited at midnight, the last thing, by the ste.althy apo¬ 
thecary ; and then left to look at Mrs. Buie’s twinkling eyes, or the 
flicks of yellow that the rushlight threw on the di’eary darkened ceiling. 
H.ygoia herself would have fallen sijjk under such a regimen; and hqw 
much more this poor old nervousj^.ctim ? It has been said that when 
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she was ia health and good spirits, this venerahle inhabitant of Vanity 
Fair had as free notions about religion and morals as Monsieur de 
, Voltaire himself could desire, but when illness overtook her, it was 
■ aggravated by the most dreadful teri-oi’s of death, and an utter cowai’dice 
took possession of the prostrate old sinner. 

Sick-bed homilies and pious reflections are, to be sure, out of place in 
mere story-books, and we are not going (after the fashion of some 
novelists of the present day) to cajole the public into a sermon, when 
it is only a comedy that the reader pays his money to witness. But, 
without preaching, the truth may surely be borne in mind, that the 
bustle, and triumph, and laughtep, and gaiety which Vanity Fair exhi- 
4>itr»dn public, do not always pursue'the performer into private life, and 
that the most dreary depression of spirits and dismal repentances some¬ 
times overcome him. Kecollection of the best ordained banquets will 
scarcely cheer sick epicures. Reminiscences of the most becoming 
dresses and brilliant ball-triumphs will go very little, w.ay to console 
faded beauties. Perhaps statesmen, at a particular period of existence, 
are not much gratified at thinking over the most triumphant divisions; 
and the success or the pleasure of yesterday become'of v'cry small 
.account when a cei'tain (albeit uncertain) morrow is in view, about 
which all of us must some day or other be speculating. O brother v/earers 
of motley ! Are there not moments when one grows sick of grinning 
and tumbling, !uid the jingling of cap and bells 1 This, dear friends and 
companions, is my amiable object—to walk with you Ihi-ough the Fair, 
to exiimine the shops and the shows there; and that we should all come 
home after the flare, and the noise, and the gaiety, and be perfectly 
miserable in pidvate. 

C 

“ If that poor man of mine had a head on his shoulders,” Mrs. Bute 
Crawley thought to herself, “ how useful he might be, under present cir¬ 
cumstances, to this unhappy old lady! He might make her rciient of 
her shocking free-thinking ways ; he might urge her to do her duty, and 
cast off that odious reprobate who has disgraced himself and his family; 
and he might induce her to do justice to my dear girls and the tw'o boy.s, 
who require and deserve, I am sure, every assistance which their 
relatives can give them.” 

And, as the hatred of vice is always a progress towards virtue, 
Ml’S. Bute Crawley endeavoured to instil into her sister-in-l.aw a proper 
abhorrence for all Rawdon Crawley's manifold sins: of which his 
uncle’s wife brought forward such a catalogue ns indeed would have 
.served to condemn a whole regiment of young officers. If a man has 
jeommitted w’rong in life, I don’t know any moralist more anxious to 
.point his errors out to the world th.an his own relations ; so Mrs. Bute 
phowed a perfect family interest and knowledge^Raw’don’s history, 
olie had all the particulars of thaf; ugly quarrel with Captain Marker, 
in which Rawdon, wrong from the beginning, ended in shooting the 
Captain. She knew how the unhappy Lord Dovedale, whose mamma 
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nad taken a house at Oxford, so that he might be educated there, and 
■who had never touched a card in his life 'till ho came to Loudon, was 
perverted by Eawdon at the Cocoa Tree, made helplessly tipsy by this 
abominable seducer and perverter of youth, and fleeced of four thousand 
pounds. She described with the most vivid minuteness the agonies of 
the country families whom he had ruined—^thc sons whom he had 
plunged into dishonour and poverty—^the daughte:^ whom he had 
inveigled into perdition. She knew tlie poor tradesmen who were bank.- 
vupt by his extravagance—^the mean shifts and I’ogueries with which 
he had ministered to it—^the astounding falsehoods by which he had 
imposed upon the most generous of aunts, anil the. ingratitude and ridi¬ 
cule by which he had repaid her s.iCMfices. She imparted these stories 
gradually to Miss Crawley ; gave her the whole benefit of tllBHt; 
to be her bounden duty as a Christian woman and mother of a family 
to do so ; had not the smallest remorse or compunction for the victim 
whom her tongue was immolating ; nay, very likely thought her act 
was quite meriWious, and plumed herself upon her resolute manner of 
performing it. Yes, if a man’s character is to be abused, say what you 
will, there’s nobody like a relation to do the business. And one is bound 
t o own, regarcling this unfortunate wretch of a Eawdon Crawley, that 
the mere truth was enough to condemn him, and that all inventions of 
scandal were quite superfluous pains on his friends’ parts. 

Eebecca, too, being now a relative, came in for the fullest share of 
IMi-s. Bute’s kind inquiries. This indefatigable pursuer of truth (having 
given strict orders that the door was to be denied to all emissaries or 
letters from Eawdon), took Miss' Crawley’s carriage, and drove*to her 
old friend Miss Pinkerton, at Minerva House, Chiswick Mall, to whom 
•she announced the dreadful intelligence of^Captain Eawdon’s seduction 
by Miss Sharp, and from whom she got sundr-y strairge particulars 
regarding the ex-governess’s birth and 6arly history. Tire friend of 
the Lexicographer had plenty of information to give. Miss Jemima 
was made to fetch the drawing-masters receipts and loiters. This one 
was from a spunging-houso : that entrehted an advance : another was 
full of gratitude for Eebecca’s reception by the ladies of Chiswick : 
and the last document from the unlucky ai’tist’s pen was that in which, 
from his dying bed, he recommended his orphan child to Miss Pink¬ 
erton’s protection. There ■u'ere juvenile letters and petitions from 
Eebecca, too, in the collection, imploring aid for her father, or declaring 
her own gratitude. Perhaps in Vanity Pair there are no better satires 
than letters. Take a bundle of your dear friend’s of ten yeiirs back— 
.. your dear friend whom you hate now. Look at a file of your sister’s ! 
i liow you clung to each other till you quarrelled about the twenty pound 
legacy ! Get do'wn the round-hand sciawls of your son who has halt 
^ broken your heart with selfish undutifulness since ; or a parcel of your 
own, breathing endless ardour and love eternal, which were scut back 
by your mistress when she married the Nabob—^j'our mistress for 
whom you now care no more the 1 for Queen Elizabeth. Vows, love, 
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firomises, confidences, gratitude, how queerly they read after a while ! 
[There ought to be a law in Vanity Fair ordering tlie destraetion of 
every written document (except receipted tradesmen’s hills) after a 
pertain brief and proper interval. Those quacks and misanthropes who 
advertise indelible .Japan ink', should bo made to perish along with 
3ieir wicked discoveries. The best ink for Vanity Fair use wotdd be 
one that faded utterly in a couple of days, and left the paper clean and 
.i>lank, so that you might write on it to somebody else. 

From Miss Pinkerton’s the indefatigable Mrs. Bute followed the 
track of Sharp and his daughter back to the lodgings in Greek Street, 
which the defunct painter had occupied ; and where portraits of the 
landlady in white satin, and of tke Jiusband in brass buttons, done by 
^isajip iTT lieu of a quarter’s rent, still decorated the parlour walls. 
'Mrs. Stokes was a communicative person, and quickly told all she 
knew about Mr. Sharp ; how dissolute and poor ho was ; how good- 
: natured and amusing ; how he was always hunted by bailiffs and duns ; 
how, to the landlady’s horror, though she never could abide the woman, 
he did not marry his wife till a short time before her death ; and what 
a queer little wild vixen his daughter was; how she kept them all 
laughing with her fun ahd mimicry; how she used to fetch the gin 
from the public-house, and was known in all the studios in the quarter 
—4u brief, Mrs. Bute got such a full account of her new niece’s 
■parentage, education, and behaviour as would scarcely have pleased 
Bebecca, had the latter known that such inquiries were being made 
concerning her. 

Of -all these industrious researches Miss Crawley had the full benefit. 
jiSpi- Eawdon Crawley was the daughter of an opera-girl. She had 
danced herself. She liad been a model to the painters. She was 
brought up as became her mother’s daughter. She drank gin with her 
father, &c. &c. It was a lost woman who was married to a lost man; 
and the moral to be inferred from Mrs. Bute’s tale was, that the 
knavery of the p.air was irremediable, and that no properly-conducted 
person should ever notice them again. 

These were the materials which prudent Mrs. Bute g.athered together 
in Park Lane, the pi’ovisions and ammunition as it were with which 
she fortified the house against the siege which she knew that Eawdon 
and his wife would lay to Miss Crawley. 


But if a fault may be found with her arrangements, it is this, that 
she was too eager: she managed rather too well; undoubtedly she 
made Miss Crawley more ill than was necessary ; and though the old 
inv.alid succumbed to her authority, it was so harassing and severe, 
that the victim w-ould be inclined to escape at the very first chance 
which fell in her way. Managing women, the ornaments of their sex, 
—women who order everything" for everybody, and know so much 
better than any person concerned,what is good for their neighbours, 
.don’t sometimes speculate upon tl^ possibility of a domestic revolt, or 
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upon other extreme consequences resulting from their overstrained 
authority. 

Thus, for instance, Mrs. Bute, with the best intentions no doubt in 
the world, and wearing herself to death as .she did by foregoing sleep, 
dinner, fresh .air, for the sake of her invalid sister-in-law, carried her 
conviction of the old lady’s illness so far that she almost mau.aged her 
into her coffin. She pointed out her sacrifices and their results one day 
to the constant apothec.ary,' Mr. Clump. 

“ I am sure, my dear Mr. Clump,” .she said, “no efforts of mine have 
been wanting to restore our dear invalid, whom the ingratitude of her 
nephew lias laid on the bed of sickness. I never shrink from pereonal 
discomfort: I never refuse to s<acrifice myself.” 

“ Your devotion, it must be confissed, is admirable,” Mr. ^lurr-MVi^r 
with a low bow ; “ but ”— 

“ I have sc.arcely closed my eyes since my arrival; I give up sleep, 
he:dtli, every comfort, to my sense of duty. When my poor James was 
in the small-pox, did I allow any hireling to nurse him ? No.” 

“ You did what became an excellent mother, my dear Madam—the 
best of mothers ; but—” 

“As the mother of a family and the wife of an English clergyman,! 
humbly trust that my principles are good,” Mrs. Bute said, with a 
h.appy solemnity of conviction ; “ and, as .ong as Nature supports me, 
never, never, Mr. Clump, will I desert the post of duty. Others may 
bring that gr.ay head with sorrow to the bed of sickness (hei-e Mrs. 
Bute, waving her hand, pointed to one of old Miss Crsiwley’s coffee- 
coloui'cd fronts, which was perched on a stand in the dressing-^oom), 
but I will never quit it. Ah, Mr. Clump ! I fear, I know, that that 
couch needs spii-itual as well as medical consolation.” 

“ What I was going to observe, my dear ^adam,”—^here the resolute 
Clump once more intei'posed with a blanj} air—“ what I was going to 
observe when you gave utterance to sentiments which do you so much 
honour, was that I think you alarm' yourself needlessly about our kind 
friend, and sacrifice your own health too,prodigally in her favour.” 

“ I would lay down my life for my duty, or for any member of my 
husband’s family,” Mrs. Bute interposed. 

“ Yes, Mad.am, if need were ; but wo don’t want Mrs. Bute Crawley 
to be a martyr,” Clump said gallantly. “ Dr. Squills and myself have 
both considered Miss Crawley’s case with every anxiety and care, a.s 
you may suppose. We see her low-spirited and nervous; family events 
have agitated her.” 

“Her nepliew will come to perdition,” Mrs. Crawley cried. 

“ Have agitated her: and you arrived like a guardian angel, my dear 
Madam, a positive guardian angel, I assure you, to soothe her under 
the pressure of calamity. But Dr. Squills and I were thinking that our 
amiable friend is not in such a state as renders confinement to her bed 
necessary. She is depressed, but this confinement perhaps adds to 
her depre-ssion. She should have change, fresh air, gaiety; the most 
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delightful remedies in the pharmacopoeia,” Mr. Clump said, g- inning 
and showing his handsome teeth. “Persviade her to rise, dear hladam ; 
drag her from her couch and her low spirits; insist upon her taking 
little drives. They will restore the roses too to your cheeks, if I may 
so speak to Mi-s. Bute Crawley.” 

“ The sight of her horrid nephew casually in the Park, where I am 
told the wretch, drives with jthe brazen partner of his crimes,” Mrs. 
Bute said (letting the cat of selfishness out of the bag of secrecy), 
“ would cause her such a shock, that we should have to bring her 
' back to bed again. She must not go out, Mr. Clump. She ^hal.l not 
go oiit as long as I remain to watch over her. And as for my health, 
what matter's it 2 I give it cheerfully. Sir. I sacrifice it at the altar 

“ Upon my word, Madam,” Mr. Clump now said bluntly, “ I won't 
answer for her life if she remains locked up in that dark room. She is 
so nervous that •U'e may lose her any day; ami if you wish Captain 
Crawley to be her heir, I warn you frankly. Madam, that you are doing 
• youi! very best to serve him.” 

“ Gracious mercy! is her life in danger 2 ” Mrs. Bute cried. “ Why. 
why, Mr. Clump, did you not inform me sooner 2 ” 

The night before, Mr. Clump and Dr. Squills had had a consultation 
(over a bottle of wine at the house of Sir Lapin Warren, whose lady 
was about to present him with a thirteenth blessing), regarding Miss 
Crawley and her case. 

“What a little harpy that woman from Hampshire is. Clump,” 
Squills remarked, “ that has seized upon old Tilly Crawley. Devilish 
good Madeira.” 

“What a fool Eawdon Cr.awdey has been,” Clump replied, “to 
go and marry a governess-! There was something about the girl, 
too.” • 

“ Green eyes, fair skin, pretty figure, famous frontal development,” 
Squills remarked. “ There is something about her ; and Crawley was 
a fool. Squills.” < 

“A d-fool—always was,” the apothecary replied. 

“ Of course the old girl wiU fling him over,” said the physician, and 
after a pause added, “ She’ll cut up well, I suppose.” 

“ Cut up,” says Clump with a grin; “ I wouldn’t have her cut up for 
two hundred a year.” 

“ That Hampshire woman will kill her in two months, Clump, my 
boy, if she stops about her,” Dr. Squills said. “ Old woman; full 
feeder; nervous subject; palpitation of the heart; pressure on the 
brain; apoplexy; off she goes. Get her up. Squills; get her out: or I 
wouldn’t give many weeks’ purchase for your tw<j hundred a year.” 
And it was acting upon this hint that the worthy apothecary spoke 
with so much candour to Mrs. Bute Crawley. 

' Having the old lady under her hand: in bed: with nobody near, 
Mrs. Bute had made more than obe assault upon her, to induce her to 

V 
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alter her will. But Miss Crawley’s usual terrors regarding death 
increased greatly when such dismal propositions were made to her, 
and Mrs. Bute saw that she must get her patient into cheerful spirits 
and liealth before she could hope to attain the pious object which she 
had in view. Whither to take her was the next puzzle. The only 
place where she is not likely to meet those odious Rawdons is at 
church, and that won’t amuse her, Mrs. Bute justly felt. “We must 
go and visit our beautiful suburbs of London,” she then thought. “ I 
hear they are the most picturesque in the world; ” and so she had a 
sudden interest for Hampstead, and Hornsey, and found that Bulwich 
had great charms for her, and getting her victim into her carriage, 
drove her to those rustic spots,•beguiling the little jou rney s 
conversations about Eawdon and his wife, and telling every story to 
the old lady which could add to her indignation against this pair of 
reprobates. 

Perhaps Mrs.Buto pulled the string unnecessarily tight. For though 
she -worked up Miss Crawley to a proper dislike of her disobedient 
nephew, the invalid had a gi'eat hatred and secret terror of her 
.vietimiser, .and panted to esc.ape from her. After a brief space, she 
rebelled ag.aiust Highgatc and Hornsey utterly. She would go into 
tjic Park. Mrs. Bute knew they would meet the abominable Kawdon 
Uhero, and she was right. One day in the ring, Bawdon’s stanhope 
came in .sight; Rebecca was seated by him. In the er.:;my’3 equipage 
Miss Crawley occupied her usual place, with Mrs. Bute on her left, the 
poodle and Miss Briggs on the back seat. It was a nervous moment, 
and Rebecca’s heart beat quick as she recognised the carriage; and as 
the two vehicles crossed each other in the line, she clasped her hands, 
and looked towards the spinster -with a face of agonised attachment 
and devotion. Eawdon himself trombley, and his face grew purple 
behind his dyed mustachios. Only old Briggs was moved in the other 
c<arriage, and cast her gre.at eyes nervously tow.ards her old friends. 
Miss Crawley’s bonnet was resolutely turned towards the Serpentine. 
Mrs. Bute happened to be in ecstacies with the poodle, and was calling 
him a little darling, and a sweet little zoggy, and a pretty pet. The 
carriages moved on, each in bis line. 

“ Done, by Jove,” Eawdon said to his wife. 

“ Try once more, Ikawdon,” Rebecca answered. “ Could not you lock 
your wheels into theirs, dearest ? ” 

Eawdon had not the heai-t for that manoeu-rre. When the caniages 
met again, he stood up in his stanhope; ho raised his hand ready to 
doff his hat; he looked with all his eyes. But this time Miss Crawley’s 
face was not turned away ; she and Mrs. Bute looked him full in the 
face, and cut their nephew pitilessly. He sank back in his seat with 
’*Eii oath, and striking out of the ring, d.ashed aw.ay desperately 
homewards. 

It was a gallant and decided triumph for Mrs. Bute. But she felt 
the danger of immy such meetings, as she saw the evident nervousness 
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of Miss Crawley; and she detei-mined that it was most necessary for 
her dear friend’s health, that they should leare town for a while, and 
recommended Brighton very strongly. 


CKAPTEH XX. 

IS WIIICU CArTAlS DOBBIN ACTS AS THB KESSENOEE OP UntEN. 

Without knowing how, Captain William Dobbin found himself the 
great promoter, arranger, and manager of the match between George 
"dJffiJrHtrTiad Amelia. But for him it never would liave taken place : 
he could not but. confess as much to himself, and smiled rather bitterly 
as he thought that he of all men in the world should be the person 
upon whom the care of this marriage had fallen. But though indeed 
the conducting of this negotiation was about as painfrfi a task as could 
be set to him, yet when he had a duty to perform. Captain Dobbin was 
aconstomed to go through it without many words or much hesitation : 
and, having made up his mind completely, that if Miss Sedley was 
balked of her husband she would die of the disappointment, he was 
determined to use all his best endeavours to keep her alive. 

I forbear to enter into minute particulars of the interview between 
George and Amelia, when the former was brought back to the feet (or 
should we venture to say the arms 1) of his young mistress by the inter¬ 
vention of his friend honest William. A much harder heart than 
George’s would have melted at the sight of that sweet face so sadly 
ravaged by grief and despair, and at the simple tender accents in which 
she told her little broken-hearted story : but as she did not faint when 
her mother, trembling, brought Osborne to her; and as she only gave 
relief to her overcharged grief, by laying her head on her lover’s 
shoulder and there weeping for a while the most tender, copious, and 
refreshing teai-s—old Mrs. Sedley, too greatly relieved, thought it was 
best to leave the young persons to themselves; and so quitted Emmy 
crying over George’s hand, and kissing it humbly, as if ho were her 
supreme chief and master, and as if she were quite a guilty and 
unworthy person needing every favour and grace from him. 

^ This prostration and sweet unrepining obedience exquisitely touched 
and flattered George Osborne. He saw a slave before him in th.at 
simple yieldmg faithful creature, and his soul within him thrilled 
secretly somehow at the knowledge of his power. He would be 
igenerous-minded, Sultan as he was, and raise up this kneeling Esther 
land make a queen of her: besides, her sadness and beauty touched him 
‘as much as her submission, and so he cheered her, and i-aised her up 
and forgave her, so to speak. All her hopes and feelings, which were 
dying and withering, this her sun having been removed from her, 
bloomed again and at once, its light being restored. You would scarcely 



A NOVEL WITHOUT A HERO. 


IW 


have recognised the beaming little face upon Amelia’s pillow that night 
ns the one that was laid there the night before, so wan, so lifeless, so 
careless of all rovind about. The honest Irish maid-servant, delighted 
with the change, asked leave to kiss the face that had grown all of a 
sudden so rosy. Amelia put her arms round the girl’s neck and kissed 
her with all her heart, like a child. She w.os little more. She had that 
jiight a sweet refreshing sleep, like one—and what spring of ine.'c- 
pressible happiness as she woke in the morning sunshine! 

“ He will he here again to-day,” Amelia thought. “ He is the greatest 
and be.st of men.” And the fact is, that George thought he was one of 
the generonsest ereatures alive; and that he was making a tremendous 
sacrifice in marrying this young creatijre. 

While she and Osborne were having their delightful 
stairs, old Mrs. Sedley and Captain Dobbin were conversing below upon 
the state of the affairs, and the chances and future arrangements of the 
young people. Mrs. Sedley having brought the two lovers together 
and left them embracing each other with all their might, like a true 
woman, was of opinion that no power on earth would induce Mr. Sedley 
to consent to the match between his daughter and the son of a man 
who had so shamefully, wickedly, and monstrously treated him. And 
she told a long story about happier days and their earlier splendours, 
when Osborne lived in a very humble way in the New Road, and his 
wife was too glad to receive some of Jos’s little baby things, with which 
Mrs. Sedley accommodated her at the birth of onejpf Osborne’s own 
children. The fiendish ingratitude of that man, she was sure, had 
broken Mr. S.’s heart: and .as for a marriage, he would never, n^ver, 
never, newii^nsent. 

“They must run away together. Ma’am,” Dobbin said, laughing, 

“ .and follow the example of Captain Rawdonilrawley, and Miss Emmy’s 
friend the little governess.” Was it possible ? Well she never! Mrs. 
Sedley wiis all excitement about this news. She wished that Blenkinsop 
were here to hear it: Blenkinsop always mistrusted th.at Miss Sharp. 
—What .an escape Jos had had ! and»she described the already 
well-known love passages between Rebecca and the Collector of 
Boggleywollah. 

It was not, however, Mr. Sedley’s wrath which Dobbin feared, so 
much as that of the other parent concerned, and he owned that he had 
a very considerable doubt .and anxiety respecting the behaviour of the 
black-browed old tyrant of a Russia merchant in Russell Square. He 
hdff'forbiddcn the match peremptorily Dobbin-thought. He knew ■ 
wh.at a savage determmed m.an Osborne was, and how he stuck by his 
word. “The only chance George has of reconcilement,” argued his 
friend, “ is by distinguishing himself in the coming campaign. If he 
dies they both go together. If he fails in distinction—what then? Ho 
has some money from his mother, I have heard—enough to purchase 
his majority—or he must sell put and go and dig in C.anada, or rough 
it in a cottage in tlie country.” With such a partner Dobbin thought 
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he would not mind Siberia—^and, strange to say, this absurd and utterly 
imprudent young fellow never for a moment considered that the want 
of means to keep a nice carriage and horses, and of an income which 
should enable its possessors to entertain their friends genteelly, ought 
to operate as bars to the union of fteorge and Mias Sedley. 

It was these weighty considerations which made him think too that 
the marriage should take place as quickly as possible. Was he anxious 
himself, I wonder, to have it over 1—as people, when death has occurred, 
like to press forward the funeral, or when a parting is resolved upon, 
fasten it. It is certain that Mr. Dobbin, having taken the matter in 
hand) was most extraordinarily eager in the conduct of it. He urged 
on (3eorge the necessity of immediate action: he showed the chances of 
jiSfiS>pijj[iation with his father, whfch a favourable mention of his name 
in the G^ette must bring about. If need were he would go himself 
and brave both the fathers in the business. At aU events, he besought 
George to go through with it before the orders came, which every¬ 
body expected, for the departure of the regiment from England on 
foreign service. 

Bent upon these hymeneal jgpjects, and with the applause and con¬ 
sent of Mrs. Sedley, who did"h6ircare to break the matter personally to 
her husband, Mr. Dobbin went to seek John Sedley at his house of call 
in the City, the Tapioca Cofifee-house, where, since his own offices were 
shut up, and fate had overtaken liim, the poor broken-down old gentle¬ 
man' used to beta^ himself daily, and write letters and receive them, 
and tie them up iiffo mysterious bundles, several of which he carried in 
the flaps of his coat. I don’t know anything more dismal than that 
business and bustle and mystery of a ruined man: those letters from 
the wealthy which he shows you: those worn greasy documents ])ro- 
mising support and offcring^condolence which he places wistfully before 
you, and on which he builds his hopes of restoration and fut'uro fortune. 
My beloved reader has no 3oubt in the coume of his experience been 
waylaid by many such a luckless companion. He tato jmu into the 
comer ; he has his bundle of papers out of his gaping coat pocket; .-md 
the tape oft’ and the string in his mouth, iind the favourite letters 
selected and laid before you_; and who does not know the sad eager 
h^-crazy look which he fixes on you with his hopeless eyes 1 
/ Changed into a man. of this sort, Dobbin found the once florid, jovial, 
and prosperous John Sedley. His coat, that used to be so glossy and 
trim, was white at the seams, and the buttons showed the copper. His 
ifnee fallen iq. .and .ipiw ^iinahnm : his frill and neckcloth hung limn 
under his bagging waistcoat. When ho used to treat the boys in old 
days at a coffee-house, he would shout .and laugh louder than anybody 
there, and have all the waiters skipping round him; it was quite 
painful to see how humble and civil he was to John of the Tapioca, a 
blear-eyed old attendant in dingy stockings and cracked pumps, whoso 
business it was to serve glasses of wafeiis, and bumpers of ink in 
pewjter, and slices of p.aper to the frequenters of this dreary house of 
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entertainment, -where nothing else seemed to be consumed. As for 
William Dobbin, -whom he had tipped repeatedly in his youth, and 
who had been the old gentleman’s butt on a thousand occasions, old 
Sedley gave his hand to him in a very hesitating humble manner now, 
and called him “ Sir.” A feeling of shame and remorse took possession 
of William Dobbin as the broken old man so received and addressed 
liira, as if he himself had been somehow guilty of the nysfortunes which 
liad brought Sedley so low. 

“ I am very glad to see you. Captain Dobbin, sir,” says he, after a 
skulking^ look or two at his visitor (whose lanky figure and military 
appearance caused some excitement likewise to twinkle in the blear 
eyes of the waiter in the cracked d»nciug-pumps, and awakened the 
old lady in black, who dozed among the mouldy old coffee-«is>p<j«^';l^ 
bar). “How is the worthy alderman, and my lady, your excellent 
mother, sir ? ” He looked round at the waiter as he said “ My lady,” 
as much as to say, “Hark ye, John, I have'friends still, and persons of 
rank and reputirtion, too.” “ Are you come to do anything in my way, 
sir ? My young friends. Dale and Spiggot, do all my business for me 
now, until my new offices are ready; for I’m only here temporarily, you 
know. Captain.’ What C£#i we do for you, sir 1 Will,you like to take 
anything 1 ” 

Dobbin,with a gi-eat deal of hesitation and stuttering, protested that 
he was not in the least hungry or thirsty; that he had no business to 
transact; that ho only came to ask if Mr. Sedley. was well, and to 
shako hands with an old friend; and, he added, with a desperate 
Ijerversion of truth, “ My mother is very well—that is, she’s been very 
unwell, and is only waiting for the first fine day to go out and call 
upon Mrs. Sedley. How is Mrs. Sedley, sir ? I hope she’s quite well.” 
And here he paused, reflecting on his own -eonsummate hypocrisy; for 
the day was iis fine, and the sunshine as bright as it ever is in Coffin 
Court, where the Tapioca Coffee-house is situated: and Mr. Dobbin 
remembered that he had seen Mrs. Sedley himself only an hour before, 
having driven Osborne down to Fulhamdn his gig, and left him there 
Ifte-driete with Miss Amelia. 

“My wife will be very happy to see her ladyship,” Sedley replied, 
pulling out his papers. “ I’ve a very kind letter here frpin your father, 
sir, and beg my re.spectful compliments to him. Lady D. will find u.s 
in rather a smaller house than we were accustomed to receive our 
friends in; but it’s snug, and the change of air does good to my 
daughter, who was suffering in town rather—^you remember little 
Emmy, sir 1—yes, suffering a good deal.” The old gentleman’s eyes 
were wandering as he spoke, and he was thinking of something else, 
as ho sate thrumming on his papers and fumbling at the worn red tape. 

“ You’re a military m.an,” ho went on; “ I ask you. Bill Dobbin, could 
.any man ever have speculated upon the return of that Coraiean 
scoundrel from Elba ? When the allied sovereigns were here last year, 
and wo gave ’em that dinner in the City, sir, and we saw the Tcmn-le oi 
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Concord, and the fireworks, and the Chinese hiudge in St. Jamen’s 
Park, could any sensible man suppose that peace wasn’t really con¬ 
cluded, after we’d actually sung Te Bewm for it, sir? I ask yop, 
William, could I suppose that the Emperor of Austria was a damned 
traitor—a traitor, and nothing more ? I don’t mince words—a double- 
faced infernal traitor and schemer, who meant to have his son-in-law 
back all along. And I say that the escape of Boney from Elba was a 
damned imposition and plot, sir, in which half the powers of Europe 
were concenied, to bring the funds down, and to ruin this country. 
That’s why I’m here, William. That’s why my name is in the 'Gazette. 
Why, sir ?—^becjiuse I trusted the Emperor of Russia and the Prince 
Eg^ntj^Look here. Look at my papers. Look what the funds were 
onwelsFof March—^what the French fives were when I bought for 
the account. And what they’re at now. There was collusion, sir, or 
that villain never would have escaped. Where was the English Com- 
missionee who allowed him to get away ? He ought to be shot, sir— 
brought to a court-martial, and shot, by Jove.” 

“We’re going to hunt Boney out, sir,” Dobbin said, rather alarmed 
at the ftfry of the old man, the veins of whose forehead J)egan to swell, 
and who sate drumming his papers with hi# clenched list. “We are 
going to hunt him out, sir—^the Duke’s in Belgium already, and we 
expect miu'ching-orders every day.” 

“ Give him no quarter. Bring back the villain’s head, sir. Shoot 

the coward down, *sir,” Sedley roared. “ I’d enlist myself, by-; 

but I’m a broken old man—^ruined by that damned scoundrel—and by 
a pardel of swindling thieves in this country whom I made, sir, and 
who are rolling in their carriages now,” he added, with a break in his 
voice. 1 

Do’obin was not a little afiected by the sight of this once kind old 
friend, crazed almost with misfortune and raving with senile anger. 
Pity the fallen gentleman ; you to whom money and fair repute are 
the chiefest good; and so, sure^ly, are they in Vanity Fair. 

“Yes,” he continued, “there are some vipers that you warm, and 
^ they sting you afterwards. There are some beggars that you put on 
horseback, and they’re the first to ride you down. You know whom 
I mean, William Dobbin, my boy. I mean a purse-proud villain in 
Russell Square,whomI knew without a shilling, and whom I pray and 
hope to see a beggar as he was when I befriended him.” 

“I have heard something of this, sir, from my friend, George,” 
Dobbin said, anxious to come to his point. “.The quahel between you 
and his father has cut him up a great deal, sir. Indeed, I’m the bearer 
of a message from him.” 

“ O, ilua's your errand, is it 1 ” cried the old man, jumping up. 
“What! perliaps he condoles with me, does he? Very kind of him, 
the stiff-backed prig, with his dandified airs and West-end swagger. 
He’s hankering about my house, is he still ?, If my son had the courage 
of a man, he’d shoot him. He’s as big a villain as his father. I won't 
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hare his name mentioned in my house. I curse the day that ever I let 
him into it; and I’d rather see my daughter dead at my feet than 
married to him.” 

“His father’s harshness is not George’s fault, sir. Your daughter’s *■ 
love for him is as much your doing as his. Who are you, that you are 
to play with two young people’s affections and break their hearts at 
your will ? ” , 

“ Kecollect it’s not his father that bre aks the match, ofll” old Sedley 
cried out. “ It’s I that forbid it. That family and mine are separated 
for ever., I’m fallen low, but not so low as that: no, no. And so you 
may tell the whole race—son, and father, and sisters, and all.” 

“It’s my belief, sir, that you have,not the power or the right to 
separate those two,” Dobbin answered in alow voice; “and 
don’t give your daughter your consent it will be her duty to marry, 
without it. 'There’s no reason she should die or live miserably because 
you are wrong-headed. To my thinking she’s just as much married as 
if the b.anns hud been read in all the churches in London. And what 
better answer can there be to Osborne’s charges against you, as charges 
there are, than that his son claims to enter your family and marry your 
daughter ? ” ’ 

A light of something like satisfaction seemed to break over old 
Sedley as this point was put to him; but he still persisted that with 
his consent the marriage between Amelia and George should never 
take place. 

“ We must do it without,” Dobbin said, smiling, and told Mr. Sedley 
as he had told Mrs. Sedley in the day, before, the story of Eebecca’s 
elopement with Captain Crawley. It evidently amused the old gentle¬ 
man. “You’re terrible fellows, you Captains,” said he, tying up his 
papers; and his face wore something lih*e a smile upon it, to the 
astonishment of the blear-eyed waiter who»now entered, and had never 
seen such an expression upon Sedley’s countenance since he had used 
the dismal coffee-house. 

The idea of hitting his enemy Osbome»such a blow soothed, perhaps, 
the old gentleman: and, their colloquy presently ending, he and Dobbin 
parted pretty good friends. 

“ My sisters say she has diamonds as big as pigeons’ eggs,” George 
said laughing. “ How they must set off her complexion f A perfect 
illumination it must be when her jewels are on her neck. Her jet- 
black hair is as nurly as Sambo’s. I dare say she wore a nose-ring 
when she went to court; and with a plume of feathers in her topi'not 
she would look a perfect Belle Sauvage.” 

George, in conversation with Amelia, was rallying the appearanc#' 
of a young lady of whom his father and sisters had lately made the 
acquaintance, and who was an object of vast respect to the Bussell 
Square family. She was reported to have I don’t know how many 
olaatations in the West Indies; a deal of* money in the funds; and 
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three stars to her name in the East India stockholders’ list. She had a 
’ mansion in Surrey, and a house in Portland Place. The name of the 
1 rich West India heiress had been mentioned with applause in the 
Morning Post. Mrs. Haggistoun, Colonel Haggistoun’s widow, her 
relative, “ chaperoned ” her, ahd kept her house. She was just from 
school, where she had eompleted her education, and George and his 
sisters had met Jier at an evening party at old Hulker’s house, Devon¬ 
shire Place (Hulker, BuUoc^, & Co. were long the correspondents of 
her house in the West Indies), and the girls had made the most cordial 
advances to her, which the heiress had received with great good 
humour. An orphan in her position—^with her money—so interesting! 
the Misses Osborne said. They. \^ere full of their new friend when 
<«B i4v -T a. it u rued from the Hulker ball to Miss Wirt, their companion: 
they had made aiTangements for continually meeting, and had the 
carriage and drove to see her the very next day. Mrs. Haggistoun, 
Colonel Haggistoun’s widow, a relation of Lord Binkie, and always 
talking of him, struck the dear unsophisticated girls as'rather haughty, 
and too much inclined to talk about her great relations: but B,hoda 
was everything they could wish-.-the frankest, kindest, most agreeable 
creature—^wanting a little polish, but so good-natured. The girls 
Christian-named each other at once.' 

“ Ton s'nould have seen her dress for court, Emmy,” Osborne cried, 
laughing. “ She came to my sisters to show it off, before she was 
presented in state by my Lady Binkie, the Haggistoun’s kinswoman. 
She’s related to every one, that Haggistoun. Her diamonds blazed 
out like Vauxhall on the night we were there. (Do you remember 
Vauxball, Emmy, and Jos singing to his dearest diddle iddle arling 1) 
Diamonds and mahogany, ray dear! think what an advantageous con¬ 
trast—and the white feathers in her hair—I mean in her wool. She 
had ear-rings like chandelitrs; yon might have lighted ’em up, by 
Jove—and a yellow satin train that streeled after her like the tail of a 
comet.” 

“How old is she?” asked''Emmy, to whom George was rattling 
away regarding this dark paragon, on the morning of their re-union— 
rattling aw.iy as no other man in the world surely could. 

“ Why, the Blaek Princess, though she has only just left school, must 
be two or three and twenty. And you shoxild see the hand she writes! 
Miu Colonel Haggistoun usually writes her letters, but in a moment of 
confidence, she put pen to paper for my sisters; she spelt satin satting, 
and Saint James’s, Saint Jams.” 

“ Why, surely it must be Miss Swartz, the parlour boarder,” Emmy 
said, remembering that good-natured young Mulatto girl, who had been 
so hysterically affected when Amelia left Miss Pinkerton’s academy. 

“The very name,” George said. “ Her father was a German Jew—a 
slave-owner they say—connected with the Cannibal Islands in some 
way or other. He died last year, and Miss Pinkerton has finished her 
education. She can play two pieces on the piano; she knows three 
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songs; she can -write wion Mrs. Haggistoun is by to spell for her; and 
Jane and Maria already have got to love her as a sister.” 

“ I wish they would have loved me,” said Emmy, wistfully. “They 
were always very cold to me.” 

“My dear child, they would have loved you if you had had two 
hundred thousand pounds,” George replied. “That is the way in 
which they have been brought up. Ours is a readjs-money society. 
Wo live among bankers and city big-wigs, and be hanged to them, and 
every man, as he talks to you, is jingling his guineas in his pocket. 
There is* that jackass Fred Bullock, is going to marry Maria—there’s 
Goldmore, the East India Director, there’s Dipley, in the tallow trade 
—our trade,” George said, with an jiueasy laugh and a blush. “ Curse 
the whole pack of money-grubbing vulgarians ! I fall asleep 
great heavy dinners. I feel ashamed in my father’s great stupid 
parties. I’ve been accustomed to live with gentlemen, and men of the 
world and fashion, Emmy, not with a parcel of turtle-fed tradesmen. 
Dear little woAan, you are the only person of our set who ever 
looked, or thought, or spoke like a lady: and you do it because you’re 
an angel and can’t help it. Don’t remonstrate. You are the only 
lady. Didn’t !Miss Crawley remtirk it, who has lived in the best 
company in Europe ? And as for Crawley, of the Life Guards, hang 
it, he’s a fine fellow: and I like him for marrying the girl he had 
chosen.” 

Amelia admired Mr. Crawley very much, too, for this; and trusted 
Eebecca would be happy -with him, and hoped (with a laugh) Jos 
would be consoled. And so the pair went on prattling, os in •quite 
early days. Amelia’s confidence being perfectly restored to her, though 
she expressed a great deal of pretty jealoijsy about Miss Swartz, and 
professed to be dreadfully frightened—^likb a hypocrite as she was— 
lest George should forget her for the heifess and her money and her 
estates in Saint Kitts. But the fact is, she was a great deal too happy 
to have fears or dbubts or misgivings of any sort: and having George 
at her side again, was not afraid of any Ifeiress or beauty, or indeed of 
any sort of danger. 

When Captain Dobbin came back in the afternoon to these people— 
which ho did -with a great deal of sympathy for them—it did his heart 
good to see how Amelia had grown young again—how she laughed, 
and chirped, and sang familiar old songs at the piano, which were only 
Interrupted by the bell from without proclaiming Mr. Sedley’s return 
from the City, before whom Qeoige received a signal to retreat. 

Beyond the first smUe of recognition—^and even that was an hypo¬ 
crisy, for she thought his arrival rather provoking—Miss Sedley did 
not once notice Dobbin during his -visit. But Ije was content, so that 
be saw her happy; and thankful to have been the means of making 
her SA 
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CHAPTEE XXI. 

A QDARREI. ABOUT'Ajr HE1EES3. 

" Love may beTelt for any young lady endo-wed vritli such qaalit.’e8 aa 
■ Miss Swartz possessed; and a great dream of ambition entered into 
old Mr. Osborne’s soul, which she was to realise. He encouraged, 
,'with. the utmost enthusiasm and friendliness, Ids daughters’* amiable 
‘attachment to the young heiress, and protested that it gave him the 
at pleasure as a father tb .see the love of his girls so well 

“ You won’t find,” ho would say to Miss Rhoda, “ that splendour and 
rank to which you are accustomed at the West End, my dear Miss, .at 
our humble mansion in Bussell Square. My daughters are plain, 
disinterested girls, but their hearts are in the right place, and they’ve 
conceived an attachment for you which does them honour—say, which 
does them honour. I’m a plain, simple, humble British merchant—an 
honest ode, as my respected friends Hulker & Bullock will vouch, who 
were the correspondents of your late lamented father. You’ll find us a 
united, simple, happy, and I think I may say respected, family—a plain 
table, a plain people, but a warm welcome, my dear Mias Bhoda— 
/Bhoda, let me say, for my heart warms to you, it does really. I’m a 
: frank man, and I like you. A glass of Champagne! Hicks, Champagne 
i to Miss Swartz.” 

There is little doubt that old Osborne believed all he said, and that 
the girls were quite earnest in their protestations of affection for Miss 
r- Swartz. People in Vanity Pair fasten on to rich folks quite naturally. 
If the simplest people are disposed to look not a little kindly on ^eat 
Prosperity, (for I defy any member of the British public to say that 
the notion of Wealth has not something awful ana pleasing to him; 
and you, if you are told that the man next you at dinner has got half a 
million, not to look at him with a certain interest;)—^if the simple look 
benevolently on money, how much more do your old worldlings regard 
it! Their affections rush out to meet and welcome money. Ibeir kind 
sentiments awaken spontaneously towards the interesting possessors 
of it. I know some respectable people who don’t consider themselves 
at liberty to indulge in friendship for any individual who has’ not a 
certain competency, or place in society. They give a loose to their 
feelings on proper occasions. And the proof is, that the major part of 
the Osborne family, who had not, in fifteen years, been able to get up a 
hearty regard for Amelia Sedley, became as fond of Miss Swartz in the 
course of a single evening as the most romantic advocate oT friendship 
at first-sight could desire. 

What a match for George she’d be (the sister and Miss Wirt agreed), 
and how much better than that insignificant little Amelia! Such 
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n dashing young fellow as he is, with his good looks, rank, and 
accomplishments, would be the very husband for her. Visions of 
balls in Portland Place, presentations at Court, and introductions to I 
half the peerage, filled the minds of the young ladies; who talked of; 
nothing but George and his grand acquaintances to their beloved new ; 
friend. 

Old Osborne thought she would be a great match, tooj for his son. He 
should leave the army ; he should go into Parliament; he should cut a 
figure in the fashion and in the state. His blood boiled with honest 
British exultation, as he saw the name of Osborne ennobled in the 
person of his son, and thought that he might be the progenitor of a 
glorious line of baronets. He worked an the City and on ’Change, untU' 
he knew everything relating to the fortune of the heirest, ho)*^ he’r’ 
money was placed, and where her estates lay. Young Fred Bullock, 
one of his chief informants, would have liked to make a bid for her him¬ 
self (it was so the young banker expressed it), only he was booked to 
Maria Osborne.* But not being able to secure her as a wife, the disin¬ 
terested Fred quite approved of her as a sister-in-law. “ Let George 
cut in directly and win her,” was his advice. “ Strike while the iron’rf^ 
hot, you know—^while she’s fresh to the town: in a few weeks soma 

d-fellow from the West End will .come in with a title and a rotten ■ 

rent-roll and cut all us City men out, as Lord Fitzrufus did last year 
with Miss Grogram, who was actually engaged to Fodder, of Fodder & 
Brown’s. The sooner it is done the better, Mr. Osborne ; them’s my 
sentiments,” the wag said ; though, when Osborne had left the bank 
p.arlour, Mr. Bullock remembered Amelia, and what a pretty girl she 
was, and how attached to George Osborne ; and he gave up at least ten 
seconds of his valuable time to regretting, the misfortune which had 
befallen that unlucky young woman. * 

While thus George Osborne’s good feclilhgs, and his good friend and 
genius, Dobbin, were carrying back the truant to Amelia’s feet, George’s 
parent and sisters were arranging this splendid match for him, which 
they never dreamed ho would resist. * 

Wlien the elder Osborne gave what he called “ a hint,” thei’e was no 
possibility for the most obtuse to mistake his meaning. He called 
kicking a footman down-stairs, a hint to the latter to leave his service. 
With his usual frankness and delicacy he told Mrs. Haggistoun that he 
would give her a check for five thousand pounds on the day his son 
u as married to her ward; and called that proposal a hint, and consi¬ 
dered it a veiy dexterous piece of diplomacy. He gave George finally i 
such another hint regarding the heiress; and ord^ed him to marry he* ' 
out of hand, as he would have ordered his butler to draw a cork, or his 
clerk to write a letter. ^ 

This imperative hint distm-bed George a good deal. He was in the ' 
very first enthusiasm and delight of his second courtship of Amelia, 
which was inexpressibly sweet to him. The contrast of her manners and 
appearance with those of the heiress, made the idea of a union with the 
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latter appear doubly ludicrous and odious. Carriages and opera-boxes, 
thought he ; fancy being seen in them by the side of such a mahogany 
i charmer as that! Add to all, that the Junior Osborne was quite as 
I obstinate as the Senior: when he wanted a thing, quite as firm in his 
resolution to get it; and quite as violent when angered, as his father in 
his most stem moments. 

On the first day when his father formally gave him the hint that ho 
was to place his affections at Miss Swartz’s feet, George temporised with 
the old gentleman. “You should have thought of the matter sooner, 
sir,” .he said. “ I^can’t be done now, when we’re expecting every day 
to go on foreign service.' Walt till my return, if I do return ; ” and 
then he represented, that the time when the regiment was daily expect- 
ingt^quit England, was exceedingly ill-chosen : that the few days or 
j weeks during which they were still to remain at home, must be devoted 
to business and not to love-making : time enough for that when he came 
home with his majority ; “ for, I promise you,” said he, with a satisfied 
air, “that one way or other you shall read the name of George Osborne 
in the Gazette.” 

The father’s reply to this was founded upon the information which 
he had got in the City: that the West End chaps would infallibly catch 
hold of the heiress if any delay took place : that if he didn’t many 
Miss S., he might at least have an engagement in writing, to come 
into effect when he returned to England ; and that a man who could 
get ten thousand a year by staying at home, was a fool to risk Ids 
life abroad. 

“ Sb that you would have me shown np as a coward, sir, and our 
name dishonoured for the sake of Miss Swartz’s money,” George 
interposed. r 

This remark staggered thp old gentleman j but as he had to reply to 
it, and ps his mind was nevertheless made up, he said, “You will dine 
here to-morrow, sir, and every day Miss Swartz comes, you will be here 
to pay your respects to her. If you want for money, call upon 
Mr. Chopper.” Thus a new obstacle was in George’s way, to interfere 
with his plans regardmg Amelia; and about which he and Dobbin had 
more than one confidential consultation. His friend’s opinion respecting 
the line of conduct which he ought to pursue, we know already. And 
as for Osborne, when ho w.as once bent on a thing, a fresh obstacle or 
two onl}’ rendered him the more resolute. 

The dark object of the conspiracy into which the chiefs of the 
Osborne femily had entered, w.as quite ignorant of all their plans 
yfigarding her (which, strange to say, her friend and chaperon did not 
divulge), and, taking hll the young ladies’ flattery* for genuine senti¬ 
ment, and being, as we have before had occasion to show, of a very 
warm and impetuous nature, responded to their affection with quite a 
tropical ardour. And if the truth may be told, I dare say that she’too 
had some selfish attraction in the Bussell Square house ; and in a word, 
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thought George Osborne a very nice young man. His whiskers had] 
made an impression upon her, on the very first night she beheld them/ 
at the ball at Messrs. Hulkers ; and, as we know, she was not the first 
woman who had been charmed by them. George had an air at once 
swaggering and melancholy, languid and fierce. He looked like a man 
who had passions, secrets, and private harrowing griefs and adventures. 
His voice was rich and deep. He would say it was a yarm evening^ or 
ask his partner to take an ice, with a tone as sad and confidential as if 
he were breaking her mother’s death to her, or preluding a declaration 
of love. • He trampled over all the young bucks of Ids father’s circle, 
and was the hero among those third-rate men. Some few sneered at him 
and hated him. Some, like Dobbin, fanatically admired him. And his 
wldskers had began to do their work, and to curl themselv^ rcuii.’ 
•affections of Miss Swartz. 

Whenever there was a chance of meeting him in Bussell Square, that 
simple and good-natured young woman was quite in a flurry to see her 
dear Miss Osbttmes. She went to great expenses in now gowns, and 
bracelets, and bonnets, and in prodigious feathers. She adorned herj 
person with her utmost skill to please the Conqueror, and exhibited all! 
her simple accomplishments to win his favour. The girls would ask 
her, with the greatest gravity, for a little music, and she would sing her 
hthree songs and play her tw o little pieces as often as ever they asked, 
and with an always increasing pleasure to herself. During these 
delectable entertainments, Miss Wirt and the chaperon sate by, and 
conned over the peerage, and talked about the nobility. 

The day after George had his hint from his father, and a shopt time 
before the hour of dinner, he was lolling upon a sofa in the drawing¬ 
room in a very becoming and perfectly natural attitude of melancholy. 
He had been, at his father’s request, to MrfChopper in the city, (the old 
gentleman, though he gave great sums to* his son, would never specify 
any fixed allowance for him, and rewarded him only as he was in the 
humour). He had then been to pass three hours with Amelia, his dear 
little Amelia, at Fulham ; and ho came*home to find his sisters spread 
in starched muslin in the drawing-room, the dowagers cackling in the 
pack-ground, and honest SwMtz in her favourite amber-coloured satin, 
with turquoise-bracelets, countless rings, flowers, feathers, and aU. BortK_ 
of tags and gimcracks, about as elegantly decorated as a she chimney¬ 
sweep on May day. 

The girls, after vain attempts to engage him in conversation, talked 
about fashions and the last drawing-room until he was perfectly sick of 
their chatter. He contrasted their behaviour with little Emmy’s— 
their shriU voices with her tender ringing tones; their attitudes and 
their elbows and their starch, with her humble soft movements and 
modest graces. Poor Swartz was seated in a place where Emmy had 
been accustomed to sit. Her bejewelled hands lay sprawling in hei 
amber satin lap. Her tags and ear-i-ings twinkled, and her big eyes 
rolled about. She was doing nothing with perfect contentment, and 
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' tbinking herself charming. Anything so becoming as the satin the 
sisters had never seen. 

“ DammyGeorge said to a confidential friend, “ she looked like a 
China doll, which has nothing to do all day but to grin and wag its 
head. By Jove, Will, it was all I could do to prevent myself &om 
throwing the sofarcushion at her.” .He restrained that exhibition of 
sentiment, howetver. 

The sistex's began to play the Battle of Prague. “ Stop that d- 

thing,” George howled out in a fury from the sofa. “ It makes me mad. 
Fbit play us something. Miss Swartz, do. Sing something, anything 
but the Battle of Prague.” 

“ Shall I sing Blue Eyed Mary,. Of the air fi-om the Cabinet 1 ” Miss 
asked. 

“ That sweet thing from the Cabinet,” the sisters said. 

“ We’ve had #hat,” x’eplied the misanthrope on the sofa. 

“I can sing Eluvy du Tajy,” Swartz said, in a meek voice, “if I had 
the words.” It was the last of the worthy young womkn’s collection. 

“ 0, Pleuve du Tage,” Mias Maria cided ; “ we have the song,” and 
went to fetch the book in which it was. 

' Now it happened that this song, then in the height of the fashion, had 
been given to the young ladies by a young friend of tlieirs, whose name 
was on the title, and Miss Swartz, having concluded the ditty with 
George’s applause (for he remembered that it was a favourite of 
Amelia’s), was hoping for an encore perhaps, and fiddling with the 
leaves of the music, when her eye fell upon the title, and she saw 
“ Amelia Sedley ” written in the corner. 

“ Lor! ” cried Miss Swartz, spinning swiftly round on the music-stool, 
“ is it my Amelia 1 Amel^ that was at Miss P.’s at Hammersmith 1 
I know it is. It’s her, and-*-Tell me about her—where is she 1 ” 

“Don’t mention her,” Miss Maria Osborne said hastily. “Her 
family has disgraced itself. Her father cheated papa, and as for her, 
she is never to be mentioned here.” This was Miss Maria’s re turn for 
George’s rudeness about the Kittle of Prague. 

“ Are you a friend of Amelia’s 1 ” George said, bouncing up. God 
bless you for it. Miss Swartz. Don’t believe what the gii'ls say. She's 
not to blame at any rate. She’s the best ”— 

“ You know you’re not to speak about her, George,” cried Jane. 
■-i: .‘^•Papa forbids it.” 

“ Who’s to prevent me 1” George cried out. “ I iciS speak of her. I 
j say she’s the best, the kindest, the gentlest, the sweetest girl in England; 
i and that, bankiaipt or no, my sisters are not fit to hold candles to her. 
If you like her, go and see her. Miss Swartz; she wants friends now ; 
and I say, God bless everybody who befriends her. Anybody who 
speaks kindly of her is my friend ; anybody who speaks against her is 
my enemy. Thank you. Miss Swai-tz; ” and he went up and wrung 
her hand. 

“George! George !” one of the sisters cried imploringly. 
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“ I say ” George said fiercely, “ I thank everybody 'who loves Amelia 
Bed—He stopped. Old Osborne was in the room vrtth a face livid 
with rage, and eyes like hot coals. 

Tliough George had stopped in his sentence, yet, his blood being up,^ 
he was not to be cowed by all the generations of Osborne ; rallying' 
instantly, he replied to the bullying look of his father, with another so i 
indicative of resolution and defiance, that the elder man quailed in his ; 
turn, and looked away. He felt that the tustle was coming. “ Mrs. 
Haggistoun, let me take you down to dinner,” ho said. “ Give your arm 
to Miss Bwartz, George,” and they marched. 

“Miss Swartz, I love Amelia, and we’ve been engaged almost all out- 
lives,” Osborne said to his partner^ and during all the dinner, George 
rattled on with a volubility which surprised himself, and inadfe ids'” 
father doubly nervous for the fight which was to take place as soon as 
the ladies were gone. 

The difference between the pair was, that while the father was violent'" 
and a bully, the'son had thrice the nerve and courage of the parent, aud 
could not merely make an attack, but resist it; and finding thirt tlie 
moment was now come when the contest between him and his father 
was to be decided, he took his dinner with perfect coolness aud appetite 
before the engagement began. Old Osborne, on the contrary, was 
nervous, and drank much. Ho floundered in his conversation with the 
ladies, his neighbours: George’s coolness only rendering him more 
angry. It made him half mad to see the calm way in which George, 
flapping his napkin, and with a swaggering bow, opened the door for 
the ladies to leave the room ; and filling himself a glass of ‘wine, 
smacked it, and looked his father full in the face, as if to say, “ Gen¬ 
tlemen of the Guard, fire first.” The old^man also took a supply of \ 
ammunition, but liis decanter clinked agaihst the glass as he tried to ’ 
fill it. ' 

Alter giving a great heave, and with a purple choking face, he then 
began. “ How dare you, sir, mention that person’s name before Miss 
Swartz to-day, in my drawing-room ? I ask you, sir, how dare you 
do it '! ” t/ 

“ Stop, sir,” says George, “ don’t say dare, sir. Dare isn’t a word to 
be used to a Captain in the British Army.” 

“ I shall say what I like to my son, sir. I can cut him off with a 
shilling if I like. I can make him a beggar if I like. I will say what 
I like,” the elder said. 

“ I’m a gentleman though I am your sou, sir,” George answered 
naughtily. “ Any communications w'hich you have to make to me, or 
any orders which you may please to give, I beg may be couched in that 
kind of language which I am accustomed to hear.” 

Whenever the lad assumed his haughty manner, it always created 
either great awe or great irritation in the p.arent. Old Osborne stood 
in secret terror of his sou as a better gentleman than himself; and 
perhaps my readers may have remarked in their experience of this 
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Vanity Fair of ours, that there is no character 'which a low-mindod 
man so much mistrusts, as that of a gentleman. 

“ My father didn’t give me the education you have had, nor the advan¬ 
tages you have had, nor the money you have had. If I had kept the 
company some folks have had through my means, perhaps my son 
wouldn’t have any reason to brag, su’, of his superiority and West End 
airs (these -words -were uttered in the elder Osborne’s most sarcastic 
tones). Bat it wasn’t considered the part of a gentleman, in my time, 
for a man to insult his father. If I’d done any such thing, mine would 
have, kicked me do-wn stairs, sir.” 

“ I never insulted you, sir. I said I begged you to remember your 
son was a gentleman as well as yojirself. I know very well that you 
‘^gfVe’me plenty of money,” said George (fingering a bundle of notes 
which he had got in the morning from Mr. Chopper). “ You tell it me 
often enough, sir. There’s no fear of my forgetting it.” 

“I -wish you’d remember other things as well, sir,’’ the sire 
answered. “ I -wish you’d remember that in this house—so long as you 
choose to honour it with your company, Captain—I’m the master, and 
that name, and that that—that you—that I say ”— 

“ That what, sir 1 ” George asked, with scarcely a sneer, filling another 
glass of claret. 

“ -! ” burst out his father with a screaming oath—^“that the 

ndme of those Sedleys never be mentioned here, sir—not one of the 
whole damned lot of ’em, sir.” 

“ It wasn’t I, sir, that introduced Miss Sedley’s name. It was my 
sisters who spoke ill of her to Miss Swartz ; and by Jove I’ll defend 
her wherever 1 go. Nobody shall speak lightly of that name in my 
presence. Our family ha^ done her quite enough injury already, I 
think, and may leave off ruling her now she’s down. I’ll shoot any 
man but you who saj’s a wdrd against her.” 

“ Go on, sir, go on,” the old gentleman said, his eyes starting out oi 
his head. 

“ Go on about what, sir ? aSout the way in which we’ve treated that 
angel of a girl ? “Who told me to love her ? It was j'our doing. I 
might have chosen elsewhere, and looked higher, perhaps, than your 
society: but I obeyed you. .^d now that her heart’s mine you give 
me orders to fling it away, and punish her, kill her perliaps—^for the 
faults of other people. It’s a shame, by Heavens,” said George, working 
himself up into passion and enthusiasm as he proceeded, “ tp play at 
fast andjonae -with a young girl’s affections—and with such an angel as 
that—one so superifcr to the people amongst whom she lived, that she 
might have excited envy, only she was so good and gentle, that it’s a 
wonder anybody dared to hate her. If I desert her, sir, do you suppose 
she forgets me ? ” 

“ I ain’t going to have any of this dam sentimental nonsense and 
.dmmbug here, sir,” the father cried out “ There shall be no j^eggar- 
s tnariiages in my family. If you choose to fling away eight thousand 
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a-year,whicli you may have for the asking, you may do it: but by Jcvey 
you take your pack and w alk out of t his house, sir. Will you do as Ij 
tell you, once for all, sir, oTwill you lioTT*^ 

“■Marry that mulatto woman J ” George said, pulling up his shirt- 
collars. “I doik’t like the colour, sir. Ask the black that sweeps 
opposite rieet Market, sir. Vw, not going, to jmacry,a.-Hottentot 
Venus.” . 

Mr. Osborne pulled frantically ait the cord by which he was accus¬ 
tomed to summon the butler when he wanted wine—^and, almost black 
in the fdce, ordered that functionary to call a coach for Captain 
Osborne. 

« * 

“I’ve done it,” said George, coming into the SlaughteA an hour;’ 
afterwards, looking very pale. 

“ What, my boy 1 ” says Dobbin. 

George told what had passed between his father and himself. 

“ I’ll marry her to-morrow,” he said with an oath. “ I love her more 
every day, Dobbin.” 


CHAPTER XXII. 

A MAEKIAaB AND PART OP A HONETMOON. 

Enemies the most obstinate and courageous can’t hold out gainst 
starvation; so th? elder Osborne felt himself pretty easy about his 
adveraary in the encounter-we have just described; and as soon as 
George’s supplies fell short, confidently expacted his unconditional sub¬ 
mission. It was unlucky, to be sure, that ^be lad should have secured 
a stock of provisions on the very day when the first encounter took 
place; but this relief was only temporary, old Osborne thought, and 
would but delay George’s surrender. No cjpmmunication passed between 
father and son for some days. The former was sulky at this silence, 
but not disquieted; for, as he said, he knew where ho could put the 
screw upon George, and only waited the result of that operation. He 
told the sisters the upshot of the dispute between them, but ordered 
them to take no notice of the matter, and welcome George on his 
return as if nothing had happened. His cover was laid as usual every 
(lay, and perhaps the old gentleman rather .anxiously expected him ; 
but he never came. Some one inquired at the Slaughter's regard¬ 
ing him, wbere it was said that he and his friend Captain Dobbin had 
left town. 

One gusty, raw day at the end of April,—the rain whipping the 
pavement of that ancient street where the old Slaughter’s Coffee¬ 
house was once situated,—George Osborne came into the coffee-room, 
looking very haggard and pale; although dressed r.ather smartly in a 
blue coat and brass buttons, and a neat buff waistcoat of the fashion of 
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those days. Here was his friend Captain Dobbin, in blue and brass 
too, having abandoned the military frock and French-grey trousers, 
which were the usual coverings of his lanky person. 

Dobbin had been in the coffec-rootn for an hour or more. He had 
tried all the papers, but could not read them. He had looked at the 
clock many scores of times; and at the street, where the rain was 
pattering down/ and the people as they clinked by in pattens, left long 
I’eflections on the shining stones: he*tattooed at the table : he bit his 
nails most completely, and nearly to the quick (he was accustomed to 
ornament his great big hands in this way): he balanced the tea-spoon 
dexterously on the milk jug: upset it, &c. &c.; and in fact showed 
those signs of disquietude, and practised those desperate attempts at 
"^anuisemerft, which men are accustomed to employ when very anxious, 
and expectant, and perturbed in mind. 

Some of his comr^es, gentlemen who used the room, joked him about 
the splendour of his costume and his agitation of maimer. One asked 
him if he was going to be married ? Dobbin laughed, and said he 
woufd send his acquaintance (Major Wagstaflf of the Engineers) a piece 
of cake'when that event took place. At length Captaip Osborne made 
his appearance, very smartly dressed, but very pale and agitated as we 
have said. He wiped his pale face with a large yellow bandanna 
])Ocket-haudkei’chief that was prodigiously scented. He shook hands 
with Dobbin, looked at the clock, and told John, the waiter, to bring 
him some curagoa. Of this cordial he swallowed off a couple of glasses 
with nervous eagerness. His friend asked with some interest about 
his health. 

“ Couldn’t get a wink of sleep till daylight. Dob,” said he. “Infernal 
headache and fever. Got vP at nine, and went down to the Hummums 
for a bath. I say. Dob, I feel just as I did on the morning I went out 
with Eocket at Quebec.” 

“So do I,” 'William responded. “I was a deuced deal mors nervous 
than you were that morning. 'JTou made a famous breakfast, I remember. 
Eat something now.” 

“ You’re a good old fellow. Will. I’ll drink your health, old boy, and 
farewell to— 

“ No, no; two glasses are enough,” Dobbin interrupted him. “ Here, 
take away the liqueurs, John. Have some cayenne-pepper with your 
fowl. Make haste though, for it is time we were there.” 

It was about half-an-hour from'twelve when this brief meeting and 
colloquy took place between the two captains. A coach, into which 
Captain Osborne’s servant put his master’s desk and dressing-case, had 
been in waiting for some time; and into this the two gentlemen hurried 
under an umbrelLa, and the valet mounted on the box, cursing the rain 
and the dampne.s8 of the coachman who was steaming beside him. “We 
shall find a better trap than this at the chutch-door,” says he ; “ that’s 
a comfort.” And the carriage drove on, taking the road down Piccadilly; 
where Apsley House and St. George’s Hospital wore red jackets still j 
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where -there were oil-lamps; where Achilles was not yet bom; nor 
the Pimlico arch raised; nor the hideous equestrian monster which 
pervades it and the neighbourhood;—^and so they drove down by 
Brompton to a certain chapel near the Fulham road there. 

A chariot was in waiting with four horaes ; likewise a coach of the 
kind called glass coaches. Only a very few idlers were collected on 
account of the dismal dismal rain. • . 

“ Hang it! ” said George, “ I said only a pair.” 

“ My master would have four,” said Mr. Joseph Sedley’s servant, who 
was in waiting; and he and Mr. Osborne’s man agreed, as they followed 
George and William into the church, that it was a “ reg’lar shabby 
turn liout; and with scarce so mudi as a breakfast or a wedding 
faviour.” • 

“Here you are,” said our old friend, Jos Sedley, coming foi-ward. 
“ You’re five minutes late, George, my boy. "What a day, eh ? Demmy, 
it’s like the commencement of the rainy season in Bengal. But you’ll 
find my carriage* is water-tight. Come along, my mother aud Emmy 
are in the vestry.” . * 

Jos Sedley was splendid. He was fatter than ever. His shirt collars 
were higher ; his face .was redder ; his shirt-frill flaunted gorgeously 
out of his variegated waistcoat. Varnished boots were not invented as 
yet; but the hessians on his beautiful legs shone so, that they must 
have been the identical pair in which the gentleman in the old picture 
Tised to shave himself; and on his light green coat there bloomed a fine 
wedding favour, like a great white spreading magnolia. 

In a word, George had thrown the great cast. He was going to be 
m.arried. Hence his pallor and nervousness—^liis sleepless night and 
agitation in the morning. I have heard people who have gone through 
the same thing own to the same emotion. After three or four ceremonies, 
you get accustomed to it, no doubt; but thd first dip, everybody allows, 
is awful. 

The bride was dressed in a brown silk pelisse (as Captain Bobbin has 
s’mee informed me), and wore a straw boimet with a pink ribbon ; over 
the bonnet she had a veil of white Chantilly lace, a gift from Mr. 
Joseph Sedley, her brother. Captain Dobbin himself had asked leave 
to present her with" a gold chain and watch, which she sported on this 
occasion ; and her mother gave her her diamond brooch—^almost the 
only trinket which was left to the old lady. As the service went on, 
Mrs. Sedley sat and whimpered a great' deal in a pew, consoled by the 
Irish maid servant and Mrs. Clapp from the lodgings. Old Sedley 
would not be present. Jos acted for his father, giving away the 
bride, whilst Captain Dobbin stepped up as groom’s-man to his friend 
George. 

There was nobody in the church besides the officiating persons and 
the small marriage party and their attendants. The two valets sat 
aloof superciliously. Tlie rain came rattling down on the windows, In 
the intervals of the service you heard it, and the sjbbing of old 
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Mrs. Sedley in the pew. The parson’s tones echoed sadly through 
the empty walls. Osboime’s “ I will "was sounded in very deep base. 
Emmy’s response came fluttering up to her lips from her heart, but was 
scarcely heard by anybody except Captain Dobbin. 

When the service was completed, Jos Sedley came forward and kissed 
his sister, the bride, for the first time for many months ; George’s look 
gloom Lad gone, and he seemed quite proud and radiant. “It’s 
your turn, WillLom,” says he, puttiilg his hand fondly upon Dobbin 
sbonlder; and Dobbin went up and touched Amelia on the cheek. 

Then they went into the vestry and signed the register. “God bless 
yon, bid Dobbin,” George said, grasping him by the hand, with some- 
thing very like moisture glistening in his eyes. William replied only 
"by nodding his head. His heart was too full to say much. 

“ Write directly, and come down as soon as you can, you know,” 
Osborne said. After Mrs. Sedley had taken an hysterical adieu of her 
daughter, the pair went off to the carriage. “ Get out of the way, you 
little devils,” George cried to a small crowd of damp uVchins, that were 
hanging about the chapel-door. The rain drove into the bride and 
bridegroom’s faces as they passed to the chariot. The postillions’ 
favours draggled on their dripping jackets. The few c'uildren made a 
dismal cheer, as the carriage, splashing mud, drove away. 

William Dobbin stood in the church-porch, looking at it, a queer 
figure. The small crew of spectators jeered him. He was not thinking 
about them or their laughter. 

“Come home and have some tiffin, Dobbin,” a voice cried behind 
him ;vas a pudgy hand was laid on his shoulder, and the honest fellow’s 
reverie was interrupted. But the Captain had no heart to go a feasting 
with J os Sedley. He put Jhe weeping old lady and her attendants into 
the carriage along with Jefe, and left them without any farther words 
passing. This carriage, tod, drove away, and the urchins gave another 
sarcastical cheer. 

-“Here, you iittle beggars,” Dobbin said, giving some sixpences 

amongst them, and then wen\; off by himself through the rain. It was 
all over. They, were married, and happy, he prayed God. Never 
since he was a boy had he felt so miserable and so lonely. He longed 
with a heart-sick yearning for the first few days to be over, that he 
might see her again. 

Some ten days after the above ceremony, three young men of our 
ftcquaiutance were enjoying that beautiful pros 2 )ect of bow windows on 
the one side and blue sea on the other, which Brighton affords to tlie 
traveller. Sometimes it is towards the ocean—smiling with countless 
dimples, speckled with white sails, with a hundred bathing-machines 
kissing the skirt of his blue garment — that the Londoner looks 
enraptured: sometimes, on the contrary, a lover of human nature 
rather than of prospects of any kind, it is towards the bow windows 
that he turns, and that swarm of human life which they exhibit. From 
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fme issue the notes of a piano, which a young lady in ringlets practises 
six hours daily, to the delight of the fellow-lodgers: at another, lovely 
Polly, the nursemaid, may be seen dandliniy blaster Omnium in her 
arms ; whilst Jacob, his papa, is beheld eating prawns, and devouring 
the Times for breakfast, at the wimlow below. Yonder are the Misses 
Leery, who are looking out for the young officers of the heavies, who 
are pretty sure to be pacing.the cliff; or again it is a City man, with a 
nautical turn, and a telescope, the size of a six-pounder, who has hit 
instrument pointed seawards, so as to command every pleasure-boat, 
herriag-h'oat, orbatbing-machine that comes to, or quits, the shore, &o. &Oi 
But havo we any leisure fora description of Brighton 1 — for Brighton, a 
clean Naples with genteel JazzaronL—for Brighton, that always looks 
brisk, gay, and gaudy, like a harlequin’s jacket—for BrighCbn, which 
used to be seven hours’ distant from London at the time of our story; 
which is now only a hundred minutes off; and which may approach 
who knows how^ much nearer, unless Joinville comes and untimely 
bombards it ? ■ 

“ What a monstrous fine girl that is in the lodgings over the 
milliner’s,” one fif these three promenaders remarked to the other ; 

“ Gad, Crawley, did you see what a wink she gave mo as I passed 1 ” 

“ Don’t break her heart, Jos, you rascal,” said another. “ Don’t trifle 
with her affections, you Don Juan ! ” 

“ Get .away,” said Jos Sedley, quite pleased, and leering up at the 
maid-servant in question with a most killing ogle. Jos was even more 
splendid at Brighton than he had been at his sijter’s marriage. He 
had brilliant under-waistcoats, any one of which would have set ftp a 
moderate buck. He sported a military frock coat, ornamented with 
frogs, knobs, black buttons, and meanderiag embroidery. He had 
affected a military appearance and habits of, late; and he walked with 
his two friends, who were of that profession, clinking his boot-sptirs, 
swaggering prodigiously, and shooting death-glances at all the servant 
girls who were -worthy to be slain. , 

“What shall we do, boys, till the ladles return?” the buck asked. 
The ladies wei-e out to Eottingdean in his carriage on a drive. “ Let’s 
have a game at billiards,” one of his friends said—the t.all one, with 
lacquered mustachios. 

“No, di^mmy ; no, captain,” Jos replied, rather alarmed. “Na 
billiards to^ay, Crawley, niy boy; yesterday was enough.” 

“ You play very well,” said Crawley, laughing. “ Don’t he, Osborne ? 
How well he made that five stroke, eh ? ” 

“Famous,” Osborne said. “Jos is a devil of a fellow at billiards, 
and at everything else, too. I wish there were any tiger-hunting . 
about here ; we might go and kill a few before dinner. (There goes a 
fine girl! what an ancle, eh, Jos ?) Tell us that story about the tiger* 
hunt, and the way you did for him in the jungle—it’s a wonderful story 
that, Crawley.” Here George Osborne gave a yawn. “ It’s rather 
slow work,” said he, “ down here j what sAali we do ? ” 
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‘f fihaU vf) go and look at some horses that Snaffler’sjust hroaght 
from Lewes fair ? ” Crawley said. 

Suppose we ^x> and have some jellies at Dutton’s,” said the rogue 
. Jos, willing to kill two birds with one stone. “ Devilish fine gal at 
Dutton’s.” 

“Suppose we go and see the Lightning come in, it’s just about 
time ? ” George-said. This advice prevailing over the stables and the 
jelly, they turned towards the coach-office to witness the Lightning’s 
arrival. 

As they passed, they met the carriage—Jos Sedley’s open'carriage, 
with its magnificent armorial bearings—^that splendid conveyance in 
which he used to drive about at,Cheltenham, majestic and solitary, 
witii his alms folded, and his hat cocked; or, more happy, with ladies 
by his side. 

Two were in the can-iage now : one a little person, with light hair, 
and dressed in the height of the fashion ; the other in a brown silk 
pelisse, and a straw bonnet with pink ribbons, with a rosy, round, 
happy face, that did you good to behold. She checked the carriage as 
it neared the three gentlemen, after which exercise of authority she 
looked rather nervous, and then began to blush most absurdly. “Wo 
have had a delightful drive, George,” she said, “ and—and we’re so 
glad to come back; and Joseph, don’t let him be late.” 

“Don’t be leading our husbands into mischief, Mr. Sedley, you 
' wicked, wicked man you,” Bebecca said, shaking at Jos a pretty little 
finger covered with the neatest French kid glove. “ No billiards, no 
smoking, no naughtiness ! ” 

“My dear Mrs. Crawley—^Ah now! upon my honour! ” was all Jos 
could ejaculate by way of reply; but he managed to fall into a tolerable 
attitude, with his head lyihg on his shoulder, grinning upwards at his 
victim, with one hand at his back, which he supported on his cane, and 
the other hand (the one with the diamond ring) fumbling in his shirt- 
frill and among his under-waistcoats. As the carriage drove off he 
kissed the diamond hand to the fair ladies within. He -wished all 
Cheltenham, all Chowringhee, all Calcutta, could see him in that posi¬ 
tion, waving his hand to such a beauty, and in company with such a 
fiimons buck as Eawdon Crawley of the Guards. 

Our young bride and bridegroom had chosen Brighton as the place 
where they wouM pass the first few days after their marriage; and 
having engaged apartments at the Ship Inn, enjoyed themselves there 
m great comfort and quietude, until .Jos presently joined them. Nor 
was he the only companion they found there. As they were coming 
into the Hotel from a sea-side walk one afternoon, on whom should 
they light but Eebecca and her husband. The recognition was imme¬ 
diate. Eebecca flew into the arms of her dearest friend. Crawley 
and Osborne shook hands together cordially enough: and Becky, in 
the course of a very few hours, found means to make the latter forget 
that little unpleasant passage of words which had happened between 
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them. “ Do you remember the last time we met at Miss Crawley’s, 
when I was so rude to you, dear Captain Osborne 1 I thought you 
seemed careless about dear Amelia. It was that made me angry; and 
so pert: and so unkind: and so ungrateful. Do forgive lue ! ” Rebecca 
said, and she held out her hand with so frank and winning a gi’aee, 
that Osborne could not but take it. By humbly and frankly acknow¬ 
ledging yourself to be in the wrong, there is no knowing, my son, 
what good you may do. I knew once a gentleman, and very worthy 
practitioner in Vanity Fair, who used to do little wrongs to his 
iieighboufs on purpose, and in order to apologise for them in an .open 
and manly way afterwards—and what ensued ? My friend Crocky 
Doyle was liked everywhere, and deemed to be rather impetuous—^but 
the honestest fellow. Becky’s humility passed for sincerity \fith George' 
Osborne. 

These two young couples had plenty of tales to relate to each other. 
The marriages of either were discussed; and their prospects in life 
canvassed with the greatest frankness and interest on both sides. 
George’s marriage was to be made known to his father by his fhendu 
Captain Dobbin > ^nd young Osborne trembled rather for the result of 
that communication. Miss Crawley, on whom all Kawdon’s hopes 
depended, still held out. Unable to make an entry into her house in 
Park Lane, her affectionate nephew and niece had followed her to 
Brighton, where they had emissaries continually planted at her door. 

“I wish you could see some of Eawdon’s friends who are always 
about our door,” Eebecca said, laughing. “ Did you ever see a dun, 
my dear; or a bailiff and his man 1 Two of the abominable wretches 
watched all last week at the greengrocer’s opposite, and we could not 
get away until Sunday. If aunty does not relent, what sAall we do 1 ” 

Bawdon, with roars of laughter, related a dozen amusing anecdotes 
of his duns, and Rebecca’s adroit treatment of them. He vowed with i 
a great oath, that there was no woman in Europe who could tolk a 
cenditw-nver as she could. Almost imm 9 diately after their marriage, 
her practice had begun, and her husband found the immense value of 
such a wife. They had credit in plenty, but they had bills also in 
abundance, and laboured imder a scarcity of ready money. Did these 
debt-di£Bculties affect Eawdon’s good spirits ? No. Everybody in Vanity 
Fair must have remarked how well those live who are comfortably and 
thoroughly in debt: how they deny themselves nothing; how jolly and 
easy they are in their minds. Rawdon and his wife had the very be.st 
apartments at the inn at Brighton; the landlord, as he brought in the - 
first dish, bowed before them as to his greatest customers: and Rawdon 
abused the dinners and wine with an audacity which no grandee in the 
land could surpass. Long custom, a manly appearance, faultless bootaj 
and clothes, and a happy fierceness of manner, will often help a man aCf 
much as a great balance at the banker’s. 

The two wedding parties met constantly in each other’s apartmentA 
After two or three nights the gentlemei* of an evening had a littU 
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{doquet, as their wives sate and chatted apart. This pastime, and the 
arrival of Jos Sedley, who made his appearance in his grand open 
^earriage, and who played a few games at billiards with (iiptam 
Crawley, replenished Eawdon’s purse somewhat, and gave him the 
benefit of that ready money‘for which the greatest spirits are some¬ 
times at a stand-stiU. 

So the three gentlemen walked down to see the Lightning coach come 
in. Punctual to the minute, the coach crowded inside and out, the 
guard blowing his accustomed tune on the horn—^the Lightning came 
tearing down the street, and pulled up at the coach-offiee. . 

“Hullo! there’s old Dobbin,” George cried, quite delighted to see 
his old friend perched on thev roof; and whose promised visit to 
‘ Brighton 'had been delayed until’ now. “ How are you, old fellow 1 
Glad you’re come down. Emmy ’II be delighted to see you,” Osborne 
s.aid, shaking"Eis~comrade warmly by the hand as soon as his descent 
from the vehicle was effected—.and then he added, in a lower and 
agitated voice, “ What’s the news. Have you been iif Eussell Square ? 
What does the govergo r say ? Tell me everything.” 

Dobbin lookeff very pale and grave. “ I’ve seen your father,” said 
he. “ How’s Amelia—Mrs. George ? I’ll tell you all the news pre¬ 
sently : but I’ve brought the great news of all: and that is—” 

/ “ Out with it, old fellow,” George said. 

I “We’re orSired to Belgium. All the army goes—Guards and all. 
' Heavytop’s got the gout, and is mad at not being able to move. 
O’Dowd goes m command, and we embark from Chatham next week.” 

This news of war could not but come with a shock upon our lovers, 
and caused all these gentlemen to look very serious. 


CHAPTUB XXIII. 

t 

CAPTAIS DOBBIMT PBOCUEDS ON HIS CANVASS. 

Wh.it is the secret mesmerism which friendship possesses, and under 
tho operation of which a person ordinarily sluggish, or cold, or timid, 
becomes wise, active, and resolute, in another’s behalf ? As Alexis, 
after a few passes from Dr. Elliotson, despises pain, reads with the back 
of his head, sees miles off, looks into next week, and performs other 
wpndei-s, of which, in his own private normal condition, he is quite inca¬ 
pable ; so you see, in the affairs of the world and under the magnetism 
of friendship, the modest man become bold, the shy confident, the lazy 
active, or the impetuous prudent and peaceful. What is it, on the other 
hand, that makes the lawyer eschew his own cause, and call in his learned 
brother as an adviser 1 And what causes the doctor, when ailing, to 
fend for his rival, and not sit down and examine his own tongue in the 
chimney-glass, or write his qw» prescription at his study-table } I throy 
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njt these queries for intelligent readers to answer, who know, at onoe, 
how credulous we are, and how sceptical, how soft and how obstinate^ 
how firm for others and how diffident about ourselves : meanwhile, it is 
certain that our friend William Dobbin, who was personally of so com¬ 
plying a disposition that if his parents had pressed him mu<^, it is pro¬ 
bable he would have stepped down into’ the kitchen and married tho 
cook, and who, to further his own interests, would have found the most 
insuperable difficulty in walking across the street, foun<> himself as busy 
and eager in the conduct of George Osborne’s affairs, as the most selfi^ 
^ctuusA-couid be in the pursuit of his own. 

WhilsJ our friend George and his young wife were enjoying the first 
/blushing days of the honeymoon at Brighton, honest William was left 
as George’s plenipotentiary in London, to transact all the business part 
of the marriage. His duty it was to call upon old Sedlsy dhd hia wife, 
and to keep the former in good humour: to draw Jos and his brother- 
in-law nearer together, so that Jos’s position and dignity, as collector of 
Bogglywollah, might compensate for his father’s loss of station, and tend 
to reconcile old Osborne to the alliance : and finally, to communicate it 
to the latter in such a way as should least irritate the old gentleman. 

Now, before Jie faced the head of the Osborne house with the news 
which it was his duty to tell, Dobbin bethought him that it would be 
t politic to make friends of the rest of the family, and, if possible, have 
the ladies on his side. They can’t be angry in their hearts, thought he. 
No woman ever was really angry at a romantic marriage. A little 
crying out, and they must come round to their brother; when the three 
of us will lay siege to old Mr. Osborne. So this Machiavellian captain 
of infantry cast about him for some happy means or stratagem by Vhich 
he could gently and gradually bring the Mias Osbornes to a knowledge 
of their brother’s secret. • 

By a little inquiry regarding his mother’^engagements, he was pretty 
soon nblo to find out by whom of her ladyship’s friends parties were 
given at that season; where he would be likely to meet Osborne’s 
sisters; and, though he had that abhcyrence of routs and evening 
,parties, which many sensible men, alas / entertain, he soon found one 
where the Miss Osbornes were to be present, ifaking his appearance 
at the ball, where he danced a couple of sets with both of them, and 
was prodigiously polite, he actually had the courage to ask Miss Osborne 
for a few minutes’ conversation at an early hour the next day, when he 
had, he said, to communicate to her news of the very greatest interest. 

What was it that made her start back, wid gaze upon him for a 
moment, and then on the ground at her feet, and make as if she would 
faint on his arm, had he not by opportunely treading on her toes, 
brought the young lady back to self-control ? Why was she so violently 
agitated at Dobbin’s request 1 This can never be known. But when 
be came the next day, Maria was not in the drawing-room with her 
dater, and Miss Wirt went off for the purpose of fetching tho latter, and 
tho Captain and Miss Osborne were left together. They were both so 
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mient that the tick-tock of the Sacrifice of Iphigenia clock ou the 
mantel-piece became quite rudely audible. 

What a nice paity it was last night,” Miss Osborne at length began, 
encouragingly; “ and—and how you’re improved in your dancing. 
Captain Dobbin. Surely somebody has taught you,” she added, with 
amiable archness. 

“Yon should see me dance a reel with Mrs. Major O’Dowd of ours; 
and a jig—did you ever see a jig 1 But I think anybody could dance 
with you, Miss Osborne, who dance so well.” 

“ Is the Major’s lady young and bea.utiful. Captain ? ” the fair ques¬ 
tioner continued. “ Ah, what a terrible thing it must be to be a soldier’s 
wife ! I wonder they have any spirits to dance, and in these dreadful 
times of war, too ! O Captain Do'sbin, I tremble sometimes when I 
think of our dearest George, and the dangers of the poor soldier. Are 
there many married officers of the —^th. Captain Dobbin 1 ” 

“ Upon my word, she’s pdaying her hand rather too openly,” Mias 
Wirt thought; but this Observation is merely parenthstic, and was not 
heard through the crevice of the door at which the governess uttered it. 

“ One of our young men is just married,” Dobbin said, now coming 
to the point. “ It was a very old attachment, and the young couple are 
as poor as church mice.” 

“O, how delightful 1 O, how romantic Miss Osborne cried, as the 
Captain sidd “ old attachment” and “ poor.” Her sympathy encouraged 
him. 

“ The finest young feUow in the regiment,” he continued. “ Not a 
braver or handsomer officer in the army; and such a charming wife ! 
How you would like her 1 how you mil like her when you know her. 
Miss Osborne.” The young lady thought the actual moment had 
arrived, and that Dobbin’^ nervousness which now came on and was 
visible in many twichings,of his face, in his manner of beating the 
ground with his great feet, in the rapid buttoning and unbuttoning of 
his frock-coat, &c.—^Miss Osborne, I say, thought that when he had 
given himself a little air, he xrould unbosom himself entirely, and pre¬ 
pared eagerly to listen. And the clock, in the altar on which Iphigenia 
was situated, beginning, after a preparatory convulsion, to toll twelve, 
tihe mere tolling seemed as if it would last until one—so prolonged was 
(he knell to the anxious spinster. 

“But it’s not about marriage that I came to speak—that is that 
marriage—that is—no, I mean—my dear Miss Osborne, it’s about onr 
dear friend George,” Dobbin said. 

“About George 1” she said in a tone so discomfited that Maria and 
Miss Wirt laughed at the other side of the door, and even that 
abandoned wretch of a Dobbin felt inclined to smile himself; for he 
was not altogether unconscious of the state of affairs : George having 
often bantered him gracefully and said “ Hang it, Will, why don’t you 
take old Polly ? She’ll have you if you ask her. I’ll bet you fivh to 
two she will" 
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“ Yes, about George, then,” he continued. “ There has been a differ¬ 
ence between him and Mr. Osborne. And I regard him so much—^for 
you know we h.ave been like brothers—^that I hope and pray the 
quarrel may be settled. We must go abroad. Miss Osborne. We may 
be ordered off at a day’s warning. Who knows what may happen in 
the campaign ? Don’t be agitated, dear Miss Osborne ; and those two 
at least should part friends.” • 

“ There has been no quarrel. Captain Dobbin, except a little usual 
scene with p.apa,” the lady said. “ We are expecting George back daily. 
What pilpa wanted was only for his good. lie has but to come .back, 
■and I’m sure all will be well; and dear Bhoda, who went away from 
here in sad sad anger, I know will, forgive him. Woman forgives but 
too readily. Captain.” • 

“ Such an angel as you I am sure would,” Mr. Dobbin said, with 
atrocious astuteness. “ And no man can pardon himself for giving a 
woman pain. What would you feel, if a man were faithless to you ? ” 

“ I should perish—I should throw myself out of window—I should 
take poison—I should pine and die. I know I should,” Miss cried, who 
had neverthek;f3 gone through one or two affairs of (Jie heart without 
iuiy idea of suicide. 

“And there are others,” Dobbin continued, “as true and as kind- 
hearted as yourself. I’m not speaking about the West India heiress, 
Mi.ss Osborne, but about a poor girl whom George once loved, and who 
was bred from her childhood to think of nobody but him. I’ve seen 
her in her poverty uncomplainmg, broken-hearted, without a fault. It 
is of Miss Sedley I speak. Dear Miss Osborne, can your generous 
heart quarrel with your brother for being faithful to her 1 Could his 
own conscience ever forgive him if he deserted her ? Be her friend— 
she always loved you—and—and I am comm here charged by George to 
tell you that he holds his engagement to her as the most sacred duty 
he has; and to entreat you, at least, to be on his side.” 

When any strong emotion took possesion of Mr. Dobbin, and after 
the first word or two of hesitation, he could speak with perfect fluency, 
and it was evident that his eloquence on this occasion made some 
impression upon the lady whom he addressed. , 

“Well,” said she, “this is—most surprising—^most painful—most 
oxtraordin.ary—what will papa say 1 —^that George should fling away 
such a superb establishment as was offered to him,—^but at any rate he 
has found a very brave champion in you. Captain Dobbin. It is of no 
use, however,” she continued, after a pause; “ I feel for poor Miss 
Sedley, most certainly—^most sincerely you know. We never thought 
the match a good one, though we were always very kind to her here— 
very. But Papa will never consent, I am sure. And a well brought up 
young woman you know,—^with a well-regulated mind must—George 
rqust give her up, de.ar Captain Dobbin, indeed he must.” 

/ “Ought a man to give up the woman he loved, just when misfortune 
befel her } ’’ Dobbin said, holding out his hand. “ Dear Miss Osborne- 
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is this tile counsel I hear from you f My dear young lady! you must 
i befriend her. He can’t give her up. He must not give her up. Would 
a man, think you, give you up if you were poor ? ” 

This adroit question touched the heart of Miss Jane Osborne not a 
little. “I don’t know whether we poor girls ought to believe what you 
men say, Captain,” she said. “There is that in woman’s tenderness 
which induces her to believe too easily. I’m afraid you are cruel, cruel 
deceivers,”—and Dobbin certainly thought he felt a pressure of the 
hand which Miss Osborne had extended to him. 

Ha dropped it in some alarm. “ Deceivers! ” said he. “ No, dear 
Miss Osborne, all men are not; your brother is not; George has loved 
Amelia Sedley ever since they wer,e children; no wealth would make 
him marry'any but her. Ought he to forsake her 1 Would you counsel 
him to do so 1 ” 

What could Miss Jane say to such a question, and with her own 
peculiar views 1 She could not answer it, so she parried it by saying, 
“ Well, if you are not a deceiver, at least you are very romanticand 
Captain William let this observation pass without challenge. 

At length when, by the help of farther polite speeches, he deemed 
I that Miss Osborne was sufficiently prepared to receive the whole nows, 
j he poured it into her ear. “ George could not give up Amelia—George 
was married to her”—and then he related the circumstances of the 
marriage as we know them already: how the poor girl would have died 
had hot her lover kept his faith: how Old Sedley had refused all 
consent to the match, and a licence had been got: and Jos Sedley had 
come from Cheltenham to give away the bride : how they had gone to 
Brighton in Jos’s chariot-and-four to pass the honey-moon: and how 
George counted on his de^r kind sisters to befriend him with their 
father, as women—so time gnd tender as they were—assuredly would 
do. And so, asking permission (readily granted) to see her again, and 
rightly conjecturing that the news he had brought would be told in the 
next live minutes to the otlujr ladies. Captain Dobbin made his bow 
and took his leave. 

Ho was scarcely out of the house, when Miss Maria and Mias Wirt 
rushed in to Miss Osborne, and the whole wonderful secret was 
imparted to them by that lady. To do them justice, neither of the 
[sisters were very much displeased. There is something about a run- 
l ^yay match with which few ladies can be seriously angry, and Anielm 
I rather rose in their estimation, firom the spirit which she had displayed 
in consenting to the union. As they debated the story, and prattled 
about it, and wondered what papa would do and say, came a loud 
knock, as of an avenging thunder-clap at the door, which made these 
conspirators start. It must be papa, they thought. But it was not 
he. It was only Mr. Frederick Bullock, who had come from the city 
according to appointment, to conduct the ladies to a flower-show. 

This gentleman, as may be imagined, was not kept long in ignorance 
of the secret But his flice, when he heai'd it, showed an amazement 
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which was very different to that look of sentimental wonder which the 
countenances of the sisters wore. Mr. Bullock was a man of tha 
world, and a junior partner of a wealthy firm. He knew what money! 
was, and the value of it; and a delightful throb of expectation lighted) 
up his little eyes, and caused him to smile on his Maria, as he thought 
that by this piece of folly of Mr. George’s she might be worth thirty 
thousand ppunds more than he had ever hoped to get jvith her. 

“ Gad! Jane,” said he, surveying even the elder sister with some 
interest, “ Eels will bo sorry he cried off. You may be a fifty thousand 
poundet*yet.” 

The sisters had never thought of the money question up to that 
moment, but Ered Bullock bantered ^hem with graceful gaiety about it 
during their forenoon’s excursion*; and they had risen nijt a little in 
their own esteem by the time when, the morning amusement over, 
they drove back to dinner. And do not let my respected reader 
exclaim against this selfishness as unnatural. It was but this present 
morning, as he T-ode on the omnibus from Bichmond; while it changed 
horses, this present chronicler, being on the roof, marked three little 
children playing in a puddle below, veiy dirty and friendly and happy. 
To these three'presently came another little one. “ PoUy," says she, 
‘‘your sister's got a penny." At which the children got up from the 
puddle instantly, and ran off to pay their court to Peggy. And as the 
omnibus drove off I saw Peggy with the infantine procession at her 
tail, marching with great dignity towards the stall of a neighbouring 
lollipop-woman. 


CHAPTER XJIV. 

IN WHICH MB. OSBORNE TAKES DO'^ THE FAMILY BIBLE. 

So having prepared the sisters, Dobbin hastened away to the City to 
perform the rest and more difficult pjfrt of the task which he had 
undertaken. The idea of facing old Osborne rendered him not a little 
nervous, and more than once he thought of leaving the young ladies to 
communicate the secret, which, as he was aware, they could not long 
retain. But he had promised to report to George upon the manner in which 
the elder Osborne bore the intelligence ; so going into the city to the 
paternal counting-house in Thames Street, he despatched thence a note 
to Mr. Osborne begging for a half-hour’s conversation relative to the 
affairs of his son George. Dobbin’s messenger returned from Mr. 
Osborne’s house of business, with the compliments of the latter, who 
would be very happy to see the Captain immediately, and away 
accordingly Dobbin went to confront hjm. 

The Captain, with a half-guilty secret to confess, and with the 
prospect of a painful and stormy interview before him, entered Mr 
Osborne’s offices with a m(»t dismal countenance and abashed gait, 
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and, passing through the outer room -where Mr. Chopper presided, was 
greeted: by that functionary from his desk with a waggish air which 
farther discomfited him. Mi\ Chopper winked and nodded and pointed 
his pen towards his patron’s door, and said, “ You’ll find the governor 
all right,” with the most provekiug good humour. 

Psborne rose too, and shook him heartily by the hand, and said, 
“How do, my dear boy?” with a cordiality that made poor George’s 
ambassador feei doubly guilty. His hand lay as if dead in the old 
gentleman’s grasp. He felt that he, Dobbin, was more or less the 
j cause of all that had happened. It was ho had brought back George 
j to Aihelia: it was he had applauded, encouraged, transacted almo.st 
the marriage which he was come to reveal to George’s father: and thf 
■ latter was receiving him with smHes of welcome; patting him on the 
shoulder, and calling him “ Dobbin, my dear boy.” The envoy had 
Indeed good reason to hang his head; 

- Osborne fully believed that Dobbin had come to announce his son’s 
surrender. Mr. Chopper and his principal were talking'over the matter 
bet-ween George and his father, at the very moment when Dobbin’s 
messenger arrived. Both agreed that George was sending in his sub¬ 
mission. Both had been expecting it for some dayS—and “ Lord! 
Chopper, what a marriage we’ll have!” Mr. Osborne said to his clerk, 
snapping his big fingers, and jingling all the guineas and shillings in his 
great pockets as he eyed his subordinate with a look of triumph. 

WiA similar operations conducted in both pockets, and a knowing, 
jolly air, Osborne from his chair regarded Dobbin seated blank and 
silent/)ppoaite to him. “ What a bumpkin he is for a Captain in the 
army,” old Osborne thought. “ I wonder George hasn’t taught him 
better manners.” 

At last Dobbin summoned courage to begin. “Sir,” said he, “I’ve 
brought you some very gra-vfc news. I have been at the Horse Guards 
this momingj and there’s no doubt that our regiment will be ordered 
abroad, and on its way to Belgium before the week is over. And you 
know, sir, that we sha’n’t be Home again before a tustle which may be 
fatal to many of us.” 

Osborne looked grave. “Mys-tlie regiment will do its duty, 

sir, I daresay,” he said. 

“ The French are very strong, sir,” Dobbin went on. “ The Russians 
and Austrians will be a long time before they can bring their troops 
down. We shall have the first of the fight, sir; and depend on it 
Boney will take care that it shall be a hard one.” 

“What are you driving at, Dobbin,” his interlocutor said, uneasy 
iind with a scowl. “ I suppose no Briton’s afraid of any d-French¬ 

man, hay ? ” 

“ I only mean, that before we go, and considering the great and 
certain risk that hangj over every one of us—if there are any differ¬ 
ences between you and George—it would be as well, sir, tliat_that you 

should shake hands; wouldn’t it ? Should anything happen to him 
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I think you -would never forgive youraelf if you hadn’t parted iu- 
charity.” 

As he said this, poor William Dobbin blushed crimson, and felt and 
o-roed that he himself was a traitor. But for him, perhaps, this 
severance need never have taken place. Why had not George’s 
marriage been delayed 1 What call was there to press it on so eagerly ? 
He felt that George would have parted from Amelia at any rate without 
a mortal pang. Amelia, too, might have recovered the shock of losing 
him. It was his counsel had brought about this marriage, and all that 
was to $nsue from it. And why was it 1 Because he loved her so 
much that he could not bear to see her unhappy: or because his’ own 
stifferings of suspense were so imendurable that he was glad to crush 
them at oiice—as we hasten a funeiftl’ after a death, or, wl^n a sepa¬ 
ration from those we love is imminent, cannot rest until the parting 
be over. 

“You are a good fellow, William,” said Mr. Osborne in a softened 
voice ; “and mctand George shouldn’t part in anger, that is true. Loom 
here. I’ve done for him as much as any father ever did. He’s had' 
three times as much money from me, as I warrant your &ther ever 
gave you. Buif I don’t brag about that. How I’ve toiled for him, and 
worked and employed my talents and energy, I won’t say. Ask 
Chopper. Ask himself. Ask the City of London. Well, I propose to 
him such a marriage as any nobleman in the land might be proud of— 
the only thing in life I ever asked him—and he refuses me. Am 1 
wrong ? Is the quarrel of mg making 1 What do I seek but his good 
for which I’ve been toiling like a convict ever since he was bora K 
Nobody can say there’s anything selfish in we. Let him come back.] 
I say, here’s my hand. I say, forget and forgive. As for marrying 1 
now, it’s out of the question. Let him arfd Miss S. make it up, and 
make out the marriage afterwards, when h» comes back a Colonel; for 

he shall be a Colonel, by G-he shall, if money can do it. I’m glad 

you’ve brought him round. I know it’s you, Dobbin. You’ve took 
him out of many a scrape before. Let 3im come, /shan’t be hard.-. 
Come along, and dine in Bussell Square to-day : both of you. The old S 
shop, the old hour. You’ll find a neck of venison, and no questions [ 
asked.” 

This praise and confidence smote Dobbin’s heart very keenly. Every 
moment the colloquy continued in this tone, he felt more and more 
guilty. “Sir,” said he, “I fear you deceive yourself. lam sure you i 
do. George is much too high-minded a man ever to marry for money. | 
A threat on your part that you would disinherit him in case of dis¬ 
obedience would only be followed by resistance on his.” 

“ Why, hang it, man, you don’t call offering him eight or ten thousand 
a year, threatening him 1 ” Mr. Osborne said, with still provoking good 
humour. “ ’Gad, if Miss S. will have me, I’m her man. I aint par¬ 
ticular about a shade or so of tawney.” And the old gentleman gave 
his knowing grin and coarse laugh. 
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% “You forget, sir, previous engagements into which Captain Osborne 
liad entered,” the ambassador said, gravely. 

“What engagements? What the devil do you mean? You don’t 
mean,” Mr. Osborne- continued, gathering wi'ath and astonishment .os 
the thought now first came upon him; “ you don’t mean that he’s such 

a d-^ fool as to be still hankering after that swindling old bankrupt’s 

daughter? You’ve not come here for to make me suppose that he 
I wants to marry her f Alarry her, that is a good one. My son and heir 

1 marry a beggar’s girl out of a gutter. D-him, if he does, let him 

buy a broom and sweep a crossing. She was always dangling and 
ogling after him, I recollect now ; and I’ve no doubt she was put on by 
her old sharper of a father.”- ■ 

“ Mr. Sedley was your very godd friend, sir,” Dobbin interposed, 
almost pleased at finding himself growing angry, “'time was you 
called him better names than rogue and swindler-. The match was of 
your making. - George had not right to play fast and loose ”- 

“ Fast and loose! ” howled out old Osborne. “ Fast amd loose ! Why, 
hang me, those are the very words my gentleman used himself when 
lie gave himself airs, last Thursday was a fortnight, and talked about 
the Bri‘-sh army to bis father Who made him. Whde, it’s you who 
have been a setting of him up—is it ? and my service to you, Captain. 
It’s you who want to introduce beggars into my family. Thank you for 
nothing. Captain. Marry her indeed—he, ho ! why should he ? I 
warrant you she’d go to him fast enough without.” 

; “ Sur,” said Dobbin, starting up in undisguised anger; “ no man shall 

i abuse, that lady in my hearing, and you least of all.” 

“ Oh, you’re a going to call me out, are you ? Stop, let me ring the 
bell for pistols for two. Mr. George sent you here to insult his father, 
did he ? ” Osborne said, puViing at the bell-cord. 

“ Mr. Osborne,” said Dobbin, with a faltering voice, “ it’s you who 
. are insulting the best creature in the world. You had beat spare her, 
sir, for she’s your son’s wife.” 

And with this, feeling that'no could say no more, Dobbin wont away, 
Osborne sinking back in his chair, and looking wildly after him. A clerk 
came in, obedient to the bell; and the Captain was scarcely out of the 
court where Mr. Osborne’s offices were, wlien Mr. Chopper the chief 
. clerk came rushing hatless after him. 

“ For God’s sake, what is it ? ’ Mr. Chopper said, catching the Captain 

i by the skirt. “Tire governor’s in a fit. What has Mr. George been 
doing ? ■’ 

“He married Miss Sedley five daj’s ago,” Dobbin replied. “ I w.as 
Jiis groomsman, Mr. Chopper, and you must stand bis friend.” 

The old clerk shook his head. “ If that’s your ne-ws. Captain, it’s 
bad. The governor will never forgive him.” 

Dobbin begged Chopper to report progress to him at the hotel where 
he was stopping, and walked-off moc^ily westwards, greatly perturbed 
as to the past and the future. 
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When the Bussell Square family came to dinner that evening, they 
found the father of the house seat^ in his usual place, but with that 
air of gloom on his face, which, whenever it appeared there, kept the 
whole circle silent. The ladies, and Mr. Bullock who dined with them, 
felt that the news had been communicatefd to Mr. Osborne. His dark 
looks affected Mr. Bullock so far as to render him still and quiet: but 
he was unusually bland and attentive to Miss Maria, by whom he sat, 
and to her sister presiding at the head of the table. 

Miss Wirt, by consequence, was alone on her side of the board, a gap 
being left between her and Miss Jane Osborne. Now this was George’s 
place when he dined at home ; and his cover, as we said, was laid for 
him in expectation of that truant’s return^ Nothing occurred during 
dinner-time exoeptsmilingMr.Frederick’sflaggingconfidentiai whispers, 
and the clinking of plate and china, to interrupt the silence of the 
repast. The servants went about stealthily doing their duty. Mutes 
at funerals could not look more glum than the domestics of Mr. 

, Osborne. The beck of venison of^ich he had invited Dobbin to 
partake, was carved by him in perfect sileilce; but his own share‘went 
away almost untasted, though he drank much, and the butler assiduously 
filled his glass. , 

At last, just at the end of the dinner, his eyes, which had been 
staring at everybody in turn, fixed themselves for a while upon the 
plate laid for George. He pointed to it presently with his left hand. 
His daughters looked at him and did not comprehend, or choose to 
comprehend, the signal; nor did the servants at first understand it. 

“ Take that plate away,” at last he said, getting up with an oath— 
and with this pushing his chair back, he walked into his own room. 

Behind Mr. Osborne’s dining-room was t]je usual apartment which 
went in his house by the name of thestudj^; and was sacred to the 
master of the house. Hither Mr. Osborne would retire of a Sunday 
forenoon when not minded to go to church ; and here pass the morning 
in his crimson leather chair, i-eading the^paper. A couple of glazed 
book-cases were here, containing standard works in stout gilt bindings. 
Tho “ Annual Eegister,” the “ Gentleman’s Magazine,” “ Blair’s Ser¬ 
mons,” and “ Hume and Smollett.” From year’s end to year’s end ho 
never took one of these volumes from the shelf; but there was no 
member of the family that would dare for Ms life to touch one of tho 
books, except upon those rare Sunday evenings when there was no 
dinner party, and when the groat scarlet Bible and Prayer-book were 
taken out from the comer where they stood beside his copy of the 
Peerage, and the servants being rung- up to the dining parlour, Osborne 
read the evening service to his family in a loud grating pompous voice. 
No member of the household, child or domestic, ever entered that room 
without a certain terror. Here he checked the housekeepex'’s accounts^ 
and overhauled the butler’s cellai’-boob. Hence he could command, 
across the clean gravel court-yard, the back entrance of tho stables 
with which one of his bells communicated, and into this yard the coach* 
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I man issued from his premises asbto a dock, aud Osborne swore at him 
[from the study window. Four times a year Miss Wirt entered this 
japartment to get her salary; and his daughters to receive their 
quarterly allowance.- George as a boy had been horsewhipped in this 
iroora many times ; his mother sitting sick on the stair listening to tho 
icuts of the whip. The boy was scarcely ever known to cry under the 
punishment; the poor woman used to fondle and kiss him secretly, and 
give him money to soothe him when he came out. 

There was a picture of the family over the mantel-piece, removed 
thither from the front room after Mrs. Osborne’s death—George was 
on a pony, the elder sister holding him up a bunch of flowers ; the 
younger led by her mother’s hand; all with red cheeks and large red 
mouths, simpering on each otheh in the approved family-portrait 
manner. The mother lay under ground now, long since forgotten—the 
sisters and brother had a hundred different interests of their own, and, 
familiar still, were utterly estranged from e.ach other. Some few score 
of years afterwards, when all the parties represented are grown old, 
what bitter satire there is in those flaunting childish family-portraits, 
with their farce of sentiment and smiling lies, and innocence so self-con¬ 
scious and self-satisfied. Osborne’s own state portrait,‘with that of his 
great silver inkstand and arm-chair, had taken the place of honour in 
the dining-room, vacated by the family-piece. 

To this study old Osborne retired then, greatly to the relief of the 
small party whom ho left. When tho servants had withdrawn, they 
began to talk for a while volubly but very low ; then they went up 
stairg quietly, Mr. Bullock accompanying them stealthily on his 
creaking shoes. He had no heart to sit alone drinking wine, .and so 
close to the terrible old gentleman in the study hard at hand. 

An hour at least after d£&rk, the butler, not having received any sum¬ 
mons, ventured to tap at his door and take him in wax caudles and 
tea. The master of the house sate in his chair, pretending to read the 
paper, and when the servant, placing the lights and refreshment on the 
table by him, retired, Mr. Osborne got up and locked the door after 
him. This time, there was no mistaking the matter ; all the household 
knew that some great catastrophe was going to happen which was 
likely direly to affect Master George. 

In the large shining mahogany esorutoire Mi’. Osborne had a drawei 
especially devoted to his son’s affairs .and papers. Here he kept all the 
documents relating to him ever since he luid been a boy : here were his 
prize copy-books and drawing-books, all bearing George’s hand, and 
that of the master: here were his first letters in large round hand 
sending his love to papa and mama, and conveying his petitions for a 
cake. His dear godpapa Sedley was more than once mentioned in 
them. Curses quivered on old Osborne’s livid lips, and horrid hatred 
and disappointment writhed in his heart, as looking through some oi 
these papers he came on that name. They were all marked and 
docket^, and tied with red tape. It was —“ From Georgy, requesting 
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5*., April 23, 18—; answered April 25,”—or “ Georgy about a pony, 
October 13,”—and so forth. In another packet were “ Dr. S.’s accounts " 
— “ G.’s tailor’s bills and outfits, drafts on me by G. Osborne, jun.” &e., 
—his letters from the West Indies—^his agent’s letters, and the news¬ 
papers containing his commissions : here .was a whip he had when a 
boy, and in a paper a locket containing his hair, which his mother used 
to wear. 

Turning one over after another, and musing over these*memorials, the - 
unhappy man passed many hours. His dearest vanities, ambitious ^ 
hopes, hatj all been here. What pride he had in his boy I He was the 
handsomest child ever seen. Everybody said he was like a noblenJan’s 
son. A royal princess had remarked him, and kissed him, and asked 
liis name in Kew Gardens. What ckj^man could show such another 1 
Could a prince have been better cared for ? Anything tfiat money 
could buy had been his son’s. He used to go down on speech-days 
with four horses and new liveries, and scatter new shillings among the 
boys at the school where George was: when he went with George to 
the dep6t ot his regiment, before the boy embarked for Canada, he gave' 
the ofiicers such a dinner as the Duke of York might have sat down to. 
Had he ever refused a bill when George drew one ? There they were 
—paid without a word. Many a general in the army couldn’t ride the 
horses he had ! He had the child before his eyes, on a hundred different 
days when he remembered George—after dinner, when he used to como 
in as bold as a lord and drink off his glass by his father’s side, at the 
head of the table—on the pony fit Brighton, when he cleared the hedge 
and kept up with the huntsman—on the day when he was presented to 
the Prince Regent at the levee, when all Saint James’s couldn’t produce 
a finer young fellow. And this, this was the end of all!—^to marry a 
bankrupt and fly in the face of duty and fortune! What humiliation 
and fury: what pangs of sickening rage, balked ambition and love; 
what wounds of outraged vanity, tenderness even, had this old yrorldling 
now to suffer under! 

Having examined these papers, and poildered over this one and the 
ether, in that bitterest of all helpless woe, with which miserable men ' 
think of happy past times—George’s father took the whole of the docu¬ 
ments out of the drawer in which he had kept them so long, andlocked\| 
them into a writing-box, which he tied, and sealed with his seal. Then i 
he opened the book-case, and took down the great red Bible we have t 
spoken of—a pompous book, seldom looked at, and shining all over with 
gold. There was a frontispiece to the volume, representing Abraham 
sacrificing Isaac. Here according to custom, Osborne had recorded on 
the fly-leaf, and in his large clerk-like hand, the dates of his marriage 
and his wife’s death, and the births and Christian names of his children. 
Jane came first, then George Sedley Osborne, then Maria Fr.ances, and 
the days of the christening of each. Taking a pen, he carefully obli-4 
terated George’s name from the page; and when the leaf was quitfl| 
dry, restored the volume to the place from which he had moved it, 
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Then he took a document out of another drawer, where his own privjfte 
papers were kept; and having read it, crumpled it up and lighted it at 
yXiiie of the candles, and saw it bum entirely away in the grate. It was 
^ his will; which being burned, fie sate down and wrote off a letter, and 
rang lor his servant, whom he charged to deliver it in the morning. It 
was morning already: as he went up to bed; the whole house was 
alight with the sunshine ; and the birds were singing among the fresh 
green leaves in’.Russell Sq^uare. 

Anxious to keep all Mr. Osborne’s family and dependants in good 
humour, and to m.ake as many friends as possible for George in his 
hour of adversity, William Dobbin, who knew the effect wfiieh good 
dinners and good wines have upon the soul of man, wrote off imme¬ 
diately on his return to his inn tire most hospitable of invitations tc 
Thomas Chopper, Esquire, begging that gentleman to dine with him at 
the Slaughter’s next day. Tne note reached Mr. Chopper before he 
left the City, and the instant reply was, that “ Mr. Chopper presents 
his respectful compliments, and will have the honour and pleasure of 
waiting on Captain D.” The invitation and the rough draft of the 
answer were shown to Mrs. Chopper and her daughters on his return 
to Somers Town that evening, and they talked abopt military gents 
and West End men with great exultation as the family sate and partook 
of tea. When the girls had gone to rest, Mr. and Mrs. C. discoursed 
upon the strange events which were occurring in the governor’s family. 
Never had the clerk seen his principal so moved. When he went in to 
Mr. Osborne, after Captain Dobbin’s departure, Mr. Chopper found his 
chief black in the face, and all but in a fit: some dreadful quarrel, he 
was'certain, had occurred between Mr. O. and the young Captain. 
Chopper had been instructed to make out an account of all sums paid 
to Captain Osborne with'n the last three years. “And a precious lot 
of money he has had too,’’'j;he chief clerk said, and respected his old and 
young master the more, for the liberal way in which the guineas had 
been flung about. The dispute was something about Miss Sedley. Mi's. 
Chopper vowed and declare^ she pitied that poor young lady to lose 
such a handsome young fellow as the Capting. As the daughter of an 
unlucky speculator, who had paid a very shabby dividend, Mr. Chopper 
had no great regard for Miss Sedley. He respected the house of Osborne 
before all others in the city of London: and his hope and wish was that 
Captain George should marry a nobleman’s daughter. The clerk slept 
a great deal sounder than his principal that night; and, cuddling his 
children after breakfast (of which he partook with a very hearty appe¬ 
tite, though his modest cup of life was only sweetened with brown 
sugar), he set off in his best Sunday suit and frilled shirt for business, 
promising his admiring wife not to punish Captain D.’s port too severely 
that evening. 

Mr. Osborne’s countenance, when he arrived in the City at his usiml 
time, struck those dependants who were accustomed, for good reasons, 
to watch its expression, as peculiarly ghastly and worn. At twelve 
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4 otlMk Mr. Higga (of the firm of Higgs & Blafcherwiok, solicitors, Bedford 
B^,}- palled by appointment, and was ushered into the governor’s 
rate room, and closeted there for more than an hour. At about one 
Cihopper received a note brought by Captain Dobbin’s man, and 
containing an inclosore for Mr. Osborne,- which the clerk went in and 
delivered. A short time afterwards Mr. Chopper and Mr. Birch, the 
next clerk, were summoned, and requested to witness a paper. 
been making a new will,” Mi’. Osborne said, to which these gentlemen 
appended their names accordingly. No conversation passed. Mr. Higgs 
looked exceedingly grave as he came into the outer rooms, and very 
hard in Mr. Chopper’s face ; but there were not any explanation^. It 
was remarked that Mr. Osborne was particularly quiet and- gentle all 
day, to the surprise of those who Had augured ill from hjs darkling 
demeanour. He called no man names that day, and was not heard to 
swear once. He left business early; and before going away, summoned 
his chief clerk once more, and having given him general instructions, 
asked him, aftei»some seeming hesitation and reluctance to speak, if ho 
knew whether Captain Dobbin was in town ? 

Chopper said he believed he was. Indeed both of them knew the fact 
perfectly. ■* 

Osborne took a letter directed to that oificer, and, giving it to the 
clerk, requested the latter to deliver it into Dobbin’s own h.ands 
immediately. 

“ And now, Chopper,” says he, taking his hat, and with a strange 
look, “ my mind will be easy.” Exactly as the clock struck two (there 
was no doubt an appointment between the pair), Mr. Frederick Bullock 
called, and he and Mr. Osborne walked away together. 


The Colonel of the —^th regiment, in wjiich Messieurs Dohbiu and 
Osborne had companies, was an old gen<»ral who had made his first 
campaign under Wolfe at Quebec, and was long since quite too old and 
feeble for command; but he took some interest in the regiment of 
which he was the nominal head, and miufe certain of his young officers 
welcome at his table, a kind of hospitality which I^believe is not now 
common amongst his brethren. Captain Dobbin was an especial 
favourite of this old General. Dobbin was versed in the literature of 
his profession, and could talk about the great Frederic, and the Empress 
Queen, and their wais, almost ns well as the General himself, who was 
indifferent to the triumphs of the present day, and whose heart was with 
the tacticians of fifty years back. This officer sent a summons to Dobbi n 
to come and breakfast with him, on the morning when Mr. Osborne 
altered his will, and Mr. Chopper put on his beat shirt-frill, and then 
informed his young favourite, a couple oWays in advance, of that which 
they were all expecting—a marching orKr to go to Belgium. The order 
for the regiment to hold itself in readiness would leave the_ Horse 
Guardi* in a day or two ; and as transports were in plenty, they would 
get their route before the week was over. Recruits had come in during 



192 


VANITY FAIR. 


the stay of the regiment at Chatham; and the old General hoped tK4t 
the regiment "which had helped to beat Montcalm in Canada, andtjo 
rout Mr. Washington on Long Island, would prove itself worthy of 
historical reputation on the oft-trodden battle-grounds of the Lefw 
Countries. “ And so my good friend, if you have any afiaire Id," said 
the old General, taking a pinch of snuif with his trembling white old 
band, and then, pointing to the spot of his robe de fhamire under which 
■■'his heart was still feebly beating, “ if you have any Phillis to console, or 
to bid farewell to papa and mama, or any will to make, I recommend 
you to set about your business without delay.” With which thfe General 
gave his young friend a finger to shake, and a good-natured nod of his 
powdered and pig-tailed head; and the door being closed upon Dobbin, 
sate down to pen a povlet (he was exceedingly vain of his French) to 
Mademoiselle Amdnaide of His Majesty’s Theatre. 

This news made Dobbin grave, and he thought of our friends at 
Brighton, and then he was ashamed of himself that Amelia was always 
the first thing in his thoughts (always before anybody—before father 
and mother, sisters and duty—always at waking and sleeping indeed, 
, and all day long) ; and returning to his hotel, he sent off a brief note to 
iMr. Osborne acquainting him with the information which he had 
received, and which might tend farther, he hoped, to bring about a 
reconciliation with George. 

This note, dispatched by the same messenger who had carried the 
invitation to Chopper on the previous day, alarmed the worthy clerk 
not a little. It was inclosed to him, and as he opened the letter he 
trembled lest the dinner should be put off cn which he was calculating. 
His mind was inexpressibly relieved when he found that the envelope 
was only a reminder for jrimself. (“ I shall expect you at half-past 
five,” Captain Dobbin wrotb.) He was very much interested about his 
employer’s family ; but, qw voidez voua ? a grand dinner was of more 
concern to him than the affair^ of any other mortal. 

Dobbin was quite justifiedjin repeating the General’s information to 
any officers of the regiment whom he should see in the course of his 
peregrinations; accordingly he imparted it to Ensign Stubble, whom he 
met at the agent’s, and who—suet was his militaiy ardour—went off 
instantly to purchase a new sword at the accoutrement-makers. Here 
this young fellow, who, though only seventeen years of age, and about 
sixty-five inches high, with a constitution naturally ricketty and much 
impaired by premature brandy and water, had an undoubted courage 
and a lion’s heart, poised, tried, bent, and balanced a weapon such as he 
thought would do execution amongst Frenchmen. Shouting “ Ha, ha!” 
and stamping his little feet with tremendous energy, he delivered the 
point twice or thrice at C%tain Dobbin, who parried the thrust 
laughingly with his bamboo walking-stick. 

Mr. Stubble, as may be supposed from his size and slenderness, was 
of the Light !^bs. Ensign Spooney, .on the contrary, was a tall 3 'outh 
and belonged to (Captain Dobbin’u the Grenadier Company, and he 
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new bear-skin cap, under which he looked savage beyond his 
hen these two lads went off to the Slaughter’s, and having 
famous dinner, sate down and wrote off letters to the kind 
arents at home—^letters full of love and heartiness, and pluck 
spelling. Ah! there were many anxious hearts beating ' 
Sngland at that time ; and mothers’ prayers and tears flowing 
lomesteads.* 

young Stubble engaged in composition at one of the coffee- 
les at the Slaughter’s, and the tears trickling down his nose 
on to tlie paper (for the youngster was thinking of his mama, and that 
he might never see her again), Dobbin, who was going to write off a 
^tter to George Osborne, relented; itnd locked up his desk. “ Why 
'^should I?” said he. “Let her have this night happy. I’ll go and 
j^soe my parents early in the morning, and go down to Brighton myself 
to-morrow.” 


So. he went upland laid his big hsind on young Stubble’s shoulder, and 
backed up that young champion, and told him if he would leave off 
brandy-and-wator he would be a good soldier, as he always was a 
.gentlemanly good-hearted fellow. Young Stubble’s eyes brightened up 
at this, for Dobbin was greatly reflpected in the regiment, as the best 
officer and the cleverest man in it. 


“ Thank you, Dobbin,” he said, rubbing his eyes with his knuckles, 
“ I was just—just telling her I would. And, O Sir, she’s so dam kind 
to me.” The water-pumps were at work again, and I am not sure that 
the soft-hearted Captain’s eyes did not also twinkle. 

The two ensigns, the captain, and Mr. Chopper, dined together in the 
same box. Chopper brought the letter from Mr. Osborne, in which 
the latter briefly presented his complimei/ts to Captain Dobbin, and 
requested him to forward the inclosed t<» Captain George Osborne. 
Chopper knew nothing further; ho described Mr. Osborne’s appearance, 
it is true, and his interview with his lawyer, wondered how the governor 
had sworn at nobody, and—especially Is the wine circled round— 
abounded in speculations and conjectures. But these grew more vague 
with every glass, and at length became perfectly unintelligible. At a 
late hour Captain Dobbin put his guest into a hackney-coach, in a 
hiccupping state, and swearing that he would be the kick—^the kick— 

captain’s fri end for ever and ever. --- 

■ when Captain Dobbin took leave of Mias Osborne we have said that 
he asked leave to oome and pay her another visit, and the spinster 
expected him for some hours the next day, when, perhaps, had he come, 
••ind had ho asked her that question which she was prepared to answer 
she would have declared herself as her 'brother’s friend, and a rccon • 
cUiation might have been effected betweetf George and his angry father. 
But though she waited at home the captain never came. He had his 
own affairs to pursue; his own parents to visit and console; and at an 
early hour of the day to take his place on the Lightning coach, and go 
down to his friends at Brighton. In the course of the day Miss Osborne 
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heard her father give orders that that meddling sconndrel, Catti^ii 
Dobbin, should never be admitted within his doors again, and; 
hopes in. which she may have indulged privately were thus abru^t^, 
brought to an end. Mr. Frederic Bullock came, and was partioula-^ 
affectionate to Maria, and attentive to the broken-spirited old gcr^e- 
man. For though he said his mind would be easy, the means whiA he 
had taken to secure quiet did not seem to have Succeeded as y^; and 
the events of the past two days had visibly shattered him. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

.-V 

IN WHICH ALL THE rUINCIPAL PERSONAGES THINK FIT TO LEAVB 

Brighton.. 

Conducted to the ladies, at the" Ship Inn, Dobbin assumed a Jftvi.al 
and rattling manner, which proved tjiht this young officer was beco'fniifg 
•a more consummate hypocrite everyday of his life. He was trying toi 
hide his own private feelings, first uPm seeing Mrs. George Osbdrtfe in 
her new condition, and secondly to mask the apprehensions he el|terr< 
tained as to the effect which the dismal news brought down by^iiii 
would certainly have upon her. 

“It is my opinion, George,” he said, “that the French Emperor will 
be upgn us, horse and foot, before three weeks are over, and will give 
the Duke such a dance as sliall make the Peninsula appear mere child’s 
play. But you need not say that to Mrs. Osborne, you know. There 
mayn’t be any fighting on our side after all, and our business in Belgium 
may turn out to be a mere' military occupation. Many persons think 
so; and Brussels is full of fine people and ladies of fashion.” So it was 
agreed to represent the duty^^of the British army in Belgium in this 
harmless light to Amelia. 

This plot being arranged, the hypocritical Dobbin saluted Mrs. George 
Osborne quite gaily, tried to pay her one or two compliments relative 
to her new position as a bride (which compliments, it must be confessed, 
were exceedingly clumsy and hung fire wofully), and then fell to talking 
about Brighton, and the sea-air, and the gaieties of the place, and the 
beauties of the road and the merits of the “Lightning” coach and 
horses,—all in a manner quite incomprehensible to Amelia, and very 
amusing to Rebecca, who was watching the Captain, as indeed she 
watched every one near whom she came. 

Little Amelia, it must be owned, had rather a mean opinion of her 
husband’s friend. Captain Dobbin. He lisped— ^he was very plain and 
homely-looking: and exceedingly awkward and ungainly . She liked 
him for his attachment to her husband (to be sure there was very 
little merit in that), and she thought George was most generous and 
kind in extending his friendship to his brother officer. George had 
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S Dobbin’s lisp and queer manners many times to her, tbongh 
justice, he always spoke most liighly of his friend’s good 
In her little day of triumph, and not knowing him intimately 
made light of honest William—and he knew her opinions 
te well, and acquiesced in them’ very humbly. A time came 
knew him better, and changed her notions regarding him; 
as distant as yet. • 

Rebecca, Captain Dobbin had not been two hours in the 
pany before she understood his secret perfectly. She did not 
ad feared him privately; nor was he very much prepossessed 
in her favour. He was so honest, that her arts and cajoleries did not 
afiect him, and he shrank from her i^iUi instinctive repulsion. And, as 
she was by no means so far superior to her sex as to be abovft jealousy, 
she disliked him the more for his adoration of Amelia. Nevertheless, 
she was very respectful and cordial in her manner towards him. A 
friend to the Osbornes! a friend to her dearest benefactors! She vowed 
she should always love him sincerely: she remembered him quite well 
on the Vauxhall night, as she told Amelia archly, and she made a little 
fun of him when the two ladies went to dress for dinner. E.awdon 
Ciawley paid scarcely any attention to Dobbin, looking upon him as a 
good-natured nincojnpoop, and imder-bred city man. Jos patronised 
him with much dignity. 

When George and Dobbin were alone in the latter’s room, to which 
George had followed him, Dobbin took from bis desk the letter which- 
he had been charged by Mr. Osborne to deliver to his son. “ It’s not 
in my father’s hand-writing,” said George, looking rather alarmed*; nor 
was it: the letter was from Mr. Osborne’s lawyer, and to the following 
effect:— , • 

“ UteDFoan Row, May 7, 1815. 

“ Sin, * 

“ I am commissioned by Mi-. Osborne to inform you, that he abides 
by the determination which he before ex'^ressed to you, and that in 
consequence of the marriage which you have been pleased to contract,, 
he ceases to consider you henceforth as a member of his family. This 
.determination is final and irrevocable. 

“Although the moneys expended upon you in your minority, and the 
bills which you have drawn upon him so unsparingly of late years, far 
exceed in amount the sum to which you are entitled in your own right 
(being the third part of the fortune of your mother, the late Mrs. 
Osborne, and which reverted to you at her decease, and to Miss Jane 
Osborne and Miss Maria Frances Osborne); yet I am instructed by 
Mr. Osborne to say, that ho waives all claim upon your estate, and 
that the sum of ^2000, 4 per cent, annuities, at the value of the d.ay 
(being your one-third share of the sum of £6000), shall be paid over to 
yourself or your agents upon your receipt for the same, by 

“ Your obedient Servt., S. Hioos. 

“P.S.-—Mr. Osbome desires me to say, once for all, that he declines 

o 2 
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to receive any messages, letters, or communications from you on thl^,.. 
any other subject.” 

“ A pretty way you have managed the affair,” said George, looi^cf 
savagely at William Dobbin. “Look there, Dobbin,” and he whg 
over to the latter his parent’s letter. “A beggar, by Jove, and aT in 
^nsequence of my d—d sentimentality. Why couldn’t we have w^tedl 
’ A ball-might have done for me in the course of TKe'war, and rDjn still, 
and how will Emmy be bettered by being left a beggar’s wi^w 1 It 
was all your doing. You were never easy until you had got mb married 
land ruined. What the deuce am I to do with two thousand pounds 1 
[Such a sum won’t last two yea's. I’ve lost a hundred and forty to 
Crawley at cards and billiards since I’ve 'oeen' down here. A pretty 
manager of a man’s matters you are, forsooth.” 

“There’s no denying that the position is a hard one,” Dobbin replied, 
after reading over the letter with a blank countenance ; “ and, as yoxi 
say, it is partly of my making. There are some men that wouldn’t 
mind changing with you,” he added, with a bitter smile. “ How many 
Captains in the regiment have two thousand pounds to the fore, think 
you ? You must live on your pay till your father refents, and if you 
die, you leave your wife a hundred a year.” 

“Do you suppose a man of my habits can live on his pay and a 
hundred a year ? ” George cried out in great anger. “ You must be a 

( fool to talk so, Dobbin. How the deuce am I to keep up my position 
in the world upon such a pitiful pittance I I can’t change my habits. 
I must have my comforts, i wasn’t brought up on pori-idge like 
MacWhirter, or on potatoes, like old O’Dowd. Do you expect my 
wife to take in soldiers’^ washing, or ride after the regiment in a 
baggage waggon 1” ” 

“Well, well,” said Dobbin, still good-naturedly, “we’ll get her a 
better conveyance. But try and remember that you are only a 
dethroned prince now, Georgf, my boy; and be quiet whilst the tempest 
lasts. It won’t bo for long. Let your name be mentioned in the 
Gazette, and I’ll engage the old father relents towards you.” 

“Mentioned in the Gazette!” George answered. “And in what part 
■ of it ? Among the killed and wounded returns, and at the top of the 
: list, very likely.” 

“ Psha! It will be time enough to cry out when we are hurt,” 

' Dobbin said. “ And if anything happens, you know, George, I have 
got a little, and I am not a marrying man, and I shall not forget my 
godson in my will,” ho added, with a smile. Whereupon the dispute 
ended,—as many scores of such conversations between Osborne and his 
friend had concluded previously—by the former declaring there was no 
possibility of being angry with Dobbin long, and forgiving him very 
generously after abusing him without cause. 

“ I say, Becky,” cried Eawdon Crawley out of his dressing-room, to 
his lady, who was attiring herself for dirmer in her own chamber. 
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■pWhat ? ” said Becky’s shrill voice. She was looking over her 
dioulder in the glass. She had put on the neatest and freshest white 
^)ck imaginable, and with bare shoulders and a little necklace, and a 
nt^t blue sash, she looked the image of youthful innocence and girlish 
haziness. 

“I say, what’ll Mrs. O. do, when O. goes out with the regiment ? 
CraWey said coming into the room, performing a dget on I)is head 
with ^o huge hair-brushes, and looking out from under his hair with 
admira^^n on his pretty little wife. 

“I suppose she’ll cry her eyes out,” Becky answered. "She hasj 
been whimpering half-a-dozen of times at the veiy notion of it, already/ 
to me.” ^ . 

" Vote don’t care, I suppose,” Rawdon said, half angry a* his wife's 
w.ant of feeling. 

“ You wretch! don’t you know that I intend to go with you,” Becky 
replied. "Besides, you’re different. You go as GeneralTnfto’s aide- 
de-camp. We don’t belong to the line,” Mrs. Crawley said, throwing 
up her head with an air that so enchanted her husband that he stboped 
down and kisse^ it. 

“ Rawdon, dear—don’t you think—^you’d better get that—^money >- 
from Cupid, before he goes ? ” Becky continued, fixing on a killing bow. 
She called George Osborne, Cupid. She had flattered him about his 
gbod looks a score of times already. She watched over him kindly at 
6cart6 of a night when he would drop in to Rawdon’a quarters for a 
lialf-hour before bed-time. 


She had often called him a horrid dissipated wretch, and threatened 
to tell Emmy of his wicked ways and naughty extravagant habits. ^ 
She brought his cigar and lighted for him ; ^he knew the effect of that 
manoouvi-e, having practised it in former (fays upon Rawdon Crawley'. 
He thought her gay, brisk, arch, distiiigu6e, delightful. In their little 
drives and dinners, Becky', of course, quite outshone poor Emmy, who 
remained very mute and timid while ll^S8. Crawley and her husband 
rattled away together, and Captain Crawley (and Jos after he joined 
the young married people) gobbled in silence. 

Emmy’s mind somehow misgave her about her fi-iend. Rebecca’s 
wit, spirits, and accomplishments troubled her with a rueful disquiet. 
They' were only a week married, and here was George already suffering v,' 
ennui, and eager for others’ society! She trembled for the future. 
How shall I be a companion for liim, she thought,—so clever and so 
brilliant, and I such a humble foolish creature 1 How noble it was of 
him to mariy me—to give up everything and stoop down to me ! I 
ought to have refused hinyonly I had not the heart. I ought to have 
stopped at home and taken care of poor papa. And her neglect of her 
parents (and indeed there was some foundation for this charge which 
the poor child’s uneasy conscience brought against her) was now 
remembered for the first time, and caused her to blush with humi¬ 
liation. Oh! thought she, I have been vevy wicked and selfish—selfish 
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in forgetting them in their sorrows—selfish in forcing George to ptS^icy 
mo. I know I’m not worthy of him—know he would have blj^n 
happy without me—and yet—I tried, I tried to give him up. 

It is hard when, before seven days of marriage are over, s^4^^ 
thoughts and confessions as these force themselves on a little bnrae’s 
mind. But so it was, and the night before Dobbin came to join fhese 
young people-, on a fine brilliant moonlight night of May—so^arm 
and balmy that the windows were flung open to the balcon^ from 
whieh George and Mrs. Crawley were gazing upon the calm ocean 
spread shining before them, wliile Eawdon and Jos were eng.aged at 
backgammon within—^Amelia couched in a great chair quite neglected, 
and watching both these parties, felt a despair and remorse such as 
were bitter companions for that tender lonely soul. Scarce a week was 
past, and it was come to this ! The future, had she regarded it, offered 
a di8m.al prospect; but Emmy was too shy, so to speak, to look to that, 
and embark alone on that wide sea, and unfit to navigate it without a 
guide and protector. I know Miss Smith has a mean opinion of her. 
But how many, my dear Madam, are endowed with your prodigious 
strength of mind 1 , 

“ Gad, what a fine night, and how bright the moon is ! ” George said, 
with a puff of his cigar, which went soaring up skywards. 

“ How delicious they smell in the open air ! I adore them. Who’d 
think the moon was two hundred and thirty-six thousand eight 
hundred and forty-seven miles off 1 ” Becky added, gazing at th.at orb 
with a smile. “ Isn’t it clever of me to i-emember that ? Booh ! we 
learned it all at Miss Pinkerton’s ! How calm the sea is, and how clear 
everything. I declare I can almost see the coast of France ! ” and her 
bright green eyes streamed, out, and shot into the night as if they cotild 
see tlu'ough it. ' 

“ Do you know what I iniend to do one morning ? ’” she said ; “I find 
I can swim beautifully, and some day, when my Aunt Crawley’s com¬ 
panion—old Briggs, you knciw—you remember her—that hook-nosed 
woman, with the long wisps of hair—^when Briggs goes out to bathe, I 
intend to dive under her awning, and insist on a reconciliation in the 
water. Isn’t that a stratagem ? ” 

George burst out laughing at the idea of this aquatic meeting. 

“ What’s the I’ow there, you two ? ” Bawdon shouted out, rattling the 
box. Amelia was making a fool of herself in an absurd hysterical 
manner, and retired to her own room to whimper in private. 

Our history is destined in this chapter to go backwards and forwards 
in a veiy-isvesolute maimer seemingly, and having conducted our story 
to tq-^otrow presently, we shall immediatsly again have occasion to 
.step.back to yesterday, so that the whole of the tale may get a hearing. 
AS you behold at her Majesty’s drawing-room, the ambassadoi-s’ and 
high dignitaries’ carriages whisk off fr om a private door, while Captain 
Jones’s ladies are waiting for their fly: as you see in the Secretary of 
the Treasury’s antechamber, a half-dozen of petitioners waiting patiently 
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S r audience, and called out one by one, when suddenly an Irish 
or some eminent personage enters the apartment, and instantly 
ato Mr. Under-Secretary over the heads of all the people 
; so in the conduct of a t^o, the romancer is obliged to exercise 
t partial sort of justice. Although all the little incidents must 
I, yet they must be put off when the great events make their 
ice; and surely such a circumstance as th^jt which brought 
to Brighton, viz. the ordering out of the Guards and the line to 
, and the mustering of the jdlied armies in that country under 
mand of his Grace the Duke of Wellington—such a dignified 
circumstance as that, I say, was entitled to the pas over all minor 
occuiTences whereof this history is composed mainly, and hence a little 
trifling disarrangement and disordfir was excusable rind becoming. We 
have only now advanced in time so far beyond Chapter XXII. as to 
have got our various characters up into their dressing-rooms before the 
dinner, which took place as usual on the day of Dobbin’s arrival. 

George was'too humane or too much occupied with the tie of his 
neckcloth to convey at once aU the news to Amelia whicli his comrade 
had brought with him from London. He came into her room, however,v 
holding the ifttomey’s letter in his hand, and with so solemn and 
important an air that his wife, always ingeniously on the watch for 
calamity, thought the worst was about to befal, and running up to her 
husband, besought her dearest George to tell her everything—^he was 
ordered abroad; there would be a battle next week—she knew there 
would. 

Dearest George parried the question about foreign service, and with 
a melancholy sliake of tlie head said, “ No, Emmy ; it isn’t that: it’s 
not myself I care about: it’s you. I have had bad news from my, 
father. He refuses any communication wtth me ; he has flung us off",' 
and leaves us to poverty. / can ^nyli ft well enough ; Bui y6u,'my 
dear, how will you bear it 1 reaJT here.” . And he handed her over 
the letter. ^ 

Amelia, with a look of tender alarm in her eyes, listened to her noble 
hero as he uttered the above generous sentiments, and sitting down on 
the bed, read the letter which George gave her vvith such a pompous 
martyr-hke air. Her face cleared up as she read the document, how¬ 
ever. The idea of sharing poverty and privation in company with the 
beloved object, is, as we have before said, far from being disagreeable 
to a warm-hearted woman. The notion was actually pleasant to little 
Amelia. Then, as usual, she was ashamed of herself for feeling happy 
at such an indecorous moment, and checked her pleasure, sayinj 
demurely, “ O, George, how your poor heart must y|g^.at the idea oi 
being separated from your papa.” 

“ It does,” said George, with an agonised countenance. 

“But ho can’t bo angry with you long,” she continued. “Nobody 
could, I’m sure. He must forgive you, my dearest, kindest husband, 
O I shall never forgive myself if he does not.” 
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What vexes me, my poor Emmy, is not my misfortune, but youip>|.' 
Qeoi^e said. “ I don’t care for a little poverty ; and I think, -withov^iv 
vanity, I’ve talents enough to make my own way.” 

“ That you have,” interposed his wife, who thought that war shouj 
cease, and her husband should'be made a general instantly. 

“Yes, I shall make my way as well as another,” Osborne went 
“but you, my dear girl, how can 1 bear your being deprived oMthe 
comforts and station in society which my wife had a right to e^ecs . 
My dearest girl in barracks; the wife of a soldier in a m^ching 
i-egiment; subject to all sorts of annoyance and privation 1 Tc makes 
]me miserable.” 

Emmy, quite at ease, as this wa,<) her husband’s only cause of disquiet, 
took his hand, and with a radiant face and smile began to warble that 
stanza ft'ora the favourite song of “ Wapping Old Stairs,” in which the 
heroine, after rebuking her Tom for inattention, promises “ his toowsers 
to mend, and his grog too to make,” if he will be constant and kind, 
and not forsake her. “ Besides,” she said, after a pausb, during which 
she looked as pretty and happy as any young woman need, “ Isn’t two 
thousand pounds an immense deal of money, George t ” 

George laughed at her nalvet^: and finally they went down to dinner, 
Amelia clinging on George’s arm, still warbling the tune of “ Wapping 
Old Stairs,” and more pleased and light of mind than she had been fc? 
some days past. 

Thus the repast, which at length came off, instead of being dismal, 
was an exceedingly brisk and merry one. The excitement of the 
campaign counteriicted in George’s mind the depression occasioned by 
the disulheriting letter. Dobbin still kept up his character of rattle. 
He amused the company wi(h accounts of the army in Belgium, where 
nothing but fStes and gaiety'and fashion were going on. Then, having 
a particular end in view, this dexterous captain pi-oceeded to describe 
Mrs. Major O’Dowd, packing her own and her Major’s wardrobe, .and 
how his best epaulets had beenfrstowed into a tea canister, whilst her 
own famous yellow turban, with the bird of paradise wrapped in brown 
paper, was locked up in the Major’s tin cocked-hat case, and wondered 
what effect it would have at the French king’s court at Ghent, or tho 
great military balls at Brussels. 

“ Ghent! Bioissels ! ” cried out Amelia with a sudden shock and start. 
■**18 the regiment ordered away, George,—is it ordered away ? ” A look 
of terror came over the sweet smiling face, and she clung to George as 
by an instinct. 

“ Don’t be afraid, dear,” he said good-naturedly ; “ it is but a twelve 
hours’ passage. It won’t hurt you. You shall go, too, Emmy.” 

“I intend to go,” said Becky, “ I’m on the staff. General Tufto is a 
great flirt of mine. Isn’t he, Bawdon 1 ” 

Eawdon laughed out with his usual roar. Willham Dobbin flushed 
up quite red. “ She can’t go,” he said; “ think of the—of the danger,” 
he was going to add; but had not all his conversation during dinner 
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tSp8 tended to prove there was none ? He became very confused and 

SKUt. 

J must and will go,” Amelia cried with the greatest spirit; and 
f i.4;orge',' apphtudlng heir rSioTutibn, patted her under the chin, and asked 
allVhe persons present if they ever saw such a termagant of a wife, and 
ag^d that the lady should bear him company. “ We’ll have Mrs. 
0’E%wd to chaperon you,” he said. What cared she* so long as her 
husbii^ was near her 1 Thus somehow the bitterness of a parting 
was juried away. Though war and danger were in store, war an ' 
danger might not befal for months to come. There was a respite ftt any 
rate, which made the timid little Amelia almost as hap 2 )y as a full 
rejjrieve would have done, and which, even Dobbin owned in his heart 
was very welcome. For, to be permitted to sec her w.ls now the 
greatest privilege and hope of his life, and ho thought with himself 
secretly how he would watch and protect her. I wouldn’t have let her 
go if I had been married to her, he thought. But George was the 
master, and his triend did not think fit to remonstrate. 

Putting her arm round her friend’s waist, Bebecca at length carried 
Amelia off from^the dinner-table where so much business of importance 
bad been discussed, and left the gentlemen in a highly-exhUarated state 
drinking and talking very gaily. 

In the course of the evening Kawdon got a little family-note from hi.s 
wife, which although he crumpled it up and burnt it instantly in the 
candle, we had the good luck to read over llebecca’s shoulder. “ Great. 
News,” she wrote. “Mrs. Bute is gone. Get the money from Cupid 
to-night, as he’ll be off to-morrow most likely. Mind this.—^E.^’ So 
when the little company was about adjourning to coffee in the women’s 
apartment, Eawdon touched Osborne on the^elbow, and said gracefully ; 
“Isay, Osborne, my boy, if quite convenienjk. I’ll trouble you for that'* 
’ere small trifle.” It was not quite convenient, but nevertheless 
Geoi-ge gave him a considerable present mstalment in bank notes from 
his pocket-book, and a bill on his ageiils at a week’s date, for the 
remaining sum. 

This matter arranged, George, and Jos, and Dobbin, held a council 
of war over their cigars, and agreed that a general move should bo 
made for London in Jos’s open carriage the next day. Jos, I think, 
would have jireferred staying until Bawdon Crawley quitted Brighton, 
but Dobbin and George overruled him, and he agreed to carry the 
party to town, and ordered four horses, as became Ids dignity. Witli 
these they sot off in state, after breakfast, the next day. Amelia had 
risen very early in the morning, and packed her little trunks with the 
greatest alacrity, while Osborne lay in bed deploring that she liad not 
a maid to help her. She was only too glad, however, to perform this 
office for herself. A dim tmeasy sentiment about Bebecca filled her 
mind already ; and although they kissed each other most tenderly 'at 
parting, yet we know what jealousy is; and Mrs. Amelia possessed that 
among other virtues of her sex. 
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. Besides these characters who are coming and going away, we iffm 
remember that there were some other old friends of ours at Brighton; 
Miss Crawley, namely, and the suite in attendance upon her.' Nof,,, 
althotigh Bebecca and her hv^sband were but at a few stones’ throw^f ^ 
the lodgings which the invalid Miss Crawley occupied, the old lifiy’s 
door remained as pitilessly closed to them as it had been heretofojp in 
London. As long as she remained by the side of her sister-jr-law, 
Mrs. Bute Crawley took care that her beloved Matilda should^ot be 
agitated by a meeting with her nephew. When the spinster/wok her 
drivej the faithful Mrs. Bute sate beside her in the carriage. Wlien 
Miss Crawley took the air in a chair, Mrs. Bute marched oii one side 
of the vehicle, whilst honest Brigg'i occupied the other wing. And if 
they met Bawdon and his wife by chance—although the former con¬ 
stantly and obsequiously took off his hat, the Miss-CraAvley party 
passed him by with such a frigid and killing indifference, that Bawdon 
began to despair. , 

“ “Vye might as well be in London as here,” Captain Bawdon often 
said, with a downcast air. 

“ A comfortable inn in Brighton is better than a spimging-house in 
Chancery Lane,” his wife answered, w'ho Avas of a more cheerfiil tem¬ 
perament. “Think of those two aides-de-camp of Mr. Moses, the 
sheriff’s-offioer, Av-ho watched our lodging for a week. Our friends here 
are very stupid, but Mr. Jos and Captain Cupid are better companions 
than Ml-. Moses’s men, Bawdon, my love.” 

“ I wonder the writs haven’t followed me down here,” Bawdon con¬ 
tinued, still desponding. 

“When they do, we’ll find means to give them the slip,” said 
dauntless little Becky, and fjirther pointed out to her husband the great 
comfort and advantage of nreeting Jos and Osborne, whose acquaintance 
had brought to Bawdon Crawley a most timely little supply of ready 
money. ^ 

“It will hardly be enough to pay the inn bill,” grumbled the 
Guardsman. 

“Why need wo pay it?” said the lady, who had an answer for 
everything. 

Through Eawdon’s valet, who still kept up a trifling acquaintance 
with the male inhabitants of Miss Crawley’s servants’ hall, and wa.s 
I instructed to treat the coachman to drink whenever they met, old Miss 
! Crawley’s movements were pretty well known by our young couple ; 
and Bebecca luckily bethought herself of being unwell, and of calling 
in the same apothecary who was in attendance upon the spinster, so 
that their information was on the whole tolerably complete. Nor was 
Miss Briggs, although forced to adopt a hostile attitude, secretly 
inimical to IlaAvdon and his wife. She was naturally of a kindly and 
forgiving disposition. Now that the cause of jealousy was removed, 
her dislike for Bebecca disappeared also, imd she remembered the 
latter’s invariable good words and good humour. And, indeed, she and 
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Firkin, the lady’s-maid, and the -whole of Miss Crawley’s house- 
h jld, groaned under the tyranny of the triumphant Mrs. Bute. 

/' As often wiE be the case, that good buj^ imperious -woman pushed 
lior advantages too far, and her successes quite unmercifully. She had 
inSthe course of a few weeks brought'the invalid to such a state of 
hellless docihty, that the poor soul yielded herself entirely to her 
sist\’s ordei-s, and did not even dare to complain of her slavery to 
Bi'iggt or Fiikin. Mrs. Bute measured out the glasses of wine 'which 
Miss Crawley was daily allowed to take, with irresistible accuracy, 
greatly lo the annoyance of’ Firkin and the butler, who found-them- 
selves deprived of control over even the sherry-bottle. She apportioned 
the sweetbreads, jellies, chickens; tkeir quantity and order. Night 
and noon and morning she-brought the abominable drinks’brdained by 
the Doctor, and made her patient swallow them with so affectuig.an 
obedience, that Firkin said my poor Missus du take her physic Eke a 
lamb. She prescribed the drive in the carriage or the ride in the chair, 
and, in a word, ground down the old lady In her convalescence in such 
a way as only belongs to your proper-managing, motherly, moral 
-woman. If ev^r the patient faintly resisted, and pleaded for a little bit 
more dinner or a little drop less medicine, the nurse threatened her 
with instantaneous de.ath, wlicn Miss Crawley instantly gave in. “She’s 
no spirit left in her,” Firkin remarked to Briggs ; “ she aint ave called 
me a fool these three weeks.” Finally, Mrs. Bute had made up her 
mind to dismiss the aforesaid honest lady’s-maid, Mr„ Bowls the large 
confidential man, and Briggs herself, and to send for her daughters 
from the Eectory, previous to removing the dc.ar invalid bodily to 
Queen’s Crawley, when an odious accident happened which caEed her 
away from duties so pleasing. The Eevenend Bute Crawley, her hus¬ 
band, riding home one night, fell with, his horse and broke his 
collar-bone. Fever and inflammatory symptoms set in, and Mi-s. Bute 
was forced to leave Sussex for Hampsh^e. As soon as ever Bute was 
restored, she promised to return to her dearest friend, and departed, 
leaving the strongest injunctions with the household regarding their 
behaviour to their mistress; and as soon as she got into the Southamp¬ 
ton coach, there was such a jubEee and sense of relief in aE Miss 
Crawley’s house, as the company of persons assembled there had not 
experienced for many a week before. That very day Miss Crawley 
left off her afternoon dose of medicine: that afternoon Bowls opened an 
independent bottle of sherry for himself and Mrs. Firkin ; that night 
Miss Crawley and Miss Briggs indulged in a game of picquet instead 
of one of Porteus’s sermons. It was as in the old nursery-story, when 
the stick forgot to beat the dog, and the whole course of events imder- 
went a peaceful and happy revolution. ' f 

At a very early hour in the morning, twice or thrice a week. Miss 
Briggs used to betake herself to a bathing-machine, and disport in the 
water in a flannel gown and an oilskin cap. Eebeoc.a, as we have seen, 
was aware of this circumstance, and though she did not attempt to 
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stom Brigga as she had threatened, and actuiJly dive into that laSp 
presence and surprise her under the sacredness of the awning, MSk 
Eawdon determined to att^k Brigga as she came away from her bathi 
refreshed and invigorated by her dip, and likely to be in goyd\ 
humour. 

/'•So, getting up very early the next morning, Becky brought the 
telescope in their sitting-room, which faced the sea, to bear upomhe 
bathing-machines on the beach; saw Briggs arrive, enter her hof, and 
put out to sea ; and was on the shore just as the nymph of wlj^ she 
came in quest stepped out of the little caravan on to the shingles. It 
was a pretty picture : the beach; the bathing-women’s faces; the long 
line of rocks and building were,blushing and bright in the sumshine. 
Eebecca wox-e a kind, tender smile on her face, and was holding out 
her pretty white Land as Briggs emerged from the box. What could 
Briggs do but accept the salutation ? 

“Miss Sb —, Mrs. Crawley,” she said. 

Mrs. Crawley seized her hand, pressed it to her heart, and with a 
sudden impulse, flinging her arms round Briggs, kissed her affectionately. 
“Dear, dear friend! ” siie said, witii a touch of such natural feeling, 
that Miss Briggs of course at once began to melt, and ev^n the bathing- 
woman was mollified. 

Eebecca found no difficulty in engaging Briggs in a long, intimate, 
and delightful conversation. Everything that had passed since the 
morning of Becky’s sudden departure from Miss Crawley’s house in 
Park Lane up to the present day, and Mrs. Bute’s happy retreat, wa.s 
discussed and described by Briggs. All Miss Crawley’s symptoms, and 
the particulars of her illness and medical treatment, were narrated by 
the confidante with that fujuess and accuracy which women delight in. 
About their complaints and their doctors do ladies ever tire of talking 
to each other ? Briggs did not on this occasion; nor did Eebecca 
weary of listening. She was thankful, truly thankful, that the dear 
kind Briggs, that the faithful, the invaluable Firkin, had been per¬ 
mitted to remain with their benefactress through her illness. Heaven 
bless her ! though she, Eebecca, had seemed to act undutifully towards 
Miss Crawley; yet was not her fault a natural .and excusable one 1 
Could she help giving her hand to the man who had won her heart ? 
Briggs, the sentimental, could only turn up her eyes to heaven at this 
appeal, and heave a sympathetic sigh, and think that she, too, had 
given away her affections long years ago, and own that Eebecca was no 
very great criminal. 

“ Can I ever forget her who so befriended the friendle.ss orphan ? 

No, though she has cast me off,” the hatter said, “ I shall never cease 
to love her, and I would devote my life to her service. As my own 
benefactress, as my beloved Eawdon’s adored relative, I love and admire 
Miss Crawley, dear Miss Briggs, beyond any woman in the world, and 
next to her I love all those who are faithful to her. /would never 
have treated Miss Crawley’s faithful friends as that odious designing 
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Bute had done. Eawdon, who was all heart,” Eebeeca continued, 

“ although his outward manners might seem rough and careless,, had 
4ald a hundred times, with tears in his eyes, that he blessed Heaven for 
sending his dearest Aunty two such admirable nurses as her attached 
■ FL'kin and her admirable Miss Briggs. Should the machinations of the 
hosi-ible Mrs. Bute end, as she too much feared they would, in banishing 
everybody that Miss Crawley loved from her side, and teaving that poor 
lady a victim to those harpies at the Eectory, Rebecca besought her (Miss 
Briggs) to remember that her own home, humble as it was, was always 
open-to receive Briggs. Dear friend,” she exclaimed, in a transport of ' 
enthusiasm, “ some hearts can never forget benefits ; dU women are not 
Bute Crawlcys! Though why shoujd I complain of her,” Rebecca 
added ; “though I have been her \ool and the victim to twr arts, do I 
not owe my dearest Rawdon to her ?” And Rebecca unfolded tof 
Briggs all Mra. Bute’s conduct at Queen’s Crawley, which, though! 
unintelligible to her then, was clearly enough explained by the events’ 
now,—now that? the attachment had sprung up which Mrs. Bute had 
encouraged by a thousand artifices,—^now that two innocent people had 
fallen into the snares which she had laid for them, and loved and 
married and been ruined through her schemes. 

It was all very true. Briggs saw the stratagems as clearly as pos- ■ 
sible. Mrs. Bute had made' the match between Rawdon and Rebecca.'^ 
Yet, though the latter was a perfectly innocent victim. Miss Briggs 
coujd not disguise from her friend her fear that Miss Crawley’s 
affections were hopelessly estranged from Rebecca, and that the old 
lady would never forgive her nephew for making so impnident a 
marriage. 


On this point Rebecca had her own opinion, and still kept up a good 
heart. If Miss Crawley did not forgive them at present, she might at 
least relent on a future day. Even now, there was only that puling, 
sickly Pitt Crawley between Rawdoi^and a baronetcy; and should 
anything happen to the former, all wo'ald be well. At all events, to 
have Mrs. Bute’s designs exposed, and herself well abused, was a satis¬ 
faction, and might be advantageous to Rawdon’s interest; and Rebecca, 
after an hour’s chat with her recovered friend, left her with the most 
tender demonstrations of regard, and quite assured that the conversation 
they had had together would be reported to Miss Crawley before many 
hours Were over. 

This interview ended, it became full time for Rebecca to return to 
her inn, where all the party of\he previous day were assembled at a 
farewell breakfast. Rebecca took such a tender leave of Amelia as 
became two women who loved each other as sisters; and having used 
her handkerchief plentifully, and hung on her friend’s neck as if they 
were parting for ever, and waved the handkerchief (which was quite 
dry, by the way) out of the window, as the carriage drove off; she 
came back to the breakfast-table, and ate some prawns with a good deal 
of appetite, considering her emotion; and while she was mmiching 
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these delicacies, explained to Eawdon what had occurred in her momiug 
walk between herself and Briggs. Her hopes were very high: she 
made her husband share them. She generally succeeded in making her 
husband share all her opinions, whether melancholy or cheerful. 

“ You will now, if you pleaSe, my dear, sit down at the writing-table 
and pen me a prettj' little letter to Miss Crawley, in which you’ll Bay 
that you are a .good boy, and that sort of thing.” So Eawdon hate 
down, and wrote off, “ Brighton, Thursday,” and “ My dear Aunt,” with 
great rapidity : but there the gallant officer’s imagination failed him. 
He mumbled the end of his pen, and looked up ip Ips wife’s face . She 
could not help laughing at his rueful countenance, and, marching up 
and dost'h the room with her hands behind her, the little woman began 
,f.to dfetate adetter, which he took down. 

, ' “ Belofe quitting the country and'commencing a campaign, which 
very possibly may be fatal,” 

“ 'What 1 ” said Eawdon, rather surprised, but took the humour of 
the phrase, and presently wrote it down with a grin. 

“ Which very possibly may be fatal, I have come hither ”—. 

" Why not say come here, !^cky; come here’s grammar,” the dragoon 
interposed. 

“I have come hither,” Eebecca insisted, with a stamp of her foot, 
“to say farewell to my deai-cst and earliest friend. I beseech you 
before I go, not perhaps to return, once more to let me press the hand 
from which I have received nothing but kindnesses all my life.” 

“ Kindnesses all my life,” echoed Eawdon, scratching down the words, 
and quite amazed at his own facility of composition. 

“ I ask nothing from you but that we should part not in anger. I 
have the pride of my family qp some points, though not on all. I married 
a painter’s daughter, and aiii not ashamed of the union.” 

“ No, run me through the body if I am ! ” Eawdon ejaculated. 

“ You old booby,” Eebecca sajd, pinching his ear, and looking over to 
see that he made no mistake^ in spelling—“ beseech is not spelt with 
: an a, and earliest is.” So he altered these words, bowing to the supe- 
; rior knowledge of his little Missis. 

“ I thought that you were aware of the progress of my attachment,” 
Eebecca continued: “ I knew that Mrs. Bute Crawley confirmed and 
encouraged it. But I make no reproaches. I married a poor woman, 
and am content to abide by what I have done. Leave your property, 

. dear Aunt, as you will. I shall never eomplai? of the way in which 
you dispose of it. I would have you believe that I love you for your- 
i self, and not for money’s sake. I want to be reconciled to you ero I 
S leave England. Let me, let me see you before I go. A few weeks or 
months hence it may be too late, and I cannot bear the notion of 
quitting tlie country without a kind word of farewell from you.” 

“She won’t recognise my style in that,” said Becky. “I made the 
sentences short and brisk on purpose.” And this authentic missive 
was dispatched under cover to Mias Briggs. 
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Old Miss Crawley laughed when Briggs, with great mystery, banded 
her over this candid and simple statement, “ We may read it now 
Ml'S. Bate is away,” she said. “Bead it to me, Briggs.” 

When Briggs had read the epistle out, her patroness laughed more. 

“ Don’t you see, you goose,” she said to'Briggs, who professed to be 
much touched by the honest affection which pervaded the composition— 
{“Pi^’t you see that Kawdon never wi-ote a word of it. He never.-v 
(wrote to me without asking for money in his life, and all his letters^ 
fare full of bad spoiling, and dashes, and bad grammar. It is that little 
serpent of a governess who rules him.” They are all alike, Miss 
Crawley thought in her heart. They all want me dead, and are han- ■ 
kering for my money. ^ , > ■' 

“ I doii’t mind seeing Eawdon,” she added, after a pause, and in a 
j'tono of perfect indifference. “ I had just as soon shake hands ■^h 
•him as not. Provided there is no scene, why shouldn’t we meet/f^ I 
don’t mind. But human p.atience has its limits ; and mind, my dear, 

I respectfully decline to receive Mrs. Eawdon—I can’t support (Hat 
quite ”—and Miss Briggs was fain content with this half-message 
of conciliation ; and thought that the best method of bringing the old 
lady and her nephew together, was to warn Kawdon to be in waiting 
on the Cliff, when Miss Crawley went out for her air in her chair. 

There they met. I don’t know whether Miss Crawley had any 
private feeling of regard or emotion upon seeing her old favourite; 
but she held out a couple of fingers to him with as smiling and good- 
humoured an air, as if they had met only the day before. And as for 
Eawdon, he turned as red as scarlet, and wrung off Briggs’s hand, so 
great was his rapture and his confusion at the meeting. Perhaps it 
was interest that moved him : or perhaps»affection : perhaps he was 
touched by the change which the illness of |he last weeks had wrought 
in his aunt. 

“ The old girl has always acted like Sytrump to me,” he said to his 
wife, as he narrated the interview, “ and 1 felt, you know, r.athcr queer, 
and that sort of thing. I walked by the side of the what-dy’e-call-’em, 
you know, and to her own door, where Bowls came to help her in. 
And I wanted to go in very much, only”— 

“ Von didn't go in, Eawdon ! ” screamed his wife. 

“No, my dear; I’m hanged if I wasn’t afraid when it came to the 
point.” 

“ You fool! you ought to have gone in, and never come out ag-.iin,” 
Rebecca said. 

“ Don’t call me names,” said the big guardsman, sulkily. “ Perhaps 
I Vlas a fool, Becky, but you shouldn’t say so and he gave his wife a 
look, such as his countenance could wear when angered, and such as 
was not pleasant to face. 

“Well, dearest, to-morrow you must be on the look-out, and go and 
see her, mind, whether she asks you or no,” Eebecca said, trying to 
soothe^her angry yoke-mate. On which he replied, that he would do 



Vanity fair. 


iios 

( exactly as he liked, and would just thank her to keep a civil tongue in ' 
her head—and the wounded husband went away, and passed the fore¬ 
noon at the billiard-room, sullcy, silent, and suspicious. 

But before the night was over he was compelled to give in, and own, 
as usual, to his wife's superior prudence and foresight, by the most 
melancholy confirmation of the presentiments which she had regarding 
the consequences of the mistake which he had made. Miss Crawley 
must have had some emotion upon seeing him and shaking hands with 
him after so long a rupture. She mused upon the meeting a con¬ 
siderable time. “ Kawdon is getting very fat and old, Briggs,” she 
said to her companion. “ His nose has become red, and he is exceedingly 
coarse in appearance. His marriage to that woman has hopelessly 
vulgarised him. Mrs. Bute always said they drank together; and I 
hav .,1 no doubt they do. Yes ; he smelt of gin abominably. I remarked 
, it. Didn’t you 1 ” 

In vain Briggs interposed that Mrs. Bute spoke ill of everybody: 
and, as far as a person in /ler humble position could judge, was an— 

“ An artful designing woman 1 Yes, so she is, and she does speak ill 
«f everyone,—^but I am certain that woman has made Eawdon drin» 
All those low people do ”— 

“ He was very mueh affected at seeing you, ma’am,” the companion 
said ; “ and I am sure, when you remember that he is going to the field 
of danger ”— 

“ How much money h.as he promised you, Briggs 1 ” the old spinster 
cried out, working herself into a nervous rage —“ there now, of course 
you begin to cry. I hate scenes. Why am I always to be worried ? 
Go and cry up in your own- room, and send Firkin to me,—no, stop, sit 
down and blow your nosej and leave off crying, and write a letter to 
Captain Crawley.” Poor Briggs went and placed herself obediently at 
the writing-book. Its leaves^ere blotted all over with the relics of 
the firm, strong, rapid handwriting of the spinster’s late amanuensis, 
Mrs. Bute Crawley. 

“ Begin ‘ My dear sir,’ or ‘ Dear sir,’ that will be better, and say you 
are desired by Mrs. Crawley-—no, by Miss Crawley’s medical man, by 
Mr. Creamer, to state, that my health is such that all strong emotions 
would be dangerous in my present delicate condition—and that I must 
decline any family discussions or interviews whatever. And thank him 
for coming to Brighton, and so forth, and beg him not to stay any 
longer on my accoimt. And, Miss Briggs, you may add that I wish 
him a bon voyage, and that if he will take the trouble to call upon my 
lawyer’s in Gray’s Inn Square, he will find there a communication for 
him. Yes, that will do; and that will make him leave Brighton.” 
The benevolent Briggs penned this sentence with the utmost 
satisfaction. 

“To'seize upon me the very day after Mrs. Bute was gone,” the old 
lady prattled on j “ it was too indecent. Briggs, my dear, write to 
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Mrs. Crawley, and say site needn’t come back. No—she needn’t—and' 
she sha’n’t—and I wont be a slave in my own house—and I won’t be 
staiwed and choked with poison. They all want to kill me—all—all 
and with this the lonely old woman burst into a scream of hysterical 
teal’s. 

The last scene of her dismal Vanity Fair comedy was fast approach¬ 
ing ; the tawdry lamps were going out one by one; and the dark 
curtain was almost ready to descend. 

That final paragraph, which referred Eawdon to Miss Crawley’s 
solicitor in London, and which Briggs had written so good-naturedly, 
consoled the dragoon and his wife somewhat, after' their first blank 
disappointment, on reading the spinster’s refusal of a reconciliation. 
And it effected the purpose for which the old lady had caused it to be 
written, by making Eawdon very eager to get to London. ^ 

Out of Jos’s losings and George Osborne’s bank-notes, he paidr his 
bill at the inn, the landlord whereof does not probably know to this 
day how doubtfully his account once stood. For, as a general sendsdiis 
baggage to the rear before an action, Eebecca had wisely packed up all 
their chief valuables and sent them off under care of George’s servant, 
who went in charge of the trunks on the coach back to London. 
Eawdon and his wife returned by the same conveyance next day. 

“ I should have liked to see the old girl before we went,” Eawdon 
said. “ She looks so cut up and altered that I’m sure she can’t last 
long. J wonder what sort of a cheque I shall have at Waxy’s. Two 
hundred—it can’t be less than two hundred,—hey, Becky ?” 

In consequence of the repeated visits of the aides-de-camp 6f the 
Sheriff of Middlesex, Eawdon and his wife did not go back to their 
lodgings at Brompton, but put up ht an inn? Early the next morning, 
Eebecca had an opportunity of seeing them’as slie skirted that suburb 
on her road to old Mrs. Sedley’s house at Fulham, whither she went 
to look for her dear Amelia and her B^ghton friends. They were all 
off to Chathamj thence to Harwich, to take shipping for Belgium with 
the regiment—kind old Mrs, Sedley very much depressed and tearfu4 
solitary. Eetumiug from this visit, Eebecca found her husband, who 
luul been off to Gray’s Inn, and learnt his fate. He came back furious. 

“ By Jove, Becky,” says he, “ she’s only given me twenty pound! ” v/ 

Though it told against themselvgs, the joke was too good, and Becky 
burst out laughing at Eawdou’s discomfitmu 
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CHAPTEE XXVI. 

BETWEEN LONDON AND CUATnAM. 

On quitting Brighton, our friend George, as became a person of rank 
and fashion travelling in a barouche with four horses, drove in state to 
a fine hotel in Cavendish Square, where a suite of splendid rooms, and 
a table magnificently furnished with plate and surrounded by a half- 
dozen of black and silent waiters, was ready to receive the young 
gentleman and his brichl George did the honours of the place with a 
princely aimto Jos and Dobbin ; dnd Amelia, for the first time, and 
with exceeding shyness and timidity, presided at what George called 
her'i^wn table. 

George pooh-poohed the wine and bullied the waiters royally, and 
Jos gobbled the turtle with immense satisfaction. Dobbin helped him 
to It; for the lady of the house, before whom the tureeji was placed, 
was so ignorant of the contents, that she was going to help Mr. Sedley 
without bestowing upon him either calipash or calipee. ‘ 

The splendour of the entertainment, and the apartments in which it 
was given, alarmed Mr. Dobbin, who remonstrated after dinner, when 
Jos was asleep in the great chair. But, in vain he cried out against 
the enormity of turtle and champagne that was fit for nn archbishop. 
' “ I’ve always been accustomed to travel like a gentleman,” Georgp said, 
“ and, (iamrae, my wife shall travel like a lady. As long as there’s a 
shot in the looker, she shall want for nothing,” said the generous fellow, 
quite pleased with himself for his magnificence of spint. Nor did 
Dobbin try and convince hhn that Amelia’s happiness was not centred 
in turtle-soup. ‘ 

• A while after dinner, Amelij^timidly expressed a wish to go and see 
her mamma, at Fulham : which permission George granted her with 
some grumbling." And she tripped away to her enormous bed-room, in 
the centre of which stood the enormous funereal bed, “ that the Emperor 
Halixander’s sister slop in when the allied sufferings was hero,” and 
put on her little bonnet and shawl with the utmost eagerness ami 
pleasure. George was still drinking claret when she returned to the 
dining-room, and made no signs of n^viiig. “ Ar’n’t you coming with 
me, dearest?” she asked him. No; the “dearest” had “business” 
that night. His man should get her a coach, and go with her. And 
the coach being at the door of the hotel, Amelia made George a little 
disappointed curtsey after looking vainly into his face once or twice, 
and went sadly down the great staircase. Captain Dobbin after, who 
handed her into the vehicle, and saw it drive away to its destination. 
Tlie very valet was ashamed of mentioning the address to the hackney- 
coachman before the hotel-waiters, and promised to instruct him when 
they got further on. 
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Dobbin walked home to his old quarters at the Slaughters’, thinking 
very likely that it would be delightful to be in that hackney-coacl^ 
along with Mrs. Osborne. George was evidently of quite a different 
taste; for when he had taken wine enough, he went off to half-price at 
the pl^, to see Mr. Kean perform in Shylock. Captain Osborne was 
a greaWlover of the drama, and had himself performed high-comedy 
characters with great distinction in sevei-al garrison theatrical enter¬ 
tainments. Jos slept on until long after dark, when He woke up with 
a start at the motions of his servant, who was removing and emptying 
the decanters on the table; and the hackney-coach stand was again put 
into requisition for a carriage to convey this stout hero to his lodgings 
and bed. 

• * 

Mrs. Sedley, you may be sure, elasped her daughter to her heart 
with all maternal eagerness and affection, running out of the do^*as 
the carriage drew up before the little gai’den-gate, to welcome the 
weeping, trembljng, young bi-idc. Old Mr. Clapp, who was in his shirt¬ 
sleeves, trimming the garden-plot, shrank back alarmed." The ieish' 
servant-lass rushed up from the kitchen, and smiled a “God bless you.” 
Amelia could Jiardly walk along the flags and up the steps into the 
parlour. 

How the floodgates were opened and mother and daughter wept,' 
when they were together embracing each other in this sanctuary, may 
readily be imagined by every reader who possesses the least sentimental 
turn. When don’t ladies weep 1 At what occasion of joy, sorrow, or 
other1^usiness of life 1 and, after such an event as a marriage, mother 
and daughter were surely at liberty to give way to a sensibility’which 
is as tender as it is refreshing. About a Question of marriage I have 
seen women who hate each other kiss ancj cry together quite fondly. 
How much more do they feel when they love ! Good mothers are 
married over again at their daughters’ weddings : and as for sub¬ 
sequent events, who does not know hc^v ultra-maternal grandmothers 
.are ?—in fact a woman, until she is a grandmother, does not often really 
know what to be a mother is. Let us respect Amelia and her mamma 
whispering and whimpering and laughing and crying in the parlour 
and the twilight. Old Mi-. Sedley did. JSe had not divined who was 
in the carriage when it drove up. He had not flown out to meet his 
daughter, though ho kissed her very warmly when she entered the i-oom 
(where he was occupied, as usual, with his papers and tapes and state¬ 
ments of accounts), and after sitting with the mother and daughter for 
a short time, he very wisely left the little apartment in their possession. 

George’s valet wiis looking on in a very supercilious manner at 
Mr. Clapp in his shirt-sleeves, watering his rose-bushes. He took off 
his hat however, with much condescension to Mr. Sedley, who asked 
news about his son-in-law, and about Jos’s carriage, and whether his 
horses had been down to Brighton, and about that infernal traitor 
Bonaparty, and the war; until the Irish maid-servant came with a 
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plate and a bottle of wine, from which the old gentleman insisted 
open helping the valet. He gave him a half-guinea too, which the 
servant pocketed with a mixture of wonder and contempt. “To 
the health of your master and mistress, Trotter,” Mr. Sedley said, 
“ and here’s something to drink your health when you ^e^ home, 
Trotter.” 

There were but nine days past since Amelia had left that littlo 
cottage and home—^and yet how far off the time seemed since she had 
bidden it farewell. What a gulf lay between her and that past life. 
She could look back to it from her present standing-place, and con¬ 
template, almost as another being, the young unmarried girl absorbed 
in her love, having no eyes but for one special object, receiving parental 
affection if T^pt ungratefully, at leSsl indifferently, and as if it wore her 
due—her whole heart and thoughts bent on the accomplishment of one 
desi,^. The review of those days, so lately gone yet so far away, 
touched her with shame; and the aspect of the kind parents filled her 
with tendei; remorse. Was the prize gained—^the heaven of life—and 
the' winner still doubtful and unsatisfied ? As his hero and heroine 
pass the matrimonial barrier, the novelist generally drops the curtain, 
as if the drama were over then: the doubts and struggles of life 
ended: as if, once landed in the marriage country, all were green and 
pleasant there; and wife and husband had nothing but to link each 
other's arms together, and wander gently downwards towards old age 
in happy and perfect fruition. But our little Amelia was just on the 
bank of her new country, and was already looking anxiously back 
towards the sad friendly figures waving farewell to her across the 
etream", from the other distant shore. 

In honour of the young bride’s arrival, her mother thought it neces¬ 
sary to prepare I don’t kno'w what festive entertainment, and after the 
first ebullition of talk, tooK leave of Mrs. George Osborne for a while, 
and dived down to the lower regions of the house to a sort of kitchen- 
parlour (occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Clapp, and in the evening, when her 
dishes were washed and her curl-papers removed, by Miss Flannigan, 
the Irish servant), there to take measures for the preparing of a 
magnificent ornamented tea. All people have their ways of expressing 
kindness, and it seemed to Mrs. Sedley that a muffin and a quantity of 
orange marmalade spread out in a little cut-glass saucer would be 
peculiarly agreeable refreshments to Amelia in her most interesting 
situation. 

While these delicacies were being transacted below, Amelia, leaving 
the drawing-room, walked up stairs and found herself, she scarce knew 
how, in the little room which she had occupied before her marriage, 
and in that very chair in which she had passed so many bitter hours. 
She sank back in its arms as if it were an old friend; and fell to 
thinking over the past week, and the life beyond it. Already to bo 
looking sadly and vaguely back: always to be pining for something 
which, when obtained, brought doubt and sadness rather than pleasure* 
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here ■was the lot of our poor little creature, and harmless lost wanderer 
in the great struggling crowds of Vanity Fair. 

Here she sate, and recalled to herself fondly 4a||||||||||||||^ of George to 
which she had knelt before marriage. Did sSPIRw^ herself how 
differeftt the real man was from that sufierb young hero whom she had 
woriihipped ? It requires many, many years—and a man must be very 
bad indeed—^before a woman’s pride and vanity ■will let her o^wn to 
such a confession. Then Rebecca’s twinkling green eyes and baleful ■ 
smile lighted upon her, and filled her with dismay. And so she sate 
for awhile indulging in her usual mood of selfish brooding, in that very 
listless melancholy attitude in which the honest maid-servant had 
found her, on the day when she broijght up the letter in which George 
renewed his offer of marriage. « 

She looked at the little white bed, which had been hers a few ^ys 
before, and thought she would like to sleep in it that night, and^ake, 
as formerly, with her mother smiling over her in the morning..'Then 
she thought with terror of the great funereal damask puiiiieiflnthe 
vast and dingy state bed-room, which was awaiting her at the grande 
hotel in Cavendish Square. Dear little white bed ! how many a long j 
night had she wept on its pillow ! How she had despaired and hoped i 
to die there ; and now were not all her wishes accomplished, and the 
lover of whom she had despaired her own for ever 1 Kind mother j 
how patiently and tenderly she had watched round that bed! She 
went and knelt down by the bed-side; and there this wounded and 
timd^ous, but gentle and loving soul, sought for consolation, where as 
yet, it must bo owned, our little girl had but seldom looke,d for it. 
Love had been her faith hitherto ; and the sad, bleeding, disappointed 
heart began to feel the want of another cqpsoler. 

Have we a right to repeat or to overhear her prayers 1 These, 
brother, are secrets, and out of the domain of Vanity Fair, in which 
our story lies. «. 

But this may be said, that when the tea was finally announced, our 
young lady came down stairs a great deal more cheerful; that she did 
not despond, or deplore her' fate, or think about George’s coldness, or 
Rebecca’s eyes, as she had been wont to do of late. She went do^wn 
stairs, and kissed her father and mother, and talked to the old gentle¬ 
man, and made him more merry than he had been for many a day 
She sate down at the piano which Dobbin had bought for her, and sang 
over all her father’s favourite old songs. She pronounced the tea to be 
excellent, and praised the exquisite taste in which the marmalade was 
arranged in the saucers. And in determining to make everybody else 
happy, she found herself so ; and was sound asleep in the great funereal 
pavilion, and only woke up with a smile when George arrived from tho 
theatre. 

For the next day, George had more important “ business ” to transact 
than that which took him to see Mr. Kean in Shylock. Immediately 
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'on his arrival in London he had -written off to his Other’s solicitors, 
'signifying his royal pleasure that an intervie-w should take place 
I bet-wecn them on the morrow. His hotel losses at billiards and cards 
to Captain Crawley had almost drained the young man’s purse, which 
wanted replenishing before he' set out on his travels, and he had no 
resource but to infringe upon the two thousand pounds which the 
attorneys were /sommissioncd to pay over to him. He had a perfect 
belief in his own mind that his father would relent before very long. 
IIow^could any parent be obdurate for a length of time against such a 
paragon as ho was 1 If his mere past and personal merits did not 
succeed in mollifying the fiither, George determined that he would 
distinguish himself so prodigiously in the ensuing campaign that the 
/old gentlemrji must give in to him. And if not ? Bah! the -world 
I was before him. His luck might change at cards, and there was a deal 
j of spl^ding in two thousand pounds. 

So le sent off Amelia once more in a carriage to hef mamma, with 
strict f)ydl:i«»'',nd carte blanche to the two ladies to purchase everything 
requisite for a lady'W MtSTHeorge Osborne’s fashion, who was going 
on a foreign tour. They had but one day to complete jthe outfit, and 
it may be imagined that their business therefore occupied them pretty 
fully. In a carriage once more, bustling about from milliner to linen- 
draper, escorted back to the carriage by obsequious shopmen or polite 
o-wners, Mrs. Sedley was herself again almost, and sincerely happy for 
the first time since their misfortunes. Nor was Mrs. Amelia at all 
above the pleasure of shopping, and bargaining, and seeing and bflying 
pretty t.hings. (Would any man, the most philosophic, give twopence 
for a woman who was ?) She gave herself a little treat, obedient to 
her husband’s orders, and, purchased a quantity of lady’s gear, 
showing a great deal of ta^te and elegant discernment, as all the 
shopfolks said. 

And about the war that was /ensuing, Mrs. Osborne was not much 
alarmed ; Bonaparty was to be crushed almost -without a struggle. 
Margate packets were sailing every day, filled with men of fashion and 
ladies of note, on their way to Brussels and Ghent. People were going 
Jnot so much to a w.ar as to a fashionable tour. The newspapers 
I laughed the -wretched upstart and swindler to scorn. Such a C'oi-sican 
Iwretch as that withstand the ai-mies of Europe and the genius of the 
immorfcd Wellington! Amelia held him in utter contempt; for it 
needs not to be said that this soft and gentle creature took her opinions 
from those people who surrounded her, such fidelity being much too 
humble-minded to think for itself. Well, in a word, she and her 
mother performed a great day’s shopping, and she acquitted herself 
with considerable liveliness and credit on this her first appearance in 
the genteel world of London. 

George meanwhile, with his hat on one side, his elbows squared, and 
his swaggering martial air, made for Bedford Bow, and stalked into the 
attorney’s offices as if he was lord of every pale-faced clerk -wEo was 
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(Scribbling there. He ordered somebody to inform Mr. Higgs that^ 
j Captain Osbomo vas ■waiting, in a fierce and patronisinw_wgy, as if the * 

’ pei-in of an attorney, who had thrice his brains, fifty times his money, 
and a thousand times his experience, was a wretched underling who 
should instantly leave all his business in’life to attend on the Captain’s 
pleasure. He did not see the sneer of contempt which passed all round 
the room, from the first clerk to the articled gents, from the articled 
gouts to the ragged writers and white-faced runners, in clothes too 
tight for them, as he sate there tapping his boot with his cane, and 
thinking what a parcel of miserable poor devils these were. The 
miserable poor devils knew all about his affairs. "They talked about 
them over their pints of beer at thejr,public-house clubs to other clerks 
of a night. Ye Gods, what do not attorneys and attornej's^clerks know 
r" in London 1 Nothing is hidden from their inquisition, and their 
familiars mutely rule our city. X 

Perhaps Geojgo expected, when he entered Mr. Higgs’s ap arty nt, to 
find that gentleman commissioned to give him some inessagffUTyiUJgi’O-^ 
raise or conciliation from his father; perh.aps his haughty and cold 
demeanour w.^s adopted as a sign of his spirit and resolution: but if so, 
his fierceness -was mot by a chilling coolness and indifference on the 
attorney’s part, that I'ondered swaggering .absurd. He pretended to be 
■writing at a paper, when the Captain entered. “Pray, sit down, 
sir,” said he, “and I will attend to your little affair in a moment. 
Mr. Poe, get the release papers, if you please and then he fell to 
writing again. 

Poe having produced those papers, his chief ealcuhited the amount of 
two thousand pounds stock at the rate of the day; and asked Captain 
Osborne whether he would take the sum i» a cheque upon the banlcers, 
or whether he .should direct the latter to purchase stock to that amount. 

“ One of the late Mrs. Osborne’s trustees is out of town,” ho said indif¬ 
ferently, “ but my client wishes to nJeet your wishes, and have done 
■with the business as quick as possible.” ^ 

; 1 “ Give me a cheque, sii’,” said the Captain very .surlily. “ Damn the 

shillings and halfpence, sir,” he added, as the lawyer was making out 
the amount of the draft; and, flattering himself that by this stroke of 
magnanimity he had put the old quiz to the blush, he stalked out of 
. his office with the paper in his pocket. 

“That chap will be in gaol in two years;” Mr.Higgs said to Mr. Poe. 

“Won’t O. come round, sir, don’t you think 1” 

“ Won’t the monument come round,” Mr. Higgs replied. 

“He’s going it pretty fast,” said the clerk. “He’s only married a 
week, and I saw him and some other military chaps handing Mrs. 
Highflyer to her carriage after the play.” And then another case was 
called, and Mr. George Osborne thenceforth dismissed from these 
/Worthy' gentlemen’s memory. 

The draft was upon our friends Hulker and Bullock of Lombard- 
street, to whose house, still thinking he was doing business, George 
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bent his way, and from whom he received his money. Frederick 
Bullock, Esq., whoso yellow face was over a ledger, at which sate a 
demure clerk, happened to be in the banking-room when George 
entered. His yellow face turned to a more deadfy colour when 'he saw 
the Captain, and he slunk back guiltily into the inmost parlour. George 
was too busy gloating over the money (for he had never had such a 
sum before), to ^xaik the countenance or flight of the cadaverous suitor 
of his sister. 

I Fred. Bullock told old Osborne of his son’s appearance and conduct, 

1 '" He came in as bold as brass,” said Frederick. “ He has drawn out 
every shilling. IJow long will a few hundred pounds last such a chap 
os that 1 ” Osborne-swore with a^great oath that he little cared when 
dr how soouthe spent it. Fred, dined every day in Bussell Square now. 
But altogether, George was highly pleased with his day’s business. All 
hia'cwn baggage and outfit was put into a state of speedy preparation, 
and hu paid Amelia’s purchases with cheques on his agents, and with 
the s^&da!?5 of a lord. 


CHAPTEE XXVII. 

IN WHICH AMELIA JOINS HER BEQIMENT. 

When Jos’s fine carriage drove up to the inn door at Chatham, the 
first fape which Amelia recognised was the friendly countenance of 
Captain Dobbin, who had been pacing the street for an hour past in 
expectation of his friends’ ,arrivat. The Captain, with shells on his 
ftock-coat, and a crimson sa^h and sabre, presented a military appear¬ 
ance, which made Jos quite proud to be able to claim such an acquaint¬ 
ance, and the stout civilian haiUd him with a cordiality very different 
from the reception which Jos vouchsafed to his friend in Brighton and 
Bond-street. 

Along with the Capfiain was Ensign Stubble ; who, as the barouche 
neared the inn, burst out with an exclamation of “ By Jove ! what a 
pretty girl; ” highly applauding Osborne’s choice. Indeed, Amelia 
dressed in her wedding-pelisse and pink ribbons, with a flush in her 
face, occasioned by rapid travel through the open air, looked so fresh 
and pretty, as fully to justify the Ensign’s compliment. Dobbin liked 
him for making it. As he stepped forward to help the lady out of the 
caiTiage, Stubble saw what a pretty little hand she gave him, and what 
a sweet pretty little foot came tripping down' the step. He blushed 
profusely, and made the very best bow of which he was capable ; to 
which Amelia, seeing the number of the —^th regiment embroidered on 
the Ensign’s cap, replied'with a blushing smile, and a curtsey on her 
part; which finished the young Ensign on the spot. Dobbin took most 
kindly to Mr. Stubble from that day, and encouraged him to talk about 



A NOVEL WITHOUT A HERO. 


21 


Amelia in tbeir private walks, and at each other’s quarVra. It became 
'’^he fashion, indeed, among all the honest young fellows of the —th to 
adore and admire Mrs. Osborne. Her simple artless behaviour, and 
modest kindness of demeanour, won all their unsophisticated hearts; 
all which simplicity and sweetness are quite impossible to describe in 
print. But who has not beheld these among women, and recognised 
the presence of all sorts of qualities in them, even though they say no 
more to you than that they are engaged to dance the next quad^e, or 
that it is very hot weather 1 George, always the champion of nis -regi¬ 
ment, rose immensely in the opinion of the youth of the corps, by his 
gallantry in marrying this portionless young creature, and by his choice 
of such a pretty kind partner. , 

In the sitting-room which was awaiting the travellers, Amelia, to her 
surprise, found a letter addressed to Mra. Captain Osborne. It was a 
triangular billet, on pink paper, and sealed with a dove and an^live 
branch, and a profusion of lighf^blue sealing-wax, and it was wri«en in 
a very large, though undecided female hand. *^"**!t ~ 

“It’s Peggy O’Dowd’s fist,” said George, laughing. “I Snow it 
by the kisses ,on the seal.” And in fact, it was a note from Mrs.- 
Major O’Dowd, requesting the pleasure of Mrs. Osborne’s company 
that very evening to a small friendly party. “ Yon must go,” George 
said. “You will make acquaintance with the regiment there. 
O’Dowd goes in command of the regiment, and Peggy goes in command 
of O’Dowd.” 

But they had not been for many minutes in the enjoyment of Mrs. 
O’Dowd’s letter, when the door was flung open, and a stout jolly lady, 
in a riding habit, followed by a couple of officers of Ours, entered the 


“ Sure, I couldn’t stop till tay-tirae. present me, Garge, my dear 
fellow, to your lady. Madam, I’m deloighted to see ye ; and to present 
to you me husband, Meejor O’Dowd ;’'and with this, the jolly lady in 
the riding-habit grasped Amelia’s hand very warmly, and'the latter 
knew at once that the lady was before her whom her husband had so 
often laughed at. “You’ve often heard of me from that husband of 
yours,” said the lady, with great vivacity. • 

“You’ve often heard of her,” echoed her husband, the Major. 

Amelia answered, smiling, “ that she had.” 

“ And small good he’s told you of me,” Mrs. O’Dowd replied; adding 
that “ George was a wicked divvloi” 

“ That I’ll go bail for,” said the Major, trying to look knowing, at 
which George laughed; and Mrs. O’Dowd, with a tap of her whip, told 
the Major to be quite ; and then requested to be presented in form to 
Mrs. Captain Osborne. 

“This, my dear,” said George with great gravity, “ is my very good, 
kind, and excellent friend, Auralia Margaretta, otherwise called 
Peggy.” 

“ Faith, you’re right,” interposed the Major. 
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“Otherwise/called Peggy, lady of Major Michael O'Dowd, of our 
regiment, and daughter of Fitzjurld Ber’sford de Burgo Malony of 
Glenmalony, County Kildare.” 

“ And Mm-yan Squeer, Dublin,” said the Lady with calm stiporiority. 

“ And Muryan Square, sure' enough,” the M.ajor whispered. 

“ 'Twas there ye coorted me, Meejor dear,” the lady said ; and the 
Major assented.to this as to every other proposition which was made 
generally in company. 

Major O’Dowd, who had served his sovereign in every quarter of the 
world, and had p.aid for every step in his profession by some more th.an 
eqtiivalent act of daring and gallantry, was the most modest, silent, 
sheep-faced and meek of little mejp, and as obedient to his wife as if he 
had been her tay-boy. At the mess-table ho s.at silently, and drank a 
great deal. MThen full of liquor, he reeled silently home. When he 
spoKV, it w<as to agree with everybody on every conceivable point; and 
he paA?ed through life in perfect ease and good-humoijr. The hottest 
suns/yih'dif. never heated his temper ; .and the Walchoren ague never 
shook it. He walked up to a battery with just as much indifference as 
to a dinner-table; had dined on horse-flesh and turtle with equ.al 
relish and appetite ; and had an old mother, Mrs. O’Dowd of O’Dowd- 
stown indeed, whom he had never disobeyed but when he ran away 
.and enlisted, and when he persisted in mariydrig tli.at odious Peggy 
Malony. 

Peggy w.as one of five sisters, and eleven children of the noble house 
of Glenmalony; but her husband, though her own cousin, was of the 
mother’s side, and so had not the inestimable advantage of being allied 
to the Malonies, whom she believed to be the most famous family in 
the world. Having tried nine seasons at Dublin and two at Bath and 
Cheltenham, and not findihjj a partner for life. Miss Malony ordered 
her cousin Mick to marry her when she was about thirty-three years 
of age ; and the honest fellow •tobeying, earned her off to the West 
Indies, to preside over the ladies of the —th re^ment, into which he 
had just exchanged. 

Before Mrs. O’Dowd was half an hour in Amelia’s (or indeed in 
anybody else’s) company, this amiable lady told all her birth and 
pedigree to her new friend. “ My dear,” said she, good-naturedly, “ it 
_ was my intention that Gargo should be a brother of my own, and my 
sister Glorvina would have suited him entirely. But as bygones are 
bygones, and he was engaged to yourself, why. Pm determined to take 
you as a sister instead, and to look upon you as such, and to love yo>i 
as one of the family. Faith, you’ve got such a nice good-natured face 
and way widg you, that I’m sure we’ll agree ; and that you’ll be an 
addition to our family anyway.” 

“ ’Deed and she will,”' said O’Dowd, with an .approving air, and 
Amelia felt herself not a little amused and grateful to be thus suddenly 
introduced to so large a party of relations. 

“ We’re all good fellows here,” the Major’s lady continued. “ There’s 
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not a, regiment in the service where you’ll find a moro\nited socl^ 
nor a more agreeable mess-room. There’s no quarrelling, bi<%!i^g, 
filandthering, nor small talk .amongst jm. We all love e^h 

“ Especially Mrs. Magenis,” said George, laughing. I \ ' J 
“ Mrs. Captain Magenis and me has made up, thouUh hep fAWiuWp 
of me would bring mo gray hairs with sorrow to the 
“ And you with such a beautiful front of black.f 
Mai.)r cried. A 'jr 

“Hould your tongue, Mick, you booby. Them 
in the way, Mrs. Osborne, ray dear ; and as for mv.M^H^ 
him ho should never open his mouth but to give the\v(A»w<^!orilMj|l| 
or to put mc<at and drink into it. I’ll j;ell you abouMt^JJtTOWnHBH 
warn you when we’re alone. Introduce me to your 
he’s a mighty fine man, and reminds me of me cod^n, 

(Malonj' of Balljunalony, my dear, you know, who 
Scully, of Oysth^stown, omi cousin to Lord Poldoody.) 
sir, I’m deloightcd to bo made known te ye. I suppose yau l i m plK 
the moss to-day. (Mind that divvle of a docther, I^Bok} 
ye du, keep yourself sober for me party this evening.) , 

“ It’s the l-OOth gives us a farewell dinner, my love," iiriBt^wSBIpw, 
Major, “but we’ll easy get a card for Mr. Sedley.” j / ^ \ 

“Ituii .Simple (Ensign Simple, of Oura, ray dearAy^a. I 
introjuice him to ye). Euu in a hurry, with Mrs.Major 
compliments to Colonel Tavish, and Capfoin Osbomtf h® luroqght his' 
brothernlaw down, and will bring him to the 150th ai) fc^e ■p’ploA 
sliarp—when you and I, my dear, will ta^ a snack htoo. If‘youJiltrafr 
Before Mrs. O’Dowd’s speech was conoln^ed, the youl^ lEnsigii was 
trotting down stairs on his commusaauii.'- » * 

“ Obedience is the soul of thU^-rmy. Wsf will'^-to our duty 'wUet' 
Mrs. O’Dowd will stay and enlighten you, Emmy,” Captain OsBckto 
said ; and the two Captains, taking each a wing of the Major, walked 
out with that officer, grinning at each other over hiH head. . 

And, now having her new friend to herself, the impetuous Iidm. 
O’Dowd proceeded to pour out such a quantity of information'as'no 
poor little woman’s memory could ever tax itself to bear. She told 
Amelia a thousiind particulars relative to the very numerous family of 
which the .amazed young lady foui^pBrself a member. “ Mrs. Heavy top, 
the Colonel’s wife, died in Jamaica of the jmllow faver and a broken 
heart comboined, for the horrud old Colonel, with a head as bald ns a 
cannon-ball, was making sheep’s eyes at a half-caste girl there. Mrs. 
Magenis, though without education, w.as a good woman, but she had 
the diwle’s tongue, and would cheat her own mother at whist. Mrs. 
Captain Kirk must turn up her lobster eyes forsooth at the idea of an 
honest round game, (wherein me fawther, as pious a man as ever went 
to church, me uncle Dane Malony, and our cousin the Bi-shop, took a 
hand at lod, or whist, every night of their lives.) N.ayther of ’em’s 
goin’ wnth the regiment this time,” Mrs. O’Dowd added. “Fanny 
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Mageois sto^ 'with her mother, who sell* small coal and potatoes, most 
likely, in Islingtou-town, hard by London, though she’s always bragging 
of her father’s ships, and pointing them out to ns as they go up the 
ri'rer: and Mrs. Kirk and her children will stop here in Bethesda 
Place, to be nigh to her favourite preacher, Dr. Eamshorn. Mrs. Bunny’s 
in an interesting situation—faith, and she always is, then—and has 
given the Lieutenant seven already. And Ensign Posky’s wife, who 
joined two months before you, my dear, has quarl’d with Tom Posky a 
score of times, till you can hear ’em all over the bar’ek, (they say 
they’re come to broken pleets, and Tom never accounted for his black 
oi,) and she’ll go back to her mother, who keeps a ladies’ siminary at 
Bichmond,—bad luck to her forerunning away from it! Where did ye 
get your Wshing, my dear 1 I had moin, and no cxpince speered, at 
Madame Flanahan’s, at Ilyssus Grove, Booterstown, near Dublin, wid 
a Marchioness to teach us the true Parisian pronunciation, and a 
retiijsd Mejor-General of the French service to put us through the 

this incongruous family our astonished Amelia found herself all 
of a sitiden a member: with Mrs; O’Dowd as an elder .sister. She was 
presented to her other female relations at tea-time, on whom, as she 
was quiet, good-natured, and not too handsome she made rather an 
agreeable impression until the arrival of the gentlemen from the mess 
of thb 150th, who all admired her so, that her sisters began, of course, 
to find fault with her. 


’I “I hope Osborne has sown his wild oats,” said Mrs.Magenis to 
t Mrs. Punny. “ If a reformed rake makes a good husband, sure it’s she 
will have the fine chance with Garge.” Mrs. O’Dowd remarked to 
Posky, who had lost her |>osition as bride in the regiment, and was 
quite angry with the usurper. And, as for Mrs. Kirk ; the disciple of 
Dr. Eamshorn put one or two leading professional questions to Amelia, 
to see whether she was awakened, whether she was a professing 
Christian and so forth, and finding from the simplicity of Mbs. Osborne’s 
replies that she was yet in utter darkness, put into her hands three 
little penny books with pictures, viz., the “ Howling Wilderness,” the 
“ Washerwoman of Wandsworth Common,” and the “British Soldier’s 
best Bayonet,” which, bent upon awakening her before she slept, 
Mrs. Kirk begged Amelia to read that night ere she went to bed. 

Ai But all the men, like good fellows as they were, rallied round their 
comrade’s pretty wife, and paid her their court with soldierly gallantry. 
She had a little triumph, which flushed her spirits and made her eyes 
sparkle. George was proud of her popularity, and pleased with the 
manner (which was very gay and graceful, though naive and a little 
timid) with which she received the gentlemen’s attentions, and answered 
their compliments. And he in his uniform—how much handsomer he 
was than any man in the room! Shfe felt that he was affectionately 
watching her, and glowed with pleasure at his kindness. “ I will make 
all his friends welcome,” she resolved in her heart. “ I will love all 
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ftR I love liim. I v.’ill always try and be gay and gooddiuiDonred and 
make his l\oine happy.” . \ 

. The regiment indeed adopted her with acclamation. The Captains 
approved, the Lieutenants applauded, the Ensigns admired. Old Cutler, 
the Doctor, made one or two jokes, which, being professional, need not 
be repeated; and Caclde, the Assistant M.D. of Edinburgh, conde¬ 
scended to examine her upon leeterature, and tried her with his three 
best French quotations. Young Stubble went .about frotn man to man 
whispering, “ Jove, isn’t she a pretty gal ? ” and never took his eyes off 
her except when the negus came in. 

As for Captain Dobbin, he never so much as spoke to her during the' 
whole evening. But he and Captain Porter of the 150th took home 
Jos to the hotel, who was in a very marlin state, .and had told his 
tiger-hunt story with great effect, both at the mess-table ;*and at the 
soirie, to Mrs. O’Dowd in her turban and bird of paradise. Having 
put the Collector into the hands of his servant, Dobbin loitered aBou^ 
smoking his cigar before the inn door. George had meanwhile (very 
carefully shawled his wife, and brought her away from 
after a general hand-shaking from the yoimg officers, who accompanied 
her to the fly, and cheered that vehicle as it drove off. So Amelia gave 
Dobbin her little hand as she got out of the carriage, and rebuked him 
smilingly for not having taken any notice of her all night. 

The Captain continued that deleterious amusement of smoking, long 
after the inn and the street were gone to bed. He watched the lights 
vanish from George’s sitting-room windows, and shine out in the bed¬ 
room close at h.and. It was almost morning when he returned to his 
own quarters. He could hear the cheering from the ships in the.river, 
where the transports were already taking in their cargoes preparatory 
to dropping down the Thames. 


CHAPTEE XXVIII. 

IN WHICH AMELIA INVADES THE LOW COUNTRIES. 

The regiment with its officers was to be transported in ships pro¬ 
vided by his Majesty’s government for the occasion : and in two days 
after the festive assembly at Mrs. O’Dowd’s apartments, in the midst 
of cheering from all the East India ships in the river, and the military 
on shore, the band playing “ God save the King,” the officers waving 
their hats, and the crews hurrahing gallantly, the transports went 
down the river and proceeded under convoy to Ostend. Meanwhile 
the gallant Jos had agreed to escort his sister and the Major’s wife' 
the bulk of whose goods and chattels, including the famous bird ot 
paradise and turban, were with 'the regimental baggage : so that our 
two heroines drove pretty much unencumbered to Eamsgate, where 
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there were pl^ty of packets plying, in one of which they had a speedy 
passage to O^nd. V 

That period of Jos’s life which now ensued was so full of incident, 
that it served him for conversation for many years after, and even the 
tiger-hunt story was put aside for more stirring^ narratives which he 
had to tell about the great campaign of Waterloo. As soon as he had 
agreed to escort his sistef'abroad, it was remarked that ho ceased 
' blj^ving his upper lip. At Chatham he followed the parades and drills 
'-yvith^reat assiduity. He listened with the utmost attention to the 
' 'wn^^ation of his brother officers, (as he called them in after days 
* sometimes,) and learned as many military names as he could. In these 
studies the excellent Mrs. O’Dowd was of great assistance to him; and 
on the day finally when they <eipbarked on board the Lovely Hose 
which was “to carry them to their destination, he made his appearance 
in a braided frock-coat and duck trowsers, with a foraging cap orna¬ 
mented with a smart gold band. Having his carriage with him, and 
infoming everybody on board confidentially that he yras going to join 
Wellington’s army, folks mistook him for a great per¬ 
sonage, a commissary-general, or a government courier at the very 
.east. 


He suffered hugely on the voyage, during which the ladies were like¬ 
wise prostrate ; but Amelia was brought to life again as the packet 
made Ostend, by the sight of the transports conveying her regiment, 
which entered the harbour almost at the same time with the Lovely 
Bose. Jos went in a collapsed state to an inn, while Captain Dobbin 
escorted the ladies, and then busied himself in freeing Jos’s carriage 
and luggage from the ship and the custom-house, for Mr. Jos was at 
present without a servant, Osborne’s man and his own pampered menial 
having conspired togetheiwnt Chatham, and refused point-blank to 
cross the water. This revelt, which came very suddenly, and on the 
last day, so alarmed Mr. Sedley, junior, that he was on the point of 
giving up the expedition, but* Captain Dobbin (who made himself 
immensely officious in the business, Jos said), rated him and laughed at 
him soundly : the mustachios were grown in advance, and Jos finally 
was persuaded to embark. In place of the well-bre(^ and well-fed 
London domestics, who could only speak English, Dobbin procured for 
Jos’s party a swarthy little Belgian servant who could speak no 
language at all; but who, by his bustling behaviour, and by invariably 
addressing Mr. Sedley as “ My loi’d.” speedily acquired that gentle¬ 
man’s favour. Times are altered at Ostend now; of the Britons who 
go thither, very few look like lords, or act like those members of our 
hereditary aristocracy. They seem for the most part shabby in attire, 
dingy of linen, lovers of billiards and brandy, and cigars and greasy 
ordinaries. 

But it may be said as a rule, that every Englishman in the Duke of 
Wellington’s army jaid his way. The remembrance of such a fact 
surely becomes a nation of shopkeepers. It was a blessing for a com- 
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merce-loving country to bo overrun by such an army oficustomers: and 
to have such creditable warriors to feed. And the counVy which they 
came to protect is not military. For a long period of history they have 
let other people fight there. When the present writer went to survey 
with eagle glance the field of Waterloo, we asked the conductor of the 
diligence, a portly warlike-looking veteran, whether he had been at 
the battle. “Pas si bite "—such an answer and sentiment as no 
Frenchman would own to—^was his reply. But on the ether hand, the 
postilion who drove us was a Viscount, a son of some bankrupt Imperial 
General, who accepted a pennyworth of beer on the road. The moral 
is surely a good one. 

This flat, flourishing, easy country never could have looked moi-e 
rich and prosperous, tlian in that opening summer of 1815, when its 
gi’een fields and quiet cities were enlivened by multiplied red-coats : 
when its wide chaussees swarmed with brilliant English equipages. 
when its great canal-boats, gliding by rich pastures and pleasant quaint 
old villages, by sld chateaux lying amongst old trees, were all crowded 
with well-to-do English travellei-s : when the soldier who^isinkt^t 
village inn, not only di-ank, but paid his score ; and Donald, the 
Highlander,* billeted in the Flemish farm-house, rocked the baby’s 
cradle, while Jean and Jeannette were out getting in the hay. An 
our painters are bent on military subjects just now, I throw out this as 
a good subject for the i>encil, to illustrate the principle of an h s a i rt 
English war. All looked as brilliant and harmless as a Hyde Park * 
review. Meanwhile, Napoleon screened behind his curtain of frontier- 
fortresses, was preparing for the outbreak which was to drive all these 
orderly people into fury and blood ; and lay so many of them low. 

Everybody had such a perfect feeling of confidence in the leader (for 
the resolute faith which the Duke of WelMngton had inspired in the 
whole English nation was as intense, as that more frantic enthusiasm 
with which at one time the French regarded Napoleon), the country 
seemed in so perfect a state of orderly 'defence, and the help at hand in 
case of need so near and overwhelming, that alarm was unknown, and 
that our travellers, among whom two were naturally of a very timid 
sort, were, like all the other multiplied English toui-ists, entirely at 
ease. The famous regiment, with so many of whose officers we have 
made acquaintance, was drafted in canal-boats to Bruges and Ghent, 
thence to march to Brussels. Jos accompanied the ladies in the public 
boats ; the which all old travellers in Flanders must remember for the 
luxury and accommodation they afforded. So prodigiously good wts 
the eating and drinking on board these sluggish but most comfortable 
vessels, that there are legends extant of an English traveller, who, 
coming to Belgium for a week, and travelling in one of these boats, 
was so delighted with the fare there that hewent backwards and forwai'da 
from Ghent to Bruges perpetually untilj{the railroads were invented, 
when he drowned himself on the last trip of the passage-boat. Jos’s 

* This incideat is mentioned in Mr. Qlcig’s ** Story of the Battle of Waterloo.’ 
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deftth was not tb lae of this sort, but his comfort was exceeding, and 
Ml’S. O’Dowd msisted that he only wanted her sister Glorvina to make 
his happiness complete. He sate on the roof of the cabin all day 
drinking Flemish beer, shouting for Isidor, his servant, and talking 
gallantly to the ladies. 

His courage was prodigious. “ Boney attack iM/” he cried. “My 
dear creature, my poor Emmy, don’t be frightened. There’s no d.aiiger. 
The allies will be in Paris in two months, I tell you ; when I’ll take 
you to dine in the Palais Eoyal, by Jove ! There are three hundred 
thousand Eooshians, I tell you, now entering France by Mayen ce and 
the Bhine—^three hundred thousand under Wittgenstein and Barcl.ay 
de Tolly, my poor love. You don’t know military affairs, my dear. I do, 
and I tell you there’s no infantry iiv, France can stand against Eooshiau 
infantry, and no general of Boney’s that’s fit to hold a candle to, 
Wittgenstein. Then there are the Austrians, they are five hundred 
thousand if a man, and they are within ten marches of the frontier by 
this ti^^under Sohwartzenberg and Prince Charles. ^ Then there are 
the ErJosTiiaas under the gallant Prince Marshal. Show me a cavalry 
chief like him now that Murat is gone. Hey, Mrs. O’Dowd ! Do you 
think our little girl here need be afraid ? Is there any cause for fear, 
Isidor ? Hey, Sir 1 Get some more beer.” 

Mrs. O’Dowd said that her “ Glorvina was not afraid of any man 
alive, let alone a Frenchman,”’ and tossed off a glass of beer with a wink 
which expressed her liking for the beverage. 

Having frequently been in presence of the enemy, or, in other words, 
faced the ladies at Cheltenham and Bath, our friend, the Collector, had 
lost a great deal of his pristine timidity, and was now, especially when 
fortified with liquor, as talkative as might be. He was rather a 
favourite with the regiment, treating the young officers with sump- 
tuosity, and amusing them by his military airs. And as there is one 
well-known regiment of the army which travels with a goat heading 
the column, whilst another is le& by a deer, George said with respect 
to his brother-in-law, that his regiment marched with an elephant, 
y Since Amelia’s introduction to the regiment, George began to be 
rather ashamed of some of the company to which he had been forced to 
present her; and determined, as he told Dobbin (with what satisfaction 
to the latter it need not be said), to exchange into some better regiment 
soon, and to get his wife away from those damned vulgar women. But 
this vulgarity of being ashamed of one’s society is much more common 
among men than women (except very great ladies of fashion, who, to 
be sure, indulge in it); and Mrs. Amelia, a natural and unaffected 
person, had none of that artificial shamefacedness which her husband 
mistook for delicacy on his own part. Thus, Mrs. O’Dowd had a cock’s 
plume in her hat, and a very large “ repayther” on her stomach, which 
she used to ring on all occasions, narrating how it had been presented 
’ V* li®*" farther, as she stipt into the car’ge after her mar’gei 

these ornaments, with other outward peculiarities of the Major’s 
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wife, gave excruciating agonies to Captain Osborne, when bis -wife and 
the Ma.jor’a came in contact; whereas Amelia was only amused by the 
honest lady’s eccentricities, and not in the least ashamed of her company. 

As they made that well-known journey, which almost every English¬ 
man of middle rank has travelled since,’ there might have been more 
instructive, but few more entertaining, companions than Mrs. Majoi 
O’Dowd. “ Talk about kenal boats, my dear! Ye should see the kenal 
boats between Dublin and Ballinasloe. It’s there the rapid travelling 
is ; and the beautiful cattle. Sure me fawther got a goold medal (and 
his Excellency himself eat a slice of it, and said never was finer mate 
in his loif) for a four-year-old heifer, the like of which ye never saw in 
this country any day.” And Jos owned with a sigh, “that for good 
streaky beef, really mingled with fat and lean, there was* no country 
like England.” 

. “ Except Ireland, where all your best mate comes from,” said the 
Major’s lady; proceeding, as is not unusual with patriots of her nation, 
to make comparisons greatly in favour of her own countrji. The idea 
of comparing the market of Bruges with those of Dublin, although she 
had suggested it herself, caused immense scorn and derision on her 
part. “ I’ll thank ye tell me what they mean by that old gazabo on. 
the top of the market-place,” said she, in a burst of ridicule fit to have 
brought the old tower down. The place was full of English soldiery as 
they passed. English bugles woke them in the morning; at night-fall 
they went to bed to the note of the British fife and drum: all the 
country and Europe was in arms, and the greatest event of history 
pending: and honest Peggy O’Dowd, whom it concerned as wpll as 
another, went on prattling about Ballinafad, and the horses in tho 
stables at Glenmalony, and the clar’t drui^k there; and Jos Sedley 
interposed about curry and rice at Dumdjlm; and Amelia thought 
about her husband, and how best she should show her love for him ; 
as if these were the great topics of the \, orld. 

Those who like to lay down the History-book, and to speculate 
upon what might have happened in the world but for the fatal occur¬ 
rence of what actually did take place (a most puzzling, amusing, 
ingenious, and profitable kind of meditation), have no doubt often 
thought to themselves what a specially bad time Napoleon took to come 
back from Elba, and to let loose his eagle from Gulf San Juan to Notre 
Dame. The historians on our side tell us that the armies of the allied 
powers were all providentially on a war-footing, and ready to bear down 
at a moment’s notice upon the Elban Emperor. The august jobbei's ’ 
assembled at Vienna, and carving out the kingdoms of Europe according 
to their wisdom, had such causes of quarrel among themselves as might 
nave set the armies which had overcome Napoleon to fight against 
each other, but for the return of the object of unanimous hatred and 
tear. This monai'ch had an army in full force because he had jobbed v' 
to himself Poland, and was determined to keep it: another had robbed 
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half Saxony, and was bent upon nmintainmg bis acquisition : Italy was 
tbe object of a third’s solicitude. Each was protesting against the 
jrapacity of the other ; and could the Corsican but have waited in his 
rorison until all these parties were by the ears, he might have returned 
fend reiffl^uh hi e l Bi Ssdr CiBiOg llg t wunl d have become of our story 
land aU our friends, then t If all the drops in it were dried up, what 
would become of the sea 1 

In the meanwliile the business of life and living, and the pursuits of 
pleasure especially, went on as if no end were to be expected to them, 
and no enemy in front. When our travellers arrived at Binissels, in 
wliich their regiment was quartered, a great piece of good foi-time, as 
all said, they found themselves ifl. one of the gayest and most brilliant 
little capitals in Europe, and where all the Vanity Fair booths were 
laid out with the most tempting liveliness and splendour. Gambling 
was here in profusion, and dancing in plenty; feasting was there to fill 
with delight that great gourmand of a Jos: there was a theatre where 

miraculous Catalan! was delighting all hearers ; beautiful rides, all 
enlivened with martial splendour; a rare old city, with strange costumes 
and wonderful architecture, to delight the eyes of little Amelia, who 
had never before seen a foreign country, and fill her with charming 
surprises ; so that now and for a few weeks’ space, in a fine handsome 
lodging, whereof the expenses were borne by Jos and Osborne, who 
was flush of money and full of kind attentions to his wife—for .about a 
fortnight, I say, during which her honeymoon ended, hirs. Amelia w.na 
as pleased and happy as any little bride out of England. 

Every day during this happy time there was novelty and amusement 
fpr all parties. There was a church to see, or a picture-gallery—there 
- was a ride, or an opera. «.The bands of the regiments were making 
music at aU hours. The greatest folks of England walked in the Park, 
there was a perpetual military festival. George, taking out his wife to 
a new jaunt or junket every nfght, was quite pleased with himself as 
usuiil, and swore he was becoming quite a domestic character. And a 
jaunt or a junket with him I Was it not enough to set this little heart 
beating with joy ? Her letters home to her mother were filled with 
; delight and gratitude at this season. Her husband bade her buy laces, 
i millinery, jewels, and gjaaracka p f all sorts. Oh, he was the kindest, 
I best, and most generous of men! 

The sight of the very great company of lords and ladies and fashion¬ 
able persons who thronged the town, and appeared in every public 
place, filled George’s truly British soul with intense delight. They 
flung oflT that happy frigidity and insolence of demeanour which occa¬ 
sionally characterises the great at home, and appearing in numberless 
public places, condescended to mingle with the rest of the company 
whom they met there. One night at a party given by the genei'il of 
the division to yrhich George’s regiment belonged, he had the honour of 
dancing with Lady Blanche Thistlewood, Lord Bareacres’ daughter; 
ho bustled for ices and refreshments for the two noble ladies; he pushed 
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a.ad squeezed for Lady Bareacres’ carnage; he bragged about the 
Countess when he got home, in a way which hs own father could not 
have surpassed. He called upon the ladies the next day; he rode by 
their side in the Park; he asked their party to a great dinner at a 
restaurateur’s, and was quite wild with exultation when they agreed 
to come. Old Bareacres, who had not much pride and a large appetite, 
would go for a dinner anywhere. • 

“ I hope there will be no women besides our own party,” Lady Bare¬ 
acres said, after reflecting upon the invitation which had been made, 
and accepted with too much precipitancy. 

“ Gracious Heaven, Mamma—you don’t suppose the man would 
bring his wife,” shrieked Lady Blanplve, who had been languishing in 
George’s arms in the newly-imported waltz for hours the nfght before. 

“ The men are bearable, but their women—” 

“ Wife, just married, dev’lish pretty woman, I hear,” the old Earl 
said. ^ 

“ Well, my dear Blanche,”, said the mother, “ I suppose, as Papa wantu. 
to go, we must go ; but we needn’t know them in England, you know.” 
And so, determi;jed to cut their new acquaintance in Bond Street, these 
great folks went to eat his dinner at Brussels, and condescending to 
make him pay for their pleasure, showed their dignity by making his 
wife uncomfortable, and carefully excluding her from th# conversation. 
This is a species of dignity in which the high-bred British female reigns 
supreme. To watch the behaviour of a fine lady to other and humbler 
women is a very good spoii; for a philosophical frequenter of Vanity 
Pair. • 

This festival, on which honest George spent a great deal of money, ■ot. 
was the very dismallest of all the entertainnjents which Amelia had in 
her honeymoon. She wrote the moat piteousraccounts of the feast home 
to her mamma: how the Countess of Bareacres would not answer 
when«poken to ; how Lady Blanche stared at her with her eye-glass; 
and what a rage Captain Dobbin vras in at their behaviour; and how 
ray lord, as they came away from the feast, asked to see the bill, and 

pronounced it a d-bad dinner, and d-dear. But though Amelia 

told all these stories, and wrote home regarding her guests’ rudeness, 
and her own discomfiture; old Mrs. Sedley was mightily pleased 
nevertheless, and talked about Emmy’s friend, the Countess of Bare- 
.acres, with such assiduity that the news how his son was entertaining 
Peers and Peeresses actually came to Osborne’s ears in the city. 

Those who know the present Lieutenant-General Sir George Tufto, 
K.C.B., and have seen him, as they may on most days in the season, 
padded and in stays, strutting down Pall Mall with a ricketty swagger 
on his high-heeled lacquered boots, leering under the bonnets of passers- 
by, or riding a showy chestnut, and ogling Broughanas in the Parks— 
those who know the present Sir George Tufto would hardly recognise 
the daring Peninsula and Waterloo officer. He has thick curling brown 
hair and black eyebrows now and his whiskers are of the deepest 
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purple. He was lislit-haired anil bald in 1816, and stouter in tlie 
person and in the limbs, which especially have shrunk very much of 
late. When ho was about seventy years of age (he is now nearly 
eighty), his hair, which was very scarce and quite white, suddenly grew 
thick, and brown, and curly, and his whiskers and eyebrows took their 
present colour. Ill-natured people say that his chest is all wool, and 
,1 that his hair, because it never grows, is a wig. Tom Tufto, with whose 
father he quarrelled ever so many years ago, declares'that Ifedemoiselle 
de Jaisey, of the French theatre, pulled his grandpapa’s hair off in the 
green-room; but Tom is notoriously spiteful and jealous; and the 
General’s wig has nothing to do with our story. 

One day, as some of our friends of the —th were sauntering in the 
flower-market of Brussels, having been to see the Hotel de Ville, which 
Mrs. Major O’Dowd declai’ed was not near so large or handsome as her 
fawther’s mansion of Glenmalony, an officer of rank, with an orderly 
behind him, rode up to the market, and descending from his home, 
^ame amongst the flowers, and selected the very finest bouquet which 
money could buy. The beautiful bundle being tied up in a paper, the 
officer remounted, giving- the nosegay into the charge of his military 
groom, who earried it with a grin, following his chief, who rode away 
in great state and self-satisfaction. 

“You should see the flowers at Glenmalony,” Mrs. O’Dowd was 
remarking. “Me fawthcr has three Scotch g.arners with nine helpers. 
We have an acre of hot-houses, and pines as common as pays in the 
sayson. Our greeps weighs six pounds every bunch of ’em, and upon me 
honour and conscience I think our magnolias is as big as taykettles.” 

Dobbin, who never used to ‘ draw out ’ Mrs. O’Dowd as that wicked 
Osborne delighted in doLig (much to Amelia’s terror, who implored 
him to spai’e her), fell baclr. in the crowd, crowing and sputtering until 
he^reached a safe distance, when he exploded amongst the astonished 
market-people with shrieks of yelling laughter. 

“ Hwhat’s that gawky guggling about ? ” said Mrs. O’Dowd. “ Is it 
his nose bleedn ? He always used to say ’twas his nose bleedn, till he 
must, have pomped all the blood out of um. An’t the magnolias at 
Glenmalony as big as taykettles, O’Dowd ? ” 

“ Deed then they are, and bigger, Peggy,” the Major said. When 
the conversation was interrupted in the manner stated by the arrival 
of the officer who purchased the bouquet. 

“ Devlish fine horse,—^who is it ? ” George asked. 

“You should see me brother Molloy Moloney’s horse Molasses, that 
won the cop at the Curragh,” the Major’s wife was exclaiming, and was 
continuing the family history, when her husband interrupted her by 
sayuig-— 

“ It'S General Tufto, who commands the — cavalry division;” 
adding quietly, “ he and I were both shot in the same leg at Talavera.” 

■ “ Where you got your step,” said Qeoige with a laugh. “ General 
Tufto! Then my dear, the Crawleys are come." 
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Amelia’s heart fell,—she knew not why. The sun did not seem to 
shine so bright. The tall old roofs and gables looked less picturesque 
all of a'Sudden, though it was a brilliant sunset, and one of the brightest 
and most beautiful days at the end of May. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 

BRUSSELS. 

Mr. Jos had hired a pair of horse? for his open civrriage, with which 
cattle, and the smart London vehicle, he made a very tolefable figure 
in the drives about Brussels. George i)urcliaaed a horse for his private 
riding, .and ho and Captain Dobbin would often accompany the carriage 
in which Jos an(^ his sister took daily excursions of pleasure. They 
went out that day in the park for their accustomed diversion, and. 
there, sure enough, George’s remark with regard to the arrival of 
Eawdon Crawley and his wife proved to be correct. In the midst of a 
little troop of horsemen, consisting of some of the very greatest persons! 
in Brussels, Eebccca was seen in the prettiest and tightest of riding-i 
habits, mounted on a beautiful little Arab, which she rode to perfection 
(having acquired the art at Queen’s Crawley, where the Baronet, Mr. ■ 
Pitt, and Eawdon himself had given her many lessons), and by the side 
of the gallant General Tufto. 

“ Sure it’s the Juke himself,” cried Mrs. Majm" O’Dowd to Josf who 
began to blush violently; “and that’s Lord Uxbridge on the bay. 
How elegant he looks ! Me brother, MolIoyJMoloney, is as like him as 
two peas.” • 

Eebccca did not make for the carriage ; but .as soon as-slie perceived 
her old acquaintance, Amelia, seated in it, acknowledged her presence 
by a gracious word and smile, and by kissing and shaking her fingers 
playfully in the direction of the vehicle. Tlicn she resumed her con¬ 
versation with General Tufto, who asked “ who the fat officer was in 
the gold-laced cap ?” on which Becky replied, “ that he was an officer 
in the East Indiiin service.” But Eawdon Crawley rode out of the 
ranks of his company, and came up and shook hands heartily with 
Amelia, and said to. Jos, “Well, old boy, hour are yon t ” and stared in 
Mrs. O’Dowd’s face and black cock’s feathers until she began to think 
she had made a conquest of him. 

George, who had been delayed behind, rode up almost immediately 
with Dobbin, and they touched their c.aps to the august pei'souages, 
aniong whom Osborne at once perceived Mrs. Crawley. He was 
delighted to see Eawdon leaning over his carriage familiarly and 
talking to Amelia, and met the aide-de-camp’s cordial greeting with 
more than corresponding warmth. The nods between Eawdon and 
Dobbin were of the very faintest specimens of politeness. 
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Crawley told George where they were stopping with General Tufto 
at the Hotel du Parc, and George made his friend promise to come 
speedily to Osborne’s own residence. “ Sorry I hadn’t seen you three 
days ago,” George said. “ Had a dinner at the Bestaurateur’s—rather 
a nice thing. Ijord Bareacres, and the Countess, and Lady Blanche, 
were good enough to dine with us—wish we’d had you.” Having thus 
let his friend know his claims to be a man of fashion, Osborne parted 
from Bawdon, who followed the august squadron down an alley into 
•which they cantered, while George and Dobbin resumed their places, 
one on each side of Amelia’s carriage. 

“How well the Juke looked,” Mrs. O’Dowd remarked. “The Wel¬ 
lesleys and Moloneys are relate^ ; but, of course, poor I would never 
dream of iatrojuicing myself unless his Grace thought proper to 
remember our family-tie.” 

“He’s a great soldier,” Jos said, much more at ease now the great 
man was gone. “Was there ever a battle won like Sidamanca 1 Hey, 
Jlobbin 1 But where was it he learnt his art ? In India, my boy ! The 
jungle’s the school for a general, mark me that. I knew him myself, 
toe, Mrs. O’Dowd : we both of us danced the same evening with Miss 
Cutler, daughter of Cutler of the Artillery, and a devilish fine girl, at 
Dumdum.” 

The apparition of the great personages held them all in talk during 
the drive ; and at dinner; and until the hour came when they were al l 
to go to the Opera. 

It was almost like Old England. The house was filled with familiar 
Britidi faces, and those^toilettes for which the British female has long 
been celebi-ated. Mrs. O’Dowd’s was not the least splendid amongst 
these; and she had a curl on her forehead, and a sot of Irish diamonds 
and Cairngorms, which ouUhoue all the decorations in the house, in 
her notion. Her presence used to excruciate Osborne; but go she 
would upon all parties of pleasui-e on which she heard her young friends 
were bent. It never entered into her thought but that they must be 
charmed with her company. 

“ She’s been useful to you, my dear,” George said to his wife, whom 
he could leave alone with less scruple when she had this society. “ But 
what a comfoi-t it is that Bebecca’s come; you will have her for a 
friend, and we may get rid now of this damn’d Irishwoman.” 'To this 
Amelia did not answer, yes or no : and how do we know what her 
thoughts were 1 

The coup d'ceil of the Brussels opera-house did not strike Mi's. O’Dowd 
as being so fine as the theatre in Fishamble-street, Dublin, nor was 
French music at .ill equal, in her opinion, to the melodies of her native 
country. She favoured her friends with these and other opin^S*iu. a 
very loud tone of voice, and tossed about a great clatterin^jmi she 
■ sported, with the most splendid complacency. 

,' “ Who is that wonderful woman with Amelia, Bawdon, love ? ” said a 

lady in an opposite box (who, almost always civil to her husband in 
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private, was more fond than ever of him in company). “ Don’t you see 
that creature with a yellow thing in her turhan, and a red satin gown, 
and a great watch i ” 

“ Near the pretty little woman in white 1 ” asked a middle-aged 
gentleman seated by the querist’s side, with orders in his button, and 
several under-waistcoats, and a great, clioky, white stock. 

“ That pretty woman in white is Amelia, General: yoq are remarking 
all the pretty women, you naughty man.” 

“ Only one,_begad, in the warld ! ” said the General, delighted, and 
the lady gave him a tap with a large bouquet which she had. 

“ Bed.ad it’s him,” said him. O’Dowd; “ and that’s the very bok.ay he 
bought in the Marshy aux Flures! ” and when Kebecca, having caught 
her friend’s eye, performed the little" hand-kissing operation once more, 
Mrs. Major O’D., taking the compliment to herself returned the salute ■ 
with a gracious smile, which sent that unfortunate Dobbin shrieking ■ 
out of the box a^ain. 

At the end or the act, George was out of the box in a moment, and 
he was even going to pay his respects to Eebecca in her Zoyc. He met 
Crawley in the lobby, however, where they exchanged a few sentences 
upon the occurrences of the last fortnight. 

“ You found my cheque all right at the agent’s ? ” George said, with 
a knowing air. 

“All right, my boy,” Eawdon answered. “Happy to give you 
your revenge. Governor come round ? ” 

“ Not yet,” said George, “ but he wEl; and you know I’ve some 
private fortune through my mother. Has Aunty relented 1 ” 

“Sent me twenty pound, damned old'screw. "When shall we have a 
meet 1 The General dines out on Tuesday., Can’t you come Tuesday ? 

I say, make Sedley cut off his moustach^. What the devil does a 
civilian mean with a moustache and those infernal frogs to his coat! 
By-bye. Try and come on Tuesday ; ” and Eawdon was going off 
with two brilliant young gentlemen of feshion, who were, like himself, 
on the staff of a general officer. 

George was only half pleased to be asked to dinner on that particular 
day when the General was not to dine. “ I will go in and pay my 
respects to your wife,” said he ; at which Eawdon said, “ Hm, as you 
please,” looking very glum, and at which the two young officers 
exchanged knowing glances. George parted from them, and strutted 
down the lobby to the General’s box, the number of which he had 
carefully counted. 

“ £ntrez," said a clear little voice, and our friend found himself in 
Eebecca’s presence ; who jumped up, clapped her hands together, and 
held- out both of them to George, so charmed was she to see him. The 
General, with the orders in his button, stared at the new comer with a 
sulky scowl, as much as to say, who the devil are you ? 

“ My dear Captain George! ” cried little Kebecca in an ecstasy 
“ How good of you to come. The General and I were moping together 
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tet«-drtete. General, this is my Captain George of whom you licard mo 

telk.” 

“ Indeed,” said the General, with a very small bow, “ of what regi- 
«ent is Captain George J ” 

George mentioned the —thhow he wished he could have said it was 
a crack cavalry corps. 

“ Come home .lately from the West Indies, I believe. Not seen much 
service in the late war. Quartered here, Captain George 1 ”—^the 
General went on with killing haughtiness. 

“ Not Captain George, you stupid man ; Captain Osborne,” Rebecca 
said. The General all the while was looking savagely from one to the 
other. , 

“ Captain Osborne, indeed ! An^ relation to the L-Osbornes ? ” 

“ We bear the same arms,” George said, as indeed was the fact; Mr. 
Osborne having consulted with a herald in Long Acre, and picked the 

L-arms out of the peerage, when he set up his carriage fifteen years 

Ijefore. The General made no reply to this announcement; but took 
up his opera-glass— the double-barrelled lorgnon was not invented in 
those days—^and pretended to examine the house; but Rebecca saw 
that his disengaged eye was working round in her direction, and 
shooting out blood-shot glances at her and George. 

She redoubled in cordiality. “ How is deare.st Amelia ? But I 
needn’t ask: how pretty she looks! And who is that nice good- 
natured looking creature with her—a flame of yours 1 O, you wicked 
men ! And there is Mr. Sedley eating ices, I declare : how he seems 
to enjoy i* 1 General, why have we not had any ices ? ” 

“ Shall I go and fetch you some ? ” said the General, bursting with 
wrath. ’ ♦ 

“ Let me go, I entreat yoi^” George said. 

“ No, I will go to Amelia’s box. Dear, sweet girl! Give me your 
arm. Captain George; ” and so saying, and with a nod to the General, 
she tripped into the lobby. She gave George the queerest, knowingost 
• look, when they were together, a look which might have been inter¬ 
preted, “ Don’t you see the state of afiairs, and what a fool I’m making 
of him 1 ” But he did not perceive it. He was thinking of his own 
plans, and lost in pompous admiration of his own irresistible powers of 
pleasing. 

ti The curses to which the General gave a low utterance, as soon as 
Rebecca and her conqueror had quitted him, were so deep, that I am 
sure no compositor in Messrs. Bradbury .and Evans’s establishment 
would venture to print them were they written down. They came 
from the General’s hcai’t; and a wonderful thing it is to think that 
the human heart is capable of generating such produce, and civn throw 
out, as occasion demands, such a supply of lust and fury, rage and hatred. 

Amelia’s gentle eyes, too, had been fixed anxiously on the pair, 
whose conduct had so chafed the jealous General; but when Itebocca 
entered her box, she flew to her friend with an afiectionato rapture 
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^hich showed iteeU, 

embiaeedherdeM-estfne^m^^trn^^^^^ ^ 

«rS^ Bhe admired Mrs. O’Dowd’s large Our^m ^ 

Serb Irish diamonds, and wouldn't-believe that theyjirere not fr.>ia 
Goleonda direct. She bustled, she chattered, she turned- and twwted, 
and smiled upon one, and smirked on another, all in full view of the 
jealous opera-glass opposite. And when the time for the ballet came 
(in which there svas no dancer that went through her grimaces or 
performed her comedy of action better), she skipped back to her own 
box, leaning on Captain Dobbin’s arm this time. No, she would not 
have George’s; he must stay and talk to his dearest, best, little Amelia 
“ What a humbug that woman is,” honest old Dobbin mumbled to 
George, when he came back from Rebecca’s box, whither he had con¬ 
ducted her in perfect silence, and with a countenance as glum as an 
undei-tiiker’s. “ She writhes and twists about like a snake. All the 


time she u-.-is here, didn’t you see, George, how she was acting at the 
General over the way 1 ” 

“Humbug—acting? Hang it, she’s the nicest little woman in 
England,” George replied, showing his white teeth, and giving his 
ambrosial whiskers a twirl. “ You ain’t a man of the world, Dobbin. 
Dammy look at her now, she’s talked over Tufto in no time. Look how 
he’s laughing! Gad, what a shoulder she has ! Emmy, why didn’t 
you have a bouquet ? Everybody has a bouquet.” 

“ Eaith, then, why didn’t you 6oy one ? ” Mrs. O’Dowd said ;• and 
both Amelia and William Dobbin thanked her for this timely obser¬ 
vation. But beyond this neither of the la^es rallied. , Amelia was 
overpowci-ed by the flash and the dazzle andthe fashionable talk of her 
woi’ldly rival. Even the O’Dowd was silent and subdued after Becky’s 
brilliant apparition, and scarcely said a word more about Glenmalony 
all the evening. 


“ When do you intend tp give up play, George, as you have promised 
mo, any time these hundred years ? ” Dobbin said to his friend a few 
(lays after the night at the Opera. “ When do you intend to give' up 
sermonising ?’’ was the other’s reply. “ What the deuce, man, are you 
alarmed about ? We play low; I won last night. You don’t suppose 
Crawley chciits ? With fair play it comes to pretty much the same 
thing at the year’s end.” 

“ But I don’t think he could pay if he lost,” Dobbin said; and his 
advice met with the success which advice usually commands. Osborne 
and Crawley were repeatedly together now. General Tufto dined 
abroad almost constantly. George was always welcome in the apart¬ 
ments (very close indeed to those of the General), which the Aide-de- 
camp and his wife occupied in the hotel. 

Amelia’s manners were such when she and George visited Crawley 
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and Lis wife at these quarters, that they had very nearly come to their 
first quarrel; that is, George scolded his wife violently for her evident 
unwillingness to go, and the high and mighty manner in which she 
comported herself towards Mrs. Crawley, her old friend ; and Amelia 
did not say one single word in reply; but with her husband’s eye upon 
her, and i^becca scanning her as she felt, was, if possible, more bashful 
and awkward da the second visit which she paid to Mrs. Eawdon, than 
on her first call. 

Eebecca was doubly affectionate, of course, and would not take 
notice, in the least, of her friend’s coolness. “I think Emmy h-as 

become prouder since her father’s name was in the- , since Mr. 

Sedley’s mi^ortunes,” Eebecca sai(J, softening the phrase charitably for 
George’s ear. “ Upon my word, I thought when we were at Brighton 
she was doing me the honour to be jealous of me ; and now I suppose 
she is scandalised because Eawdon, and I, and the General live together. 
Why, my dear creature, how could we, with our meaijg, live at all, but 
for a friend to share expenses 1 And do you suppose that Eawdon is 
not big enough to take care of my honour ? But I’m veiy much obliged 
to Emmy, very,” Mrs. Eawdon said. 

“ Pooh, jealousy ! ” answered George, “ aU women are jealous.” 

.“And aU men too. Weren’t you jealous of General Tufto, and the 
General of you, on the night of the Opera ? Why, he was ready to eat 
me for going with you to visit that foolish little wife of your’s; as if I 
care a pin for either of you,” Crawley’s wife said, with a pgrt toss of 
• hgr head. “Willyon dine here? The dragon dines with the Com- 
' mander-in-Chief. Great news is stirring. They say the French have 
crossed the frontier. We shall have a quiet dinner.” 

George accepted the invjtation, although his wife was a little ailing. 
They were now not quite six weeks married. Another woman was 
laughing or sneering at her expense, and he not angry. He was not 
even angry with himself, this good-natured fellow. It is a shame, he 
owned to himself; but hang it, if a pretty woman will throw herself 
into your way, why, what can a fellow do, you know ? I am rather 
free about women, he had often said, smilhig and nodding knowingly to 
Stubble and Spooney, and other comrades of the mess-table ; and they 
rather respected him than otherwise for this prowess. Next to con¬ 
quering in war, conquering in love has been a source of pride, time out 
of mind, amongst men in Vanity Fair, or how should school-boys brag 
of their amours, or Don Juan be popular ? 

So Mr. Osborne, having a firm conviction in his own mind that ho 
was a woman-killer and destined to conquer, did not run counter to his 
fate, but yielded himself up to it quite complacently. And as Emmy 
did not say much or plague him with her jealousy, but merely became 
unhappy and pined over it miserably in secret, he chose to fhney that 
she was not suspicious of what all his acquaintance were perfectly 
aware—namely, that he was carrying on a desperate .fiirtation with 
Mrs. Crawley. He rode with her whenever she was free He pretended 
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regimental business to Amelia, (by which falsehood she was not in 
the least deceived,) and consigning his wife to solitude or her brother’s 
society, passed his evenings in the Crawleys’ company ; losing money 
to the husband and flattering himself thp.t the wife was dying in love 
for him. It is very likely that this worthy couple never absolutely 
conspired^nd agreed together in so many words : the one to cajole the 
young gentleman, whilst the other won his money at <Jards: but they 
understood each other perfectly well, and Bawdou let Osborne come 
and go with entire good-humour. 

George was so occupied with his new acquaintances that he and 
William Dobbin were by no means so much together as formerly. 
George avoided him in public and ip Ahe regiment, and, as we see, did 
not like those sermons which his senior was disposed to inflfct upon him. 
If some pai'ts of his conduct made Captain Dobbin exceedingly grave 
and cool; of what use was it to tell George that though his whiskers'^ 
were largo, and Jiis own opinion of his knowingness great, he was as 
green as a schoolboy 1 that Kawdon was making a victim of him as he 
had dohe'of'many before, and as soon as he had used him would fling 
him off with scorn 1 He would not listen: and so, as Dobbin, upon 
those days when he visited the Osborne house, seldom had the advan¬ 
tage of meeting his old friend, much painful and unavailing talk between 
them was spared. Our friend George was in the full career of the*' 
pleasures of Vanity Fair. 

There never was, since the days of Darius, such a briljiant .train of 
camp-followers as hung round the train of the Duke of Wellington’s^, 
army in the Low Countries, in 1815; and led it dancing and feqgting, as 
it wefepnp-to-ttroV’ery brink of battle. Ascertain ball which a noble 
Duchess gave at Brussels, on the 15th of* June in the above-named 
year,’is historical. All Brussels had been in a state of excitement about i 
it, and I have heal’d from ladies who were in that town at the period, I 
that the talk and interest of poi-sons of their own sex regarding the 
ball was much greater even than in respect of the enemy in their front. 
The struggles, intrigues, and prayers to get tickets were such as only 
English ladies will employ, in order to gain admission to the society of*' 
the great of their own nation. 

Jos and Mrs. O’Dowd, who were panting to be asked, strove in vain 
to procure tickets; but others of our friends were more lucky. For 
instance, through the interest of my Lord Bareacres, and as a set-off 
for the dinner at the restaurateur’s, George got a card for Captain and 
Mrs. Osborne; which circumstance greatly elated him. Dobbin, who 
was a friend of the General commanding the division in which their 
regiment was, came laughing one day to Mrs. Osbosne, and displayed a 
similar invitation, which made Jos envious, and George wonder how 
the deuce Ae should be getting into society. Mr. and Airs. Bawdon, 
finally, were of course invited; as became the friends of a General 
commanding a cavalry brigade. 
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On the appointed nighl^ George, having commanded new dresses and 
ornaments of all sorts for Amelia, drove to the famous ball, where his 
wife did not know a single soul. After looking about for Lady Bareacres, 
who out him, thinking the card was quite enough—and after placing 
Amelia on a bench, he left her to her own cogitations there, thinking, 
on his own part, that he had behaved very handsomely in getting her 
new clothes, and bringing her to the ball, where she was free to amuse 
herself as she liked. Her thoughts were not of the pleasantest, and 
nobody except honest Dobbin came to disturb them. 

Whilst her appearance was an utter failure (as her husband felt with 
a sort of rage), Mrs. Bawdon Crawley’s dthvi was, on the contrary, 
very brilliant. She amved very ,late. Her face was radiant; her 
dress perfection, in the midst of the great persons assembled, and the 
eye-glasses directed to her. Rebecca seemed to be as cool and collected 
as when she used to marshal Miss Pinkerton’s little girls to church. 
Numbers of the men she knew already, and the dandies thronged. 
11 'ound her. As for the ladies, it was whispered among them that 
: Eawdon had run away with her from out of a convent, and that she 
: was a relation of the Montmorency family. She spoke French so 
perffectly that there might be some truth in this report, and it was 
agreed that her manners were fine, and her air distinguS. Fifty 
would-be partners thronged round her at once, and pressed to have 
the honour to dance with her. But she said she was engaged, and 
only going to dance very little; and made her way at once to the place 
.where Emmy sate quite unnoticed, and dismally unhappy. And so, to 
I finish the poor child at once, Mrs. Bawdon ran and greeted affection- 
f ately her dearest Amelia, and began forthwith to patronise her. She 
found fault with her friend^fe dress, and her hair-dresser, and wondered 
how she could be so chaiUsie, and vowed that she must send her 
corsetiire the next morning. She vowed that it was a delightful ball; 
that there was everybody that every one knew, and only a very few 
nobodies in the whole room. It is a fact, that in a fortniglit, and after 
three dinners in general society, this young woman had got up the 
genteel jargon so well, that a native could not speak it better; and it 
was only from her French being so good, that you could know she was 
not a bom woman of fashion. 

^jiAieorge, who had left Emmy on her bench on entering the ball-room, 
J^’ery soon found his way back when Rebecca was by her dear friend’s 
side. Becky was just Icctmdng Mrs. Osborne upon the follies which her 

i husband was committing. “ For God’s sake, stop him from gambling, 
my dear,” she said, “or he will ruin himself. He and Rawdon are 
playing at cards every night, and you know he is very poor, and 
Eawdon will win every shilling from him if he does not take care. 
Why don’t you prevent him, you little careless creature 7 Why don’t 
you come to us of an evening, instead of moping_at home with that 
^ICaptain Dobbin 7 I dare say he is tr^s aimabU; buFhow could one 
^ove a man with feet of such size 7 Your husband’s feet are darlings— 
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Here he comes. Where have you been, -wretch? Here is Emmy 
crying her eyes out for you. Are you coming to fetch me for the 
quadrille ? ” And she left her bouquet and shawl by Amelia’s side, and| 
tripped off with George to dance. Women only know how to wound 
so. There is a poison on the tips of their little shafts, which stings a ■ 
thousand times more than a man’s blunter weapon. Our poor Emmy, 
who had never hated, never sneered all her life, was powerless m the 
hands of her remorseless little enemy. 

George danced with Rebecca twice or thrice—how many times 
Amelia scarcely knew. She sate quite unnoticed in hex.corjmivcxcept 
when Eawdon came up with some words of clumsy conversation : and 
later in the evening, when Captain Pobbin made so bold as to bring 
her refreshments and sit beside her. He did not like tohsk her why 
she was so sad ; but as a pretext for the tears which were flllLug in her 
eyes, she told him that Mrs. Crawley had alarmed her by telling her 
that George woqld go on playing. 

“ It is curious, when a man is bent upon play, by what clumsy rogues 
lie will allow himself to be cheated,” Dobbin said; and Emmy said, 

‘ Indeed.” She was thinking of something else. It was not the loss of | 
the money that grieved her. 

At last George came back for Rebecca’s shawl and flowers. She was 
going away. She did not even condescend to come back and say good 
bye to Amelia. The poor girl let her husband come and go without * 
saying a word, and her head fell on her breast. Dobbin had been 
called away, and was whispering deep in conversation with the General 
of the division, his friend, and had not seen this last parting. George. 
went away then with the bouquet; but when he gave it to the o-wner, ■ 
there liyr a note, coiled like a snake among^he flowers. Rebecca’s eye. 
caught it af once. She had been used to deal with notes in early life. 
She put out her hand and took the nosegay. He saw by her eyes as 
they met, that she was aware what she should find there. Her husband 
hurried her away, still too intent upon his own thoughts, seemingly, to 
take note of any marks of recognition which might pass between his 
friend and his wife. These were, however, but trifling. Rebecca gave 
George her hand with one of her usual quick knowing glances, and 
made a curtsey and walked away. George bowed over the hand, said 
nothing in reply to a remark of Crawley’s, did not hear it even, his 
brain was so throbbing with triumph and excitement, and allowed them 
to go away without a word. 

His wife saw the one part at least of the bouquet-scene. It was 
quite natural that George should come at Rebecca’s request to get her; 
her scarf and flowers: it was no more than he had done twenty times 
before in the course of the last few days; but now it was too ranch for 
her “ William,” she said, suddenly clinging toTJobbin, who was" hear 
her, “you’ve always been very kind to me—I’m—I’m not well. Taka 
me home.” She did not know she called him by his Christian name, 
as George was accustomed to do. He went away with her quickly 
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Her lodgings ■were hard by; and they threaded through-the crowd 
without, where everything seemed to be more astir than even in the 
ball-room within. 

V'"' George had been angry twice or thrice at finding his wife np on his 
return from the parties which he frequented: so she went straight to 
bed now; but although she did not sleep, and although the din and 
clatter, and the galloping of horsemen was incessant, she never heard 
any of these noises, having quite other disturbances to keep her 
awake. 

Osborne meanwhile, wild with elation, went oif to a play-table, and 
I began to bet frantically. He won repeatedly. “ Everything succeeds 
; with me .to-night,” he said. But^his luck at play even did not cure 
him of his ‘restlessness, and he started up after a while, pocketing 
his winnings, and went to a buffet, where he drank off many bumpers 
of wine. ^ 

Here, as he was rattling away to the people around,, laughing loudly 
and wild with spirits, Dobbin found him. He had been to the card- 
tables to look there for his friend. Dobbin looked as pale and grave as 
his comrade was flushed and jovial. 

“ Hullo, Dob! Come and drink, old Dob! The Duke’s wine is 
famous. Give mo some more you sir;” and he held out a trembling 
^lass for the liquor. 

■' “ Come out, George,” said Dobbin, stiU gravely; “ don’t drink.” 

“ Drink ! there’s nothing like it. Drink yourself, and light up your 
lantern jaws, old boy. Here’s to yon.” 

Dobbin went up and whispered something to him, at which George, 
giving a start and a wild hurray, tossed off his glass, clapped it on the 
table, and walked away speedily on his friend’s arm. “ The enemy has 
passed the Sambre,” William said, “ and our left is already engaged. 
Come away. We are to march in three hours.” 

Away went George, his nerves quivering with excitement at the 
news so long looked for, so sudden when it came. What were love 
and intrigue now 1 He thought about a thousand things but these in 
his rapid walk to his quarters—^his past life and future chances—the 
fate which might be before him—^the wife, the child perhaps, from 
. whom unseen he might be about to part. Oh, how he wished that 
night’s work undone! and that with a clear conscience at least he 
might say farewell to the tender and guileless being by whose love he 
jhad set such little store! 

I He thought over his brief married life. In those few weeks he had 
ifrightfully dissipated his little capital. How wild and reckless he had 
(been! Should any mischance befal him : what was then left for her 1 
How unworthy he was of her. Why had he married her ? He w.as 
not fit for marriage. Why had he disobeyed his father’, who had been 
always so generous to him 1 Hope, remorse, ambition, tenderness, and 
•elfish regret filled his heart. He sate down and wrote to his father 
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remembering what he had said once before, when ho was engaged to 
fight a duel. Dawn fiuntly streaked the sky as he closed this farewel. 
letter. He sealed it, and kissed the supcracription. He thought how 
he had deserted that generous father, and of ihe thousand kindnesses 
which the stem old man had done him. 

He had looked into AmeUa’s bed-room when he entered; she lay 
quiet, and her eyes seemed closed, and he wm glad that.she was asleep. ’ 
On arriving at his quarters from the ball, he Lad found his regimental 
servant ah’eady making prepar.ations for his departure; the man had 
understood his signal to be stiU, and these arrangements were very 
(piickly and silently made. Should he go in and wake Amelia, he 
thought, or leave a note for her brother to break tho-news of departui-e 
to her 1 He went in to look at her*once again. • 

She had been aw.ake when he first entered her room, but had kept'-' 
her eyes closed, so tlmt even her wakefulness should not seem to 
reproaeli him. But when he had returned, so soon after herself, toe, 
this timid little heart had felt more at ease, and turning towards him 
as ho stept softly out of tlie room, she had fallen into a light sleep. 
George came hj and looked at her again, entering still more softly. By 
the pale night-lamp he could see her sweet, pale face—the purple eye¬ 
lids were fringed and closed, and one round arm, smooth and white, 
lily outside of the coverlet. Good God! how pure she was; how 
gentle, how tender, and how friendless! and he, how selfish, bratal, 
and black with crime! Heart-stained, and shame-stricken, he stood 
at the bed’s foot, and looked at the sleeping girl. How dared he—^who 
was he, to pray for one so spotless! God bless her! God bles.<i her! 
He came to the bed-side, and looked af the hand, the little soft hand, 
lying asleep; and ho bent over the pillcSsv noiselessly towards the 
gentle pale face. • 

Two fair arms closed tenderly round his neck as he stooped down.' 
“ I am awake, George,” the poor child said, with a sob fit to break the 
little heart that nestled so closely by his own. She was awake, poor 
soul, and to what ? At that moment a bugle from the Place of Arms 
began sounding clearly, and was taken up through the town; and 
amidst the drums of the infantry, and the shrill pipes of the Scotch, 
the whole city awoke. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

“the GIRI, 1 LEFT BEHIND ME.” 

We do not claim to rank among the military novelists. Our place is 
with the non-combatants. When the decks are cle.ared for action we 
go below and wait meekly. We should only be in the way of the 
manceuvres that the gallant fellows are performing over head. We 
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shall go no farther -with the —th than to the city gate: and leaving 
Major O’Dowd to bis duty, come back to the Major’s wife, and the 
ladies and the baggage. 

Now, the Major and his lady, who had not been invited to the ball 
at which in our last chapter other of our friends figured, had much 
more time to take their wholesome natural rest in bed, than was accorded 
to people who .wished to enjoy pleasure as well as to do duty. “It’s 
my belief, Peggy, my dear,” said he, as he placidly pulled his nightcap 
over his ears, “ that there will be such a ball danced in a day or two as 
some of ’em has never heard the chune ofand he was much more 
happy to retire to rest after partaking of a quiet tumbler, than to figure 
at any other sort of amusement.Peggy, for her part, would have liked 
to have shown her turban and bird of paradise at the ball, but for 
the information which her husband had given her, and which made 
her very grave. 

“Pd like ye wake me about half an hour before the, assembly beats,” 
the Major said to his lady. “ Call me at half-past one, Peggy dear, 
and see me things is ready. May be Pll not come back to breakfast, 
Mrs. O’D.” ■ With which words, which signified his opinion that the 
regiment would march the next morning, the Major ceased talking, and 
fell asleep. 

Mrs. O’Dowd, the good house-wife, arrayed in curl-papers and a 
camisole, felt that her duty was to act, and not to sleep, at this juncture. 
“Time enough for that,” she said, “when Mick’s gone;” and so she 
packed his travelling-valise ready for the m.T,rch, brushed his eloak, his 
cap, and other warUke habiliments, set them out in order for him ; and 
stowed away in the cloak-pockets a light package of portable refresh¬ 
ments, and a wicker-covered flask or pocket-pistol, containing near a 
pint of a remarkably sound Cognac brandy, of which she and the.Major 
approved very much; and as soon as the hands of the “ repayther ” 
pointed to half-past one, and its interior arrangements (it had a tone 
quite aqual to a cathaydral, its fair owner considered) knelled forth 
that fatal hour, Mrs. O’Dowd woke up her Major, and had as comfort¬ 
able a cup of eofifee prepared for him as any made that morning in 
Brussels. And who is there will deny that this worthy lady’s prepara¬ 
tions betokened affection as much as the fits of tears and hysterics by 
which more sensitive females exhibited their love, and that their par¬ 
taking of this coffee, which they drank together while the bugles were 
sounding the turn-out and the drums beating in the various quarters 
of the town, was not more useful and to the purpose than the outpour¬ 
ing of any mere sentiment could be ? The consequence was, that the 
Major appeared on parade quite trim, fresh, and alert, his well-shaved 
rosy countenance, as he sate on horseback, giving cheerfulness and 
confidence to the whole corps. All the ofiicers saluted her when the 
regiment marched by the balcony on which this brave woman stood, 
and waved them a cheer as they passed; and I daresay it was not 
from want of courage, but from a sense of female delicacy and pro- 
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priety, that she refrained from leading the gallant —th personally into 
action. 

On Sundays, and at periods of a solemn nature, Mrs. O’Do-wd used to 
read with great gravity out of a large volume of her uncle the Dean’s 
sermons. It had been of great comfort to her on board the transport 
as they were coming home, and were verj' nearly wrecked, on their 
return from tlie West Indies. After the regiment’s,departure she 
betook herself to this volume for meditation; perhaps, she did not 
understand much of what she was reading, .and her thoughts were 
elsewhere : but the sleep project, with poor Mick’s nightcap there on 
the pillow, was quite a vain one. So it is in the world. Jack or 
Donald marches away to glory with his knapsack on his shoulder, 
stepping out briskly to the tune of ‘“The Girl I left behind me.” It is 
she who remains and suffers,—and has the leisure to think, and broefd, 
and remember. 

Knowing how useless regrets are, and how the indulgence of senti¬ 
ment only serves’to make people more miserable, Mrs. Eebecca wisely'' 
determined to give way to no vain feelings of soitow, and bore the, 
parting from her husband with quite a Spartan equanimity. Indeed 
Captain Eawdoh himself was much gnore affected at the leave-taking 
than the resolute little woman to whom he bade farewell. She had 
mastered this rude coarse nature ; and he loved and worshipped her 
with all his faculties of regard and admiration. In ail his life ho had 
never been so happy, as, during the past few months, his wife had made 
him. All former delights of turf, mess, hunting-field, and gambling- 
table ; all previous loves and courtships of milliners, opera-dancerg, and 
the like easy triumphs of the clumsy military Adonis, were quite 
insipid when compared to the lawful matrimonial pleasures which of . 
late he had enjoyed. She had known perpetually how to divert him, 
and he had found his house and her society a thousand times more 
pleasant than any place or company which he had ever frequented from 
his childhood until now. And he cursed his past follies and extrava-, 
ganccs, and bemoaned his vast outlying debts above all, which must 
remain for ever as obstacles to prevent his wife’s advancement in the, 
world. He had often groaned over these in midnight conversations 
with Eebecca, although as a bachelor they had never given him any 
disquiet. He himself was struck with this phenomenon. “ Hang it,” 
ho would say (or perhaps use a still stronger expression out of his simple 
vocabulary) “ before I was married I didn’t care what bills I put my 
name to, and so long as Moses would wait or Levy would renew for 
three months, I kept on never minding. But since I’m married, except 
renewing, of course, I give you my honour I’ve not touched a bit of, 
stamped paper.” 

Eebecca always knew how to conjure away these moods of melan¬ 
choly. “Why, my stupid love,” she would say, “we have not done^J 
with your aunt yet. If she fails us, isn’t there what you call the- 
Gazette I or, stop, when your uncle Bate’s life drops, I have another 
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gcheme. The living has always belonged to the younger brother, and 
why shouldn’t you sell out and go into the Church ? ” The idea of this 
conversion set Kawdon into roars of laughter; you might have heard 
the explosion through the hotel at midnight, and the haw-haws of the 
great dragoon’s voice. General Tufto heard him from his quarters on 
A^he first floor above them ; and Kobeeca acted the scene with great 
spirit, and preaolied Rawdon’s first sermon, to the immense delight of 
the General at breakfast. 

But these were mere by-gone days and talk. When the final news 
arrived that tlie campaign was opened, and the troops were to march, 
Rawdon’s gravity became such that Becky rallied him about it in a 
manner which rather hurt the feelings of the Guardsman. “ You don’t 
suppose I’m'ttfraid, Becky, I should think,” he said, with a tremor in 
Gfis voice. “ But I’m a pi-etty good mark for a shot, and you see if it 
brings me down, why I leave one and perhaps two behind me whom I 
should wish to pi'ovide for, as I brought ’em into the scrape. It is no 
laughing matter t/iat, Mrs. C., anyways.” 

Rebecca by a hundred caresses and kind words tried to soothe the 
feelings of the wounded lover. It was only when hpr vivacity and 
sense of humoui got the better pf^this sprightly creature (as they would 
do under most circumstances of life indeed,) that she would break out 
with her satjfie, but she could sooi»,put on a demure face. “ Dearest 
love,” she said, “ do you suppose I feel notlring 1 ” and hastily dashing 
something from her eyes, she looked up in her husband’s face with a 
smile. 

“ Lqok here,” said he. “ If I drop let us see what there is for you. 
I have had a pretty good run of luck here, and here’s two hundred and 
thirty pounds. I have got ten Napoleons in my pocket. That is as 
Siuch as I shall want; for <the General pays everything like a prince ; 

. and if I’m hit, why you know I coat nothing. Don’t cry, little woman; 
I may live to vex you yet. Well, I shan’t take either of my horses, 
'but-shall ride the General’s grey charger : it’s cheaper, and I told him 
mine was lame. If I’m done, those two ought to fetch you something. 
Grigg offered ninety for the mare yesterday, before this confounded 
.news c.ame, and like a fool I wouldn’t let her go under the two O’s. 
Bulfinch will fetch his price any day, only you’d bettor sell him in this 
country, because the dealer's have so many bills of mine, and so I’d 
rather he shouldn’t go back to England. Your little mare the General 
gave you will fetch something, and there’s no d—dT livery stable bills 
hero as there are in London,” Rawdon added, with a langh. “ There’s 
that dressing-case cost me two hundred,—that is, I owe two for it; and 
the gold tops and bottles must be worth thirty or forty. Please to put 
tkat up the spout, ma’am, with my pins, and rings, and watch and 
chain, and things. They cost a precious lot of money. Miss Crawley, 
1 know, paid a hundred down for the chain and ticker. Gold tops and 
bottles, indeed ! dammy, I’m soitv I didn’t take more now. Edwards 
{iressed on me a silver-gilt boot-jack, and I might have had a dressing- 
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case fitted up with a sdver wanning-pan, and a service of plate. Bnt 
we must make the best of what weVe got. Beaky, you know.” 

And so, making his last dispositions, Captain Crawley, who had 
seldom thought about anything but himself uni#! the last few mouths 
of his life, when Love had obtained the mastery over the dragoon, 
went through the various items of his little catalogue of effects, striving 
to see how they might be turned into money for his wife’s benefit, in ^ 
c.ase any accident should befal him. He pleased himself by noting 
down with a pencil, in his big school-boy handwriting, the various items 
of his portable property which might be sold for his widow’s advantage 
—as, for example, “ My double-barril by Manton, say 40 guineas ; my 
driving-cloak, lined with sable fur, 501.; my duelling pistols in rose¬ 
wood case (same which I shot CaptSdh Marker), 20V; mj* regulation 
saddle-holsters and housings ; my Laurie ditto,” and so forth, over all 
of which articles he made Rebecca the mistress. 

Faithful to his plan of economy, the Captain dressed himself in his! 
oldest and shabbiest uniform and epaulets, leaving the newest behind, 
under his wife’s (or it might be his widow’s) guardianship. And this 
famous dandy of Windsor and Hyde Park went off on his campaign 
with a kit as mildest as that of a serjeant, and with something like a 
prayer on his lips for the woman he was leaving. He took her up from 
the gi'ound, and held her in his arms for a minute, tight pressed 
against his strong beating heart. His face was purple and his eyes 
dim, as he put her down and left her. He rode by his General’s side, 
and smoked his cigar in silence as they hastened after the troops of the 
General’s brigade, which preceded them; and it was not until they 
were some miles on their way that he left off twirling his moustnehe 
and broke silence. • 

And Rebecca, as we have said^ wisely dete^oined not to give way to 
unavailing sentimentality on her husband’s departure. She waved him 
an adieu from the window, and stood there for a moment looking out 
after he was gone. The cathedral towers and the full gables of the 
quaint old houses were just beginning to blush in the sunrise. There 
had been no rest for her that night. She was still in her pretty ball- 
dress, her fair hair hanging somewhat out of curl on her neck, and the ' 
circles round her eyes dark with watching. “ What a fright I seem,” 
she said, examining herself in the glass, “ and how pale this pink makes 
one look ! ” So she divested herself of this- pink raiment; in doing 
which a note fell out from her corsage, which she picked up with a 
smile, and locked into her dressing-box. And then she put her bouquet 
of the ball into a glass of water, and went to bed, and slept very 
conif^ably. 

The town was quite quiet when she woke up at ten o’clock, afid 
partook of coffee, very requisite and comfortable after the exhaustion 
and grief of the morning’s occurrences. 

This meal over, she resumed honest Rawdon’s calculations of the 
night pi-evious, and surveyed her position. Should the worst befid, all 
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things considered, she was pretty well to do. There were her own 
trinkets and trousseau, in addition to those which her husband had 
left behind. Eawdon’s generosity, when they were first married, has 
already been described#nd lauded Besides these, and the little mare, 
the General, her slave and worshipper, had made her many very hand¬ 
some presents, in the shape of Cashmere shawls bought at the auction 
of a bankrupt .French general’s lady, and numerous tributes from the 
jewellers’ shops, all of which betokened her admirer's taste and wealth. 
As for “ tickers,” as poor Rawdon called watches, her apartments were 
alive with their clicking. For, happening to mention one night that 
hers, which Eawdon had given to h^, was of English workmanship, 
and went ill, on the very next morning there came to her a little bijou 
marked Lenoy, with a chain and' dbver charmingly set with turquoises, 
and another signed Breguet, which was covered with pearls, and yet 
scarcely bigger than a half-crown. General Tulto had bought one, 
and Captain Osborne had gallantly presented the other. Mrs. Osborne 
had no watch, though, to do George justice, she might have had one 
for the asking, and the Honourable Mrs. Tufto in England had an old 
instrument of her mother’s that might have served for the plate warm¬ 
ing-pan which Eawdon talked about. If Messrs. Howell and James 
were to publish a list of the purchasers of all the trinkets which they 
sell, how surprised would some families be : and if all these ornaments' 
went to gentlemen’s lawful wives and daughters, what a profusion of 
jewellery there would be exhibited in the genteelest homes of Vanity 
Fair! 

Every calculation made of these valuables Mrs. Rebecca found, not 
without a pungent feeling of triumph and self-satisfaction, that should 
circumstances occur, she might reckon on six or seven hundred pounds 
at the very least, to beginithe world with ; and she passed the morning 
disposing, ordering, looking out, and locking up her properties in the 
most agreeable manner. Among the notes in Eawdon’s pocket-book, 
was a draft for twenty pounds on Osborne’s banker. This made her 
think about Mrs. Osborne. “ I will go and get the draft cashed,” she 
said, “and pay a visit afterwards to poor little Emmy.” If this is a 
\novel without a hero, at least let us lay claim to a hejroine. No miui 
.'in the British army which has marched away, not the great Duke him- 
jself, could be more cool or collected in the presence of doubts and 
• difficulties, than the indomitableHttle aide-de-camp’s wife. 

And there was another of our acquaintances who was also to be left 
behind, a non-combatant, and whose emotions and behaviour we have 
therefore a right to know. This was our friend the ex-Collector’of 
'' Boggleywollah, whose rest was broken, like other people’s, by the 
sounding of the bugles in the early morning. Being a great sleeper, 
and fond of his bed, it'is possible he would have snoozed on until his 
usual hour of lising in the forenoon, in spite of all the drums, bugles, 
and bagpipes ir the British army, but for an interruption, wluch did 
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not come from George Osborne, who shared Jos’s quarters with him, 
and was as usual occupied too much with his own affairs, or with grief 
at parting with his wife, to think of taking leave of his slumbering 
brother-in-law—it was not George, we say, who interposed between 
Jos Sedley and sleep, but Captain Dobbin, who came and roused him 
up, insisting on shaking hands with him before his departure.' 

“ Very kind of you,” said Jos, yawning, and wishingithe Captain at 
the deuce. 

“I—didn’t like to go off without saying good-bye, you know,” 
Dobbin said, in a very incoherent manner ; “ because you know some 
of us mayn’t come back again, and I like to see you all well, and—^and 
that sort of thing, you know.” ^ 

“ What do you mean ? ” Jos asked, rubbing his eyes. fThe Captain 
did not in the least hear him or look at the stout gentleman in the 
night-cap, about whom he professed to have such a tender interest. 
The hypocrite yas looking and listening with all his might in the 
■direction of George’s apartments, striding about the room, upsetting the 
chairs, beating the tattoo, biting his nails, and showing other signs of 
great inward emotion. 

Jos h.id always had rather a mean opinion of the Captain, and now 
began to think hie courage was somewhat equivocal. “ What is it 1 
can do for you, Dobbin 1 ” he said, in a sarcastic tone. 

“I tell you what you can do,” the Captain replied, coming up to the 
bed ; “ we march in a quarter of an hour, Sedley, and neither George 
nor I may ever come back. Mind you, you are not to stir from this 
town until you ascertain how things go. You are to stay heye and 
watch over your sister, and comfort her, and see that no harm comes to 
her. If anything happens to George, remei^^ber she has no one but you 
in the world to look to. If it goes wrong vnth the army, you’ll see her 
safe back to England ; and you will promise mo on your word that 
you will never desert her. I know you won’t: as far as money goes, 
you were always free enough with that. Do you want any 1 I mean, 
have you enough gold to take you back to England in case of a 
misfortune ? ” 

“ Sir,” said Jos, majestically, “ when I want money, I know where to 
ask for it. And as for my sister, you needn’t tell me how I ought to 
behave to her.” 

“ You speak like a man of spirit, Jos,” the other answered good- 
naturedly, “and I am glad that George can leave her in such good 
hands. So I may give him your word of honour, may I, that in case of 
extremity you will stand by her 1 ” 

“ Of course, of course,” answered Mr. Jos, whose generosity in money 
matters Dobbin estimated quite correctly. 

“ And you’ll see her safe out of Brussels in the event of a defeat ? ” 

“A defeat! D—it, sir, it’s impossible. Don’t try and frighten »««,” 
the hero cried from his bed ; and Dobbin’s mind was thus perfectly set 
at ease now that Jos had spoken out so resolutely respecting hia 
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conduct to his sister. “ At least,” thought the Captain-, “ there -will be 
a retreat secured for her in case the -worst should ensue.” 

If Captain Dobbin expected to get any personal comfort and satisfac¬ 
tion from having one more view of Amelia before the regiment marched 
away, his selfishness was punished just as such odious egotism deserved 
to be. The door of Jos’s bed-room opened into the sitting-room which 
was common to the family party, and opposite this door was that of 
Amelia’s chamber. The bugles had wakened everybody; there was no 
use in concealment now. George’s servant was packing in this room : 
Osborne coming in and out of the contiguous bed-room, flinging to the 
man such articles as he thought fit to carry on the campaign. And 
presently Dobbin had the opportunity which his heart coveted, and he 
got sight 0? Amelia’s face once more. But what a face it was ! So 
white, so wild and despair-stricken, that the remembrance of it haunted 
him afterwards like a crime, and the sight smote him with inexpressibls 
pangs of longing and pity. . 

She was wrapped in a white morning dress, her hair falling on her 
shoulders, and her large eyes fixed and without light. By way of 
helping on the preparations for the departure, and showing th.at she 
too could be useful at a moment so critical, this poor soul had taken up 
a sash of George’s from, the drawers whereon it lay, and followed him 
to and fro with the sash in her hand, looking on mutely as his packing 
jH’Oceeded. She came out and stood, leaning at the wall, holding this 
sash against her bosom, from which the heavy net of crimson dropped 
like a large stain of blood. Our gentle-hearted Captain felt a guilty 
shock'as he looked at her. “Good God,” thought he, “ and is it grief 
like this I dared to pry into ? ” And there was no help : no means to 
soothe and comfort this helpless, speechless misery. He stood for a 
moment and looked at hef, powerless and torn with pity, as a jwrent 
regards an infant in pain. 

At last, George took Emmy’s hand, and led her back into the bed¬ 
room, from whence he came out alone. The parting had taken place in 
that moment, and he w.as gone. 

“ Thank Heaven that is over,” George thought, bounding down the 
stair, his sword under his arm, and as he ran swiftly to the alarm- 
ground, where the regiment was mustered, and whither trooped men 
and officers hurrying from their billets, his pulse was throbbing and 
his cheeks flushed : the great game of war was going to bo played, and 
he one of the players. What a fierce excitement of doubt, hope, and 
pleasure ! What tremendous hazards of loss or gain ! What were all 
the games of chance he had ever played compared to this one ? Into 
all contests requiring athletic skill and courage, the young man, from 
his boyhood upwards, had flung himself with all his might. The 
champion of his school and his regiment, the bravos of his companions 
had -followed him everywhere; from the boys’ cricket-match to the 
garrison-races, he had won a hundred of trium|)hs ; and wherfver he 
went, women and men had admired and envied him. What qualities 
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are there for which a man gets so speedy a return of applause, as those 
of bodily superiority, activity, and valour t Time out of mind strength 
and courage have been the theme of bards and romances; and from the 
story of Troy down to to-day, poetry has always chosen a soldier for a 
hero. I wonder is it because men are cowards iu heart that they 
admire bravery so much, and place military valour so far beyond every 
other quality for reward and worship t * 

So, at the sound of that stirring call to battle, George jumped away 
from the gentle arms In which ho had been dallying; not without a 
feeling of shame (although his wife’s hold on him had been but feeble), 
that ho should have been detained there so long. The same feeling of 
eagerness and excitement was amoijg^t all those friends of his of whom 
we have had occasional glimpses, from the stout senior Jfajor, who led 
the regiment into action, to little Stubble, the Ensign, who was to bear 
its colours on that day. 

Tlio sun was .just rising as the march began—it was a gallant sight 
—the band led the column, playing the regimental march—then came 
the Major in command, riding upon Pyramns, his stout charger—then 
marched the f^enadiers, their captain at their head ; in the centre were 
the coloui’s, home hy the senior and junior Ensigns—then George came 
marching at the head of his company. He looked up, and smiled at 
Amelia, and passed on ; and even the sound of the music died away. 


CHAPTER XXXI. 

IN WKICn JOS SEDLBT TAKES CA^SE OF HIS SISTER. 

Thus all the superior officers being summoned on duty elsewliere, 
Jos Sedlcy was left in command of the little colony at Brussels, with 
Amelia invalided, Isidor, his Belgian sci-vant, and the honne, who was 
maid-of-all-work for the establishment, as a g.arrison under him.' 
Tliough ho was disturbed in spirit, and his rest destroyed by Dobbin’s 
interruption and the occurrences of the morning, Jos nevertheless 
I'cmained for many hours in bod, wakeful and rolling about there until 
his usual hour of rising had arrived. The sun w.as high in the heavens, 
and our gallant friends of the —th miles on their march before the 
civilian appeared in his flowered dressing-gown at breakfast. 

About George’s absence, his brother-in-law was very easy in mind. 
Perhaps Jos was rather pleased in his heart that Osborne was gone, for 
during George’s presence, the other had played but a Vei-y secondary 
part in the household, and Osborne did not scruple to show his con¬ 
tempt for the stout civilian. But Emmy had always been good and 
attentive to him. It was she who ministered to his comforts, who 
superintended the dishes that he liked, who walked or rode with him 
(as she had many, too many, opportunities of doing, for where was 
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^eorgo ?) and who interposed her sweet face between his anger and hei 
i&usband’a scorn. Many timid remonstrances had she uttered to George 
in behalf of her brother, but the latter in his trenchant way cut these 
entreaties short. “ I’m an honest man,” he said, “ and if I have a 
feeling I show it, as an honest man will. How the deuce, my dear, 
would you have me behave respectfully to such a fool as your brother!” 
So Jos was pleased with George’S absence. His plain hat and gloves 
on a sideboard, and the idea that the owner was away, caused Jos 
I don’t know what secret thrill of pleasure. “ lie won’t be troubling 
mo this morning,” Jos tliought, “with his dandified airs and his 
impudence.” 

.f “Put the Captain’s hat into th^ ante-room,” he said to Isidor, the 
servant ‘ 

“ Perhaps he won’t want it again,” replied the lackey, looking know¬ 
ingly at his master. He hated George too, whose insolence towards 
him was quite of the English sort 

“ And ask if Madam is coming to breakfast,” Mr. Sedley said with 
great majesty, ashamed to enter with a servant upon the subject of his 
dislike for George. The truth is, he had abused his brother to the valet 
a score of times before. 

Alas 1 Madam could not come to breakfast, and cut the tartines that 
Mr. Jos liked. Madam was a great deal too ill, and had been in a 
frightful state ever since her husband’s departure, so her bonne said. Jos 
showed his sympathy, by pouring her out a large cup of tea. It was 
his way of exhibiting kindness : and he improved on this; he not only 
sent her breakfast, but he bethought him what delicacies she would 
most like for dinner. 

Isidor, the valet, had looked on very sulkily, while Osborne’s servant 
was disposing of his mastel’s baggage previous to the Captain’s de¬ 
parture : for in the first place he hated Mr. Osborne, whose conduct to 
him, and to all inferiors, was generally overbearing, (nor does the con¬ 
tinental domestic like to be treated with insolence as our own better- 
tempered servants do:) and secondly, he was angry that so many 
valuables should be removed from under his hands, to fall into other 
people’s possession when the English discomfiture should arrive. Of this 
defeat he and a vast number of other persons in Brussels and Belgium 
^did not make the slightest doubt. The almost universal belief was, 
that the Emperor would divide the Prussian and English armies, anni¬ 
hilate one after the other, and march into Brussels before three days 
were over: when all the moveables of his present masters, who would 
be killed, or fugitives, or prisoners, would lawfully become the property 
of Monsieur Isidpr. 

As he helped Jos through his toilsome and complicated daily toilette 
this faithful servant would calculate what he should do with the very 
articles with which he was decorating his master’s person. He would 
make a present of the silver essence-bottles and toilette knicknacksto 
a young lady of whom he was fond ; and keep the English cutlery and 
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the large ruby pin for himself. It would look very smart upon one of 
the fine frilled shirts, which, with the gold-laoed cap and the frogged 
frock coat, that might easily be cut down to suit his shape, and the 
Captain’s gold-headed cane, and the great double ring with the rubies, 
which he would have made into a pair of beautiful earrings, he calcu¬ 
lated would make a perfect Adonis of himself, and render Mademoiselle 
Heine an easy prty. “How (hose sleeve-buttons will suit me,”thought 
he, as he fixed a pair on the fat pudgy wrists of Mr. Sedley. “ I long'" 
for sleeve-buttons; and the Captain’s boots with brass spurs, in the next 
room, eorbleu what an effect they will make in the Allfie Verte ! ” So 
while Monsieur Isidor with bodily fingers was holding on to his master’s 
nose, and shaving the lower part o^ Jos’s face, his imagination was 
rambling along the Green Avenue,'Messed out in a frogged coat and , 
lace, and in company with Mademoiselle Heine; he was loitering in' 
spirit on the banks, and examining the barges sailing slowly under the 
cool shadows of {he trees by the canal, or refreshing himself with a mug 
of Faro at the bench of a beer-house on the road to Laeken. 

But Mr. Joseph Sedley, luckily for his own peace, no more knew 
what was passing in his domestic’s mind than the respected reader and 
I suspect what John or Mary, whose wages we pay, think of ourselves. 
What our servants think of us!—^Did we know what our intimates and 
dear relations thought of us, we should live in a world that we should 
be glad to quit, and in a frame of mind and a constant terror, that 
would be perfectly unbearable. So Jos’s man was marking his victim 
down, as you see one of Mr. Paynter’s assistants in Leadenhall-street 
ornament an unconscious turtle with a placard on which is -written, 

“ Soup to-morrow.” 

Amelia’s attendant was much less selfishly disposed. Few depend¬ 
ants could come near that kind and gentle creature without paying 
their usual tribute of loyalty and affection to her sweet and affectionate 
nature. And it is a fact that Pauline, the cook, consoled her mistress 
more than anybody whom she saw on this wretched morning ; for when 
she found how Amelia remained for hours, silent, motionless, and 
haggard, by the windows in which she had placed herself to watch the 
last bayonets of the column as it marched away, the honest girl took 
the lady’s hand, and said, Tenez, Madame, est-ce qw’il n’est pas aussi A 
Varm&e, man homme A moi ? with which she burst into tears, and Amelia 
falling into her arms, did likewise, and so each pitied and soothed the 
other. 

Several times during the forenoon Mr. Jos’s Isidor went from his 
lodgings into the to-wn, and to. the gates of the hotels and lodging- 
houses round about the Parc, whore the English were congregated, and 
there mingling with other valets, couriers, and lackeys, gathered such 
news as was abroad, and brought back bulletins for his master’s infor-. 
mation. Almost all these gentlemen were in heart partisans of the 
Emperor, and had their opinions about the speedy end of the campaign. 
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The Emperor’s proclamation from Avesnes had been distributed every¬ 
where plentifully in Brussels. “ Soldiers ! ” it said, “ this is the anniver¬ 
sary of Marengo and Friedland, by which the destinies of Europe were 
twice decided. Then, as after Austerlitz, as after'Wagram, wo wore too 
generous. We believed in the oaths and promises of princes whom we 
suffered to remain upon their thrones. Let us march once more to 
meet them. W e and they, are we not still the same men 1 Soldiers ! 
these same Prussians who arc so arrogant to-day, were throe to one 
against you at Jena, and six to one at Montmirail. Those among you 
who were prisoners in England can tell their comrades what frightful 
torments they suffered on board the English hulks. Madmen ! a 
moment of prosperity has blinded ,tliem, and if they enter into France 
it will be to find a grave there ! ” But the partisans of the French 
prophesied a more speedy extermination of the Emperor’s enemies than 
this ; and it was agreed on all hands that Prussians and British would 
never return except as prisoners in the rear of the conquering army. 

These opinions in the course of the day were brought to operate upon 
Mr. Sedley. He was told that the Duke of 'Wellington had gone to 
try and rally his army, the advance of which had been 7itterly crushed 
the night before. 

“ Crushed, psha! ” said Jos, whose heart was pretty stout at break¬ 
fast-time. “The Duke has gone to beat the Emperor as he has beaten 
all his generals before.” 

“His papers are burned,his effects are removed, and his quaiters aro 
being got ready for the Duke of Dalmatia,” Jos’s informant replied. 
“I had it from his own mattre d'hStel. Milor Due do Eichemont’s 
people are packing up everything. His Grace has fled already, and the 
Duchess is only waiting to see the plate packed to join the King of 
France at Ostend.” * 

“The King of France is at Ghent, fellow,” replied Jos, affecting 
incredulity. 

“He fled last niglit to Bruges, and embarks to-day from Ostend. 
The Duke de Bern is taken prisoner. Those- who wish to be safe had 
better go soon, for the dykes will be open to-morrow, and who can fly 
when the whole country is under water 1 ” 

“ Nonsense, sir, we are three to one, sir, against any force Bony c.an 
bring in the field,” Mr. Sedley objected; “the Austrians and the 
Bussians are on theif march. He must, he shall be crushed,” Jos said, 
slapping his hand on the table. 

“The Prussians were three to one at Jena, and he took their army 
and kingdom in a week. They were six to one at Montmirail, and he 
scattered them like sheep. The Austrian army is coming, but with 
the Empress and the King of Borne at its head; and the Bussians, 
bah! the Russians will withdraw. No quarter is to be given to the 
English, on account of their cruelty to our braves on board the in- 
femoua pontoons. Look here, here it is in black and white.' Here’s 
the proclamation of his Majesty the Emperor and King,” said the now 
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declared partisan of Napoleon, and taking the document from hia 
pocket, laidor sternly thrust it into his master’s face, and already looked 
upon the frogged coat and valuables as his own spoil. 

Jos was, if not seriously alarmed as yet, at least considerably dis¬ 
turbed in mind. “ Give me my coat and cap, sir,” said he, “and follow- 
mo. I will go myself and learn the truth of these reports.” Isidor 
w.as furious as Jos put on the braided frock. “Milor nad better not 
wear that military coat,” said he ; “ the Frenchmen have sworn not to 
give quarter to a single British soldier.” 

“ Silence, sirrah ! ” said Jos, with a resolute countenance still, and 
thrust his arm into the sleeve with indomitable resolution, in the per¬ 
formance of which heroic act he waj found by Mrs. Rawdon Crawley, 
who at this juncture came up to visit Amelia, and entered without 
ringing at the ante-chamber door. 

Rebecca was dressed very neatly and smartly, as usual: her quiet 
sleep after Rawden’s departure had refreshed her, and her pink smiling 
cheeks were quite pleasant to look at, in a town and on a day when' 
everybody else’s countenance wore the appearance of the deepest anxiety 
and gloom. Site laughed at the attitude in which Jos was discovered 
and the struggles and convulsions with which the stout gentleman 
thrust himself into the braided coat. ^ 

“ Are you preparing to join the army, Mr. Joseph 1 ” she said. “ Is 
there to be nobody left in Brussels to protect us poor women?” Jos 
succeeded in plunging into the coat, and came forward blushing and 
stuttering out excuses to hia fair visitor. “How was she after the 
events of the morning—af top the fatigues of the ball the night befbre ?” 
Monsieur Isidor disappeared into his meter’s adjacent bed-room, 
bearing off the flowered dressing-gown. 

“How good of you to ask,” said she, pressing one of his hands in 
both her own. “ How cool and collected you look when everybody else 
is frightened ! How is om- dear little Emmy ? It must have been an 
awful, awful parting.” 

“Tremendous,” Jos said. 

“You men can bear anything,” replied the lady. “Parting or 
danger are nothing to you. Own now that you were going to join the 
army .and leave us to our fate. I know you were—something tells me 
you were. I was so frightened, when the thought came into my head 
(for I do sometimes think of you when I’m alone, Mr. Joseph !), that 
I r.an off immediately to beg and entreat you not to fly from us.” 

This speech might be interpreted, “My dear sir, should an accident 
befal the .army, and a retreat be necessary, yon have a very comfortable 
carriage, in which I propose to take a seat.” I don’t know whether 
Jos understood the words in this sense. But ho was profoundly-.- 
mortified by the lady’s inattention to him during their shay at Brussels. 
He had never been presented to any of Rawdon Crawley’s great 
acquaintances ; he had scarcely been invited to Rebecca’s parties; for 
he was too timid to play much, and his presence bored' George and 
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Bawdon equally, who neither of them, perhaps, liked to have a witneai 
of the amusements in which the pair chose to indulge. “ Ah! ’* 
thought Jos, “now she wants me she comes to me. VSTjen there is 
nobody else in the way she can think about old Joseph Sedley ! ” But 
besides these doubts he felt flattered at the idea Eebecca expressed of 
his courage. 

He blushed*a good deal, and put on an air of importance. “I should 
like to see the action,” he said. “Every man of any spirit "would, you 
know. I’ve seen a little service in India, but nothing on this grand 
scale.” 

“You men would sacrifice anything for a pleasure,” Rebecca answered. 
“ Captain Crawley left me this jpoming as gay as if he were going to a 
hunting party. What does he care 1 What do any of you care for the 
agonies and tort\ires of a poor forsaken woman ? (I wonder whether 
he cmdd really have been going to the troops, this great lazy gourmand ?) 
Oh ! dear Mr. Sedley, I have come to you for comfortr—for consolation. 
I have been on my knees all the morning. I tremble at the frightful 
danger into which our husbands, our friends, our brave troops and 
allies, are rushing. And I come here for shelter, and, find another of 
my friends—the last remaining to me—bent upon plunging into the 
dreadful scene! ” 

“ My dear madam,” Jos replied, now beginning to be quite soothed. 
“ Don’t be alarmed. I only said I should like to go—what Briton would 
not 1 But my duty keeps nie-here: I can’t leave that poor creature in 
the next room.” And he pointed with his finger to the door of the 
chamber in which Amelia was. 

“ Good noble brother! ’’ Eebecca said, putting her handkerchief to 
her eyes, and smelling tfcV eau-de-cologne with which it was scented 
“ I have done you injustSce: you have got a heart. I thought you 
had not.” “ 

“ O, upon my honour ! ” Jos said, making a motion as if he would 
lay his hand upon the spot in question. “ You do me injustice, indeed 
you do—^my dear Mrs. Crawley.” 

y “I do, now your heart is true to your sister. But I remember two 
years ago—^when it was false to me ! ” Eebecca said, fixing her eyes 
upon him for an instant, and then tufning away into the window. 

Jos blushed violently. That organ which he was accused by Eebecca 
of not possessing began to thump tumultuously. He recalled the days 
1 when he had fled from her, and the passion which had once inflamed 
' him—^the days when he had driven her in his curricle : when she had 
knit the green purse for him: when he had sate enraptured gazing at 
her white arms and bright eyes. 

“ I know you think me ungrateful,” Eebecca continued, coming out 
of the window, and once more looking at him. and addressing him in 
a low tremulous voice. “Your coldness, your averted looks, your 
manner when we haj'e met of late—when I came in just now, all 
proved it to me. "But were there no reasons why I should avoid you } 
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Let your own heart answer that question. Do you think my husband 
was too much inclined to welcome you 1 The only unkind words 
have ever had from him (I will do Captain Crawley that justice) have 
been about you—and most cruel, cruel words they were.” 

“Good gracious! what have I done?” asked Jos in a flurry of 
pleasure and perplexity; “ what have I done—to—^to—? ” 

“Isjealousy nothing?” sajd-^ebecca. “He makesmiserable 
about you. And whatever it might have been once—my heart is all 
his. I am innocent now. Am I not, Mr. Scdley ? ” 

All Jos’s blood tingled with delight, as he surveyed this victim to 
bis attractions. A few adroit words, one or two knowing tender glances , 
of the eyes, and his heart was inflamed again and his doubts and 
suspicions forgotten. From Solomon»dbwnwards, have noi»wiser men 
than he been cajoled and befooled by women 1 “If the worst comes to 
the worst,” Becky thought, “ my retreat is secure ; and I have a right- 
hand seat in the barouche.” 

There is no knowing into what declarations of love and ardour the 
tumultuous passions'if Mr. Joseph might have led him, if Isidor the 
valet had not made !• s re-appearance at this minute, and begun to busy 
himself about tlie domestic afiairs. Jos, who was just going to gsisp 
out an avowal, choked almost with the emotion that he was obliged to 
restrain. Eebecca too bethought her that it was time she should go 
in and comfort her dearest Amelia. “ Am revoir” she said, kissing her 
hand to Mr. Joseph, and tapped gently at the door of his sister’s 
apartment. As she entered and closed the door on herself, he sank 
down in a chair, and gazed and sighed and puffed portentously. 

“ That coat is very tight for Milor,” Isidor said, still having his eye on 
the frogs ; but his master heard him not; hisithoughts were elsewhere: 
now glowing, maddening, upon the contem^htion of the enchanting 
Eebecca: anon shrinking guiltily before the vision of the jealous 
Eawdon Crawley, with his curling, fierce mustachios, and his terrible 
duelling pistols loaded and cocked. 

Eebecca’s appearance struck Amelia with terror, and made her; 
shrink back. It recalled her to the world and the remembrance of 
yesterday. In the overpowering fears about to-morrow she had forgot¬ 
ten Eebecca,—jealousy—everything except that her husband was gone 
and was in danger. Until this dauntless worldling came in and broke 
the spell, and lifted the latch, we too have forborne to enter into that 
sad chamber. How long had that poor girl been on her knees ! what'- 
hours of speechless prayer and bitter prostration had she passed there! 
The war-chroniclers who write brilliant stories of fight and triumph 
scarcely tell us of these. These are too mean parts of the pageant: 
and you don’t hear widows’ cries or mothers’ sobs in the midst oTthe 
shouts and jubilation in the great Chorus of Victory. And yet when 
was the time, that such have not cried'out: heart-broken, humble' 
Protestants, unheard in the uproar of the triumph! 

After the first movement of terror in Amelia’s mind—when Eebecca’s 
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green eyes lighted upon her, and rustling in her fresh silks and brilliant 
ornaments, the latter tripped up with extended arms to embrace her— 
a feeling of ai^er succeeded, and from being deadly pale before, her 
face flushed up red, and she returned Eebecca’s look after a moment 
with a steadiness which surprised and somewhat abashed her rival. 

“ Dearest Amelia, you are very unwell,” the visitor said, putting 
forth her hand, to take Amelia’s. “ What is it 1 I could not rest until 
I knew how you were.” i 

Amelia drew back her hand—^never since her life began had that 
'^'gentle soul refused to believe or to answer any demon^ation of good¬ 
will or afiection. But she drew back her hand, and trembled all over. 
“ Why are yqru, here, Bebecca 1 ” she said, still looking at her solemnly 
with her large eyes. These glaflccs troubled her visitor. 

; “ She must have seen him give me the letter at the ball,” Rebecca 
Ithought. “ Don’t be agitated, dear Amelia,” she said, looking down. 
‘“I came but to see if I could—if you were well.” 

I “Are you well?” said Amelia. “I dare say yo’dare. You don’t 
[love your husband. You would not be here If you did. Tell me, 
i Rebecca, did I ever do you anything but kindness 1 ” 

I “ Indeed, Amelia, no,” the other said, still hanging down her head.- 

“When you were quite poor, who was it that befriended you ? Was 
I not a sister to you 1 You saw us all in happier days before he 
married me. I was all in all then to him; or would he have ^en up 
his fortune, his family, as he nobly did to make me happy ? Why did 
you come between my love and me ? Who sent you to separate those 
whom Grod joined, and take my darling’s heart from me—my own 
^ husband ? Do you think you could love him as I did 1 His love was 
everything to me. You knew it, and wanted to rob me of it. For 
shame, Bebecca; bad ancfiwicked woman—false friend and false wife.” 

“ Amelia, I protest before God, 1 have done my husband no wrong,” 
Rebecca said, turning from her. 

“ Have you done tne no wrong, Bebecca ? You did not succeed, but 
you tried. Ask your heart if you did not ? ” 

She knows nothing, Bebecca thought. 

“ He came back to me. I knew he would. I knew that no falsehood, 
no flattery, could keep him from me long. I knew he would come. I 
prayed so that he should.” 

The poor girl spoke these words with a spirit and volubility which 
Bebecca had never before seen in her, and before which the latter was 
quite dumb. “ But what have I done to you,” she continued in a more 
pitifuT tone, “ that you should try and take him from me ? I had him 
but for six weeks. You might have spared me those, Bebecca. And 
yet, from the very fii-st day of our wedding, you came and blighted it. 
Now he is gone, are you come to see how unhappy I am ? ” She 
continued, “ You made jae wretched enough for the past fortnight; 
you might have spared me to-day.” 

“ I—I never came hei'e,’’ interposed Rebecca, with unlucky truth’ 
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“Ifo. You dida’t come. You took him away. Are you come to v 
fetch him from me ? ” she continued in a wilder tone. “ He was here, 
but he is gone now. Tliere on that very sofa he sate. Don’t touch it. j 
We sate and talked there. I was on his knee, and my arms were i 
round his neck, and we said, ‘ Our Father.’ Yes, he was here: and 
they came and took liim away, but he promised me to come back.” 

“ He will come back, my dear,” said Ilebecca, touched ia spite o{, 
hei'self. V 'I 

“ Look,” said Amelia, “ this is his sash—isn’t it a pretty colou> V’ 
and she took up the fringe and kissed it. She had tied it round her 
waist at some part of the day. Sho had forgotten her anger, her 
jealousy, the very presence of her rival seemingly. For she walked 
silently and almost with a smile oh'* her face, towards the bed, and# 
began to smooth down George’s pillow. I 

Eebecca walked, too, silently away. “ How is Amelia 1 ” asked Jos, 
who still held his position in the chair. 

“ There should be somebody with her,” said Eebecca. “ I think she 
is very unwell: ” and she went away with a very grave fiice, refusing 
Sedlcy’s entreaties that she would stay and pai-take of the early 
dinner which he had ordered. 


Eebecca was of a good-natured and obliging disposition; and she 
liked Amelia rather than otherwise. Even her hard words, reproach 
ful as they were, were complinjentary—^the groans of a person stinging I' 
under d^at. Meeting Mrs. O’Dowd, whom the Dean’s sermons had 
by no means comforted, and who was watting very disconsolately in 
the Parc, Eebecca accosted the latter, rather to the surprise of the 
Major’s wife, who was not accustomed W such marks of politeness 
from Mrs. Ilawdon Crawley, and informing her that poor little Mrs. 
Osborne was in a desperate condition, and almost mad with grief, sent 
off the good-natured Irishwoman straight to see if she could console 
her yormg favourite. 

“ I’ve cares of my own enough,” Mrs. O’Dowd said, gravely, “ and I 
thought poor Amelia would be little wanting for company this day, 
But if she’s so bad as you say, and you can’t attend to her, who usee 
to be so fond of her, faith I’ll see if I can be of service. And so good 
maming to ye. Madam ; ” with which speech and a toss of her head, 
the lady of the repayther took a farewell of Mrs. Crawley, whose 
company she by no means courted. 

Becky watched her marching off, with a smile on her lip. She had 
the keenest sense of humour, and the Parthian look which the retreating 
Mrs. O’Dowd flung over her shoulder almost upset Mra Crawley’s 
gravity. “My service to ye, me fine Madam, and I’m glad to see ye 
so cheerful,” thought Peggy. “ It’s not yow that will cry your eyes out 
with grief, any way.” And with this she passed on, and speedily found 
her way to Mrs. Osborne’s lodgings. 

The poor soul was still at the bedside, where Rebecca had left her 
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and stood almost ci-azy with grief. The Major’s wif^ a stronger 
minded woman, endeavoured her best to comfort her young friend. 
“TJianmnst bear up, Amelia, dear,” she said kindly, "for he mustn’t 
'find you ill when he sends for you after the victory. It’s not you are 
the only woman that are in the hands of God this day.” 

“I know that. I am very wicked, very weak,” Amelia said. She 
knew her own weakness well enough. The presence of the more 
resolute friend, checked it, however; and she was the better of this 
control and company. They went on till two o’clock,; their hearts 
were with the column as it marched farther and farther away. Dread¬ 
ful doubt and anguish—sprayers and fears and griefs unspeakable— 
followed the regiment. It was the women’s .tribute to the war. It 
taxes both aMke, and takes the tl6'od of the men,~an3 the tears of the 
women. 

At half-past two an event occurred of (kilyjmportance to Mr. 
(Joseph: the diipier hour arrived. Warriors may fight and perish, but 
I he must dine. He came into Amelia’s room to see if he could coax 
her to share that meal. “ Try,” said he; " the soup is veiy good. Do 
try, Emmy,” and he kissed her hand. Except when she was married, 
he had not done so much for years before. “ You are very good and 
kind, Joseph,” she said. “Everybody is, but, if you please, I will stay 
in my room to-day.” 

The savour of the soup, however, was agreeable to Mrs. O’Dowd’s 
nostrils: and she thought she would bear Mr. Jos company. So the 
two sate down to their meal. “God bless the meat,” said the Major’s 
wife, solemnly: she was thinking of her honest Mick, riding at the 
head of his regiment: “ ’Tis but a bad dinner those poor boys will 
get t'o-day,” she said, with^fi sigh, and then, like a philosopher, fell to. 

Jos’s spirits rose with his meal. He would drink the regiment’s 
health; or, indeed, take anyother excuse to indulge in a glass of 
champagne. “ We’ll drink to O’Dowd and the brave —^th,” said he, 
bowing gallantly to his guest. “Hey, Mrs. O’Dowd. Fill Mrs. 
O’Dowd’s glass, Isidor.” 

• But all of a sudden, Isidor started, and the Major’s wife laid down 
her knife and fork. The windows of the room were open, and looked 
southward, and a dull distant sound came over the sun-lighted roofs 
from that direction. “ What is it J” said Jos. “ Why don’t you pour, 
you rascal ? ” 

“ ffest le feu / ” said Isidor, running to the balcony. 

“God defend us; it’e^cannon!” Mrs. O’Dowd cried, starting up, 
and followed too to the window. A thousand pale and anxious faces 
might have been seen looking from other casements. And presently 
it seemed as if the whole population of the city rushed into the streeta. 
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CHAPTEE XXXII. 

IN wmcn JOS takbh fught, and tde war is BitpuauT to 
A CLOSE. 

We of peaceful London City have-never beheld—and pleMe God 
never shall witness—such a scene of hu rry an d alara, as that which 
Brussels presented. Crowds rushed to flKT^amur gate, from which 
direction the noise proceeded, and mapy rode along the level chaussie, 
to be in advance of any intelligence from the army. Eaclt man asked! 
Jiis neighbour for news ; and even great English lords and ladies con¬ 
descended to speak to persons whom they did not know. The friends; 
of the French went abroad, wild with excitement, .and prophesying the; 
triumph of their Emperor. The merchants closed their shops, and] 
came out to swell the general chorus of alarm and clamour. Womens 
rushed to the churches, and crowded the chapels, and knelt and prayed] 
on the flags and stops. The dull sound of the cannon went on rolling, 
rolling. Presently carriages with travellers began to leave the town, 
galloping away by the Ghent barrier. The prophecies of the French 
partisans began to pass for facts. “ He has cut the armies in two,” it j 
was said. “ He is marcMng straight on Brussels. He will overpower’ 
the English, and be here to-night.” “He will overpower the^Englis^” 
shrieked Isidor to his master, “ and will be here tonight.” The man 
bounded in and out from the lodgings to lAe street, always returning 
with some fresh particulars of disaster. Jes’s face grew paler and 
paler. Alarm began to take entire posseSsion of the stout civilian. 
All the champagne he drank brought no courage to him. Before 
sunset he was worked up to such a pitch of nervousness as gratified his 
friend Isidor to behold, who now counted surely upon the spoils of the 
owner of the laced coat. 

The women were away all this time. AfteT hearing the firing for a 
moment, the stout Major^jarife bethought her of her friend in the next 
chamber, and ran in to watch, and if possible to consok^ Amelia. The 
idea that she had that helpless and gentle creature to protect, gave 
additional strength to the natural cour.age of the honest Irishwoman. 
She passed five hours by her friend’s side, sometiffllB’in remonstrance, 
sometimes talking cheerfully, oftener in silence, and terrified mental 
supplication. “ I never let go her hand once,” said the stout lady after¬ 
wards, “ until after sunset, when the firing was over.” Pauline, the 
bonne, was on her knees at church hard by, praying for son homrne 
d elU. 

■When the noise of the cannonading was over, Mrs. O’Dowd issued 
out of Amelia’s room into the parlour adjoining, where Jos sate with 
two emptied flasks, and courage entirely gone. Once or twice he had 
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ventured iutp liis sister’s ’bed-room, looking very much alarmed, and as 
if itie would say something. But the Major’s wife kept her place, and 
he went away without disburthening himself of his speech. He was 
ashamed to tell her tliat he wanted to fly. 

But when she made her appearance in the dining-room, where ho 
sate in the twilight in the cheerless company of his empty champagner 
bottles, he begfln to open his mind to her. 

“ Mrs. O’Dowd,” ho said, “ hadn’t you better get Amelia ready ? ” 

“ Are you going to take her out a walk 1 ” said the Major’.s lady ; 
“ sure she’s too weak to stir.” 

“ I—^I’ve ordered the carriage,” he said, “ and—^and post-horses ; 
Isidor is gone for them,” Jos continued. 

“What dd you want with driving to-night 1” answered the lady 
'• Isn’t she better on her bed 1 I’ve just got her to lie down.” 

“ Get her up,” said Jos; “ she must get up, I say: ” and he stamped 
lus foot energetically. “ I say the horses are orderedr-yes, the horses 
are ordered. It’s all over, and—” 

“And what ? ” asked Mrs. O’Dowd. 

I’m oflf for Ghent,” Jos answered. “Everybody is going ; there’s a 
pl^ for you ! We shall start in half-an-hour.” 

“The Major’s wife looked at him with infinite scorn. “ I don’t move 
till O’Dowd gives me the route,” said she. “ You may go if you like, 
Mr. Sedley ; but, faith, Amelia and I stop here.” 

“ She s/iall go,” said Jos, with another stamp of his foot. Mrs. O’Dowtj 
put herself with arms akimbo before the bed-room door. 

“ Is*it her mother you’re going to take her to 1 ” she said; “ or do you 
want to go to Mamma yourself, Mr. Sedley ? Good maming—a 
pleasant journey to ye, su*. Bon voyage, as they say, and take my 
counsel, and shave off thbm mustachios, or they’ll bring you into 
mischief.” 

“D—^nl” yelled out Jos, wild with fear, rage, and mortification"; 
and Mdor came in at this juncture, swearing in his turn. “ Pas ae 
cimvaux, sacrehleu ! ” hi.ssed out the furious domestic. All the horses 
were gone. Jos was not the only man in Brussels seized with panic 
that day. 

But Jos’s fears, great and cruel as they were already, were destined 
to increase to an almost frantic pitch before the night was over. It has 
been mentioned how Pauline, the Sonni,-had son homme d, Me, also in 
the ranks of the army that had gone out to meet the Emperor Napoleon. 
This lover was a native of Brussels, and a Belgian hussar. The troops 
of his nation signalised themselves in this war for anything but courage, 
and young V.an Cutsum, Pauline’s admirer, was too good a soldier to 
disobey his Colonel’s orders to run away. Whilst in garrison at 
Brussels young Eegulus (lie had been bom in the revolutionary 
times) found his gieat comfort, and passed almost all his leisure 
moments in Pauline’s kitchen; and it was with pockets and holsters 
crammed full of good things from her larder, that he had taken 
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leave of his weeping sweetheart, to proceed npon the campaign a few 
days before. 

As far as his regiment was concerned, this campaign'was over now. 
They had formed a part of the division under the command of lus 
Sovereign apparent, tho Prince of Orange, and as respected length of 
swords and mustacliios, and the richness of uniform and equipments, 
Regulus and his comrades looked to be as gallant a bbdy of men as 
ever tnunpets sounded for. 

When Ney dashed upon the advance of the alUed troops, carrying 
one position after the other, until the anival of the great body of the 
British army from Brussels changed the aspect of the combat of Quatre 
Bras, the squadrons among which Rijgulus rode showed the greatest 
activity in retreating before the French, and were dislodged from one 
post and another which they occupied with perfect alacrity oh their 
part. Tlieir movements wore only checked by the advance of the 
British in their rqar. Thus forced to halt, the enemy’s cavalry (whose 
bloodtliirsty obstinacy cannot be too severely reprehended) had at length 
an opportunity of coming to close quarters with the brave Belgians 
before them ; who preferred to encounter the British rather than the 
French, and at once turning tail, rode through the English regiments 
that were behind them, and scattered in all directions. The regiment, 
in fact, did not exist any more. It was nowhere. It had no head¬ 
quarters. Regulus found himself galloping many miles from the field 
of action, entirely alone ; and whither should he fly for refuge so 
naturally as to that Idtchen and those faithful arms in which Pauline 
had so ofter welcomed him ? • 

At some ten o’clock the clinking of a sahpe might have been heard 
up the stair of the house where the Osbornes occupied a storey in the 
continental fashion. A knock might have been heard at the kitchen 
door ; and poor Paulino, come back from chui’ch, fainted almost with 
terror as she opened it and saw before her her haggard hussar. He 
looked as pale as the midnight dragoon who came to disturb Leonora. 
Pauline would have screamed, but that her cry would have called her 
masters, and discovered her friend. She stifled her scream, then, and 
leading lier hero into the kitchen, gave him beer, and the choice bits 
from the dinner, which Jos had not had the heart to taste. The hussar 
showed he was no ghost by the prodigious quantity of flesh and beer 
which he devoured—and dm'ing the moutliMs ho told his tale of 
disaster. 

His regiment had performed prodigies of courage, and had withstood ^ 
for a wliilo the onset of the whole French army. But they were over¬ 
whelmed at last, as was tho whole British army by this time. Ney 
destroyed each regiment as it came up. The Belgians in vain interposed 
to prevent the butchery of the English. Tho Brunswickors were routed 
and had fled—their Duke was killed. It was a general debacle. He 
sought to drown his sorrow for tho defeat in floods of beer. 

iBidor, who had come into tlie kitchen, heard the ^conversation and 

s 8 
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rushed out to inform his master. “ It is all over,” he shrieked to Joe. 

1 “ Milor Duke is a prisoner; the Duke of Brunswick is killed; the 
British army is in full flight; there is only one man escaped, and he is 
in the kitchen now—come Hnd hear him.” So Jos tottered into that 
apartment where Kegulus still sate on the kitchen-table, and clung fast 
to his flagon of beei-. In the best French which he could muster, and 
■which was in sooth of a very ungrammatical sort, Jos besought the 
hussar to toll his tale. The disastara deepened as Begulus spoke. lie 
was the only man of his regiment not ^lain on the field. He had seen 
the Duke of Brunswick fall, the black hussars fly, the Ecossais pounded 
down by the cannon. 

C- ' “And the —th ? ” gasped Jos. ^ 

“ Cut in pieces,” said the hussdr—upon which Pauline crying out, 
“O my mistress, ma honm petite dame'' went off fairly into hysterics, 
and filled the house with her screams. 

^ Wild with terror, Mr. Sedley knew not how or where to seek for 
safety. Ho rushed from the kitchen back to the sitting-room, and cast 
an appealing look at Amelia’s door, which Mrs. O’Dowd had closed and 
locked in his face ; but he remembered how scornfully the latter had 
received him, and after pausing and listening for a brief space at the door, 
he left it, and resolved to go into the street, for the first time that day. 
So, seizing a candle, ho looked about for his gold-laced cap, and found 
it lying in its usual place, on a console-table, in the ante-room, placed 
bf fore a mirror at which Jos used to coquet, always giving his side-locks 
a twini, and his cap the proper cock over his eye, before he went forth 
to make appearance in public. Such is the force of habit, that even in 
the midst of his terror hqfcegan mechanically to twiddle with his hair, 
and arrange the cock of his* hat. Then he looked amazed at the pale face 
in the glass before him, and especially at his mustachios, which had 
attained a rich growth in the course of near seven weeks, since they 
had come into the world. They wiU mistake me for a military man, 
i thought he, remembering Isidor’s warning, as to the massacre with 
which all the defeated British army was threatened ; and staggering 
back to his bed-chamber, he began wildly pulling the bell which 
summoned his valet. 

Isidor answered that summons. Jos had sunk in a chair—he had 
off his neckcloths, and turned down his collars, and was sitting 
^ both his hands lifted to his throat. 

Coupez-moi, Isidor,” shouted ho ; “ vite ! Coupenmi / ” 
r,'Isidor thought for a moment he had gone mad, and that he wished 
l^is valet to cut his throat. 

“Lee moustae/tes," gasped Jos; “let movMachee — coupy, raxy, vite !”-*■ 
his French was of this sort—^voluble, as we have said, but not remark¬ 
able for grammar. 

u Isidor swept off the mustachios in no time with the razor, and heard 
inexpressible delight his master’s orders that he should fetch a hat 
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and a plain coat. “Ne party ploo—habit mUitair — bonny—bonny a mo, 
prenny dehors ”—were Jos’s -words,—the coat and cap were at last hia 
property. 

This gift being made, Jos selected a plain black coat and waistcoat 
from Iiis stock, and put on a large white neckcloth, and a plain beaver. 
If he could have got a shovel-hat he would have worn* it. As it was, 
you would have fancied he was a flourishing, large parson of the Church 
of England. 

“ Venny maintenong” he continued, “sweevy — aRy — party—dong la 
roo.” And so having said, he plunged swiftly down the stairs of the 
house, and passed into the street. 

Although Eegulus had vowed iJhat he was the onlj» mau of his 
regiment or of the allied army, almost, who had escaped being cut to 
pieces by Ney, it appeared that his statement was incorrect, and that a 
good number m<jre of the suppose<l victims had survived the massacre. 
Many scores of Regulus’s comrades had found their way back ta 
Brussels, and—all agreeing that they had ruil away—^filled the whole 
town with an^idea of the defeat of the allies. The arrival of the 
French was expected hourly; the panic continued, and preparations j 
for flight went on everywhere. No horses! thought Jos, in terror./ 
He made Isidor inquire of scores of persons, whether they had any to! 
lend or sell, and his heart sank within him, at the negative answers 
returned everywhere. Should he take the joiuney on foot 1 Even 
fear could not render that ponderous body so active. 

Almost .all the hotels occupied by the English in Brussels face fhe 
Parc, and Jos wandered irresolutely about in this quarter, with crowds 
of other people, oppressed as he was by'fear and cviriosity. Some 
families he saw more happy than himself, having discovered a team of 
horses, and rattling through the streets in retreat; others again there 
were whose case was like his own, .and who could not for any bribes or 
entreaties procure the necessary means of flight. Amongst these 
would-be fugitives, Jos remarked the Lady Bareacres and her daughter, 
who sate in their carriage in the porte-cochire of their hotel, all their 
imperials packed, and the only drawback to whose flight was the same 
want of motive power which kept Jos stationary.* 

Eebccca Crawley occupied apartments in this hotel; and had before 
this period had sundry hostile meetings with the ladies of the Bareacres 
family. My Lady Bareacres cut Mm. Crawley on the stairs when they 
met by chance ; and in all places where the latter’s name was men¬ 
tioned, spoke perseveringly ill of her neighbour. The Countess yrns 
shocked at the familiarity of General Tufto with the aide-de-c.amp’s 
wife. The Lady Blanche avoided her as if shejj^ad been ■an infectious 
disease. Only the Earl himself kept up a sly occasional acquaintance 
with her, when out of tlte jurisdiction of his l.adies. 

llebecca had her revenge nam upon these insolent enemies. It 
became known in the liotel that Captain Crawley’s hoi-ses had been 
left behind, and when the panic began. Lady Bareacres condescended 
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to send her maid to the Captain’s wife with her Ladyship’s compliments 
and a desire to know the price of Mrs. Crawley’s horses. Mrs. Crawley 
returned a note with her compliments, and an intimation that it was 
not her custom to transact bargains with ladies’ maids. 

This curt reply brought the Earl in person to Becky’s apartment; 
but he could gat no more success than the first ambassador. “ Send a 
lady’s maiJ to me ! ” Mrs. Crawley cried in great anger; “ why didn’t 
my Lady Bareacres tell me to go and saddle the horses! Is it her 
Ladyship that wants to escape, or her Ladyship’s femme de chamhre ? ” 
And this was all the answer that the Earl bore back to his Countess. 

What will not necessity do 1 The Countess herself actually came to 
wait upon Mrs. Crawley on tlife ’failure of her second envoy. She 
entreated her to name her own price ; she even offered to invite Becky 
to Bareacres’ House, if the latter would but give her the means of 
returning to that residence.- Mrs. Crawley sneered at her. 

“ I don’t want to be waited oh tiy bailiffs in livery,^’ she said; “ you 
will never get back though most probably—at least not you and your 
diamonds together. The French will have those. They will be here in 
two hours, and I shall be half way to Ghent by that time. I would 
not sell you my horses, no, not for the two largest diamonds that your 
Ladyship wore at the ball.” Lady Bareacres trembled with rage and 
terror. The diamonds were sewed into her habit, and secreted in my 
Lord’s padding and boots. “ Woman, the diamonds are at the banker’s, 
and I will have the horses,” she said. Rebecca laughed in her face. 
The infuriate Countess went below, and sate in her carriage ; her maid, 
her courier, and her husband were sent ohbe more through the town, 
each to look for cattle; aiid wo betide those who came last! Her 
Ladyship was resolved on departing the very instant the horses arrived 
from any quarter—with her husband or without him. 

Rebecca had the pleasure of seeing her Ladyship in the horsele.ss 
carriage, and keeping her eyes fixed upon her, and bewailing, in the 
. loudest tone of voice, the Countess’s perplexities. “ Not to be able to 
get horses! ” she said, “ and to have all those diamonds sewed into the 
I carriage cushions ! What a prize it will be for the French when they 
come !—^the carriage and the diamonds I mean ; not the lady 1 ” She 
gave this information to the landlord, to the servants, to the guests, and 
the innumerable stragglers about the court-yard. Lady Bareacres 
could have shot her from the carriage-window. 

It was while enjoying the humiliation of her enemy that Rebecca 
caught sight of Jos, who made towards her directly he perceived her. 
y That altered, frightened, fat face, told his secret well enough. Ho 
too wanted to fly, and was on the look-out for the means of escape. 
“Jle shall buy my hoi-sos,” thought Rebecca, “and I’ll ride the 
mare.” 

Jos walked up to his friend, and put the question for the hundredth 
time durmg the past hour, “ Hid she know where horses were to be 
had?” 
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“ What,y()w fly J ” said Eebeeca, •with a laugh. “ I thought you were I 
the champion of all the ladies, Mr. Sedley.” { 

“ I—I’m not a military man,” gasped he. 

“ And Amelia ?—^Who is to protect that poor little sister of yours,” 
asked Kebecca. “You surely would not desert her 1 ” 

“What good can I do her, suppose—suppose the enemy arrive'!’’ 
Jos answered. “ They’ll spare the women ; but my mtin tells me that 
they have taken an oath to give no quaider to tho men—the dastardly 
cowards.” 

“Horrid! ” cried Rebecca, enjoying his perplexity. 

“ Besides, I don’t w.ant to desert her,” cried the brother. “ She 
s/tan’t be deserted. Tliorc is a seat>yor her in my carriag(^ and one for 
you, dear Mrs. Crawley, if you will come; and if we can get horses—” 
sighed he— 

“I have two to sell,” the lady said. Jos could have flung himself 
into her arms at the new's. “ Get the carriage, Isidor,” he cried; 

“ we’ve found them—we have found them.” 

“My horses never were in harness,” added the lady. “Bulfinch 
would kick the carriage to pieces, if yon put him in the traces.” 

“ But he is quiet to ride 1 ” asked the civilian. 

“ As quiet as a lamb, and as fast .as a hare,” answered Rebecca. j 

“ Do you think he is up to my weight ? ” Jos said. Ho was already? 
on his back, in imagination, without ever so much as a thought for poor 
Ameli.a. What person who loved a horse-speculation could resist such 
a temptation 1 , ^ 

In reply, Rebecca asked him to come into her room, whither he 
followed her quite breathless to conclude the bargain. Jos seldom 
spent a half hour in his life which cost him so much money. Rebecea,^, 
measuring the value of the goods which she had for sale by Jos’s 
e-igeraess to purchase, as well as by the scarcity of the article, put 
upon her horses a price so pjadiginus as to make even the civilian drawf 
b;ick. “ She would sell both or neither,” she said resolutely. Rawdont 
had ordered her not to part with them for a price less than that which*. 
she specified. Lord Bareacres below would give her the same money 
—and with all her love and regard for the Sedley family, her dear' 
Mr. Joseph must conceive that poor people must live—nobody, in a 
word, could be more affectionate, but more firm about the matter of 
business. 

Jos ended by agreeing, as might be supposed of him. Tlie sum he 
had to give her was so large that he was obliged to ask for time ; so 
large as to be a little fortune to Rebecc.a, who r.apidly calculated 
that with this sum, and tho side of tho residue of !^wdon’s effects, 
and her pension as a widow should he fall, she would now be absolutely 
independent of tho world, and might look her weeds steadily in 
the face. 

Once or twice in the day she certainly had herself thought about 
flying. But her reason g.ave her better counsel. “ Suppose the 
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ytVcnch do come,” tliought Becky, “ what can they do to a poor officer’a 
widow 1 Bah ! the times of sacks and sieges are over. We shall be 
let to go homo quietly, or I may live pleasantly abroad with a snug 
little income.” 

Meanwhile Jos and Isidor went off to the stables to inspect the 

( newly-purchased cattle. J os bade his m.an saddle the horses at once. 
He would i-iile away that very night, th.at very hour. And he hift 
the valet busy in getting the horses ready, and went homewarits 
himself to prepare for his departure. It must be secret. He 
would go to his chamber by the back entrance. He did not 
care to face Mrs. O’Dowd and Amelia, .and own to them that he was 
about to runj^. • « 

By the time Jos’s barg,ain with Kebecea was completed, and his 
horses had been visited and ex.amined, it was almost morning once 
more. But though midnight was long passed, there was no rest for the 
city ; the people .were up, the lights in the houses flamed, crowds were 
still about the doors, and the streets were busy. Eumours of various 
natures went still from mouth to mouth : one report averred th.at the 
Pfuislans had been utterly defeated ; another that it wus the English' 
who had been attacked and conquered: a-third that the Latterli.ad 
held their ground. This last rumour gradually got strength. No 
Frenchmen had made their appearance. Stragglers had come in from 
the army bringing reports more and more favourable: at last an aide- 
jde-camp actually reached Brussels with despatches for the Command.ant 
lofj^he place, who placarded presently through the town .an official 
Sannouficement of the success of the allies atQuatre Bras, and the entire 
’repulse of the French under Ney after a six hour?battle. The aide- 
de-c.amp must have arrivsjcl sometime while Jos and Eebecca were 
m.aking their bargain together, or the latter was inspecting his purchase. 
When he reached his own hotel, he found a score of its numerous 
inhabitants on the threshold discoursing of the news ; there was no 
doubt as to its truth. And he went up to communicate it to theladies 
under his charge. He did not think it was necessary to tell them how 
he had intended to take leave of them, how he had bought horses, and 
wh.at a price he h.ad paid for them. 

But success or defeat was a minor matter to them, who had only 
thought for the safety of those they loved. Amelia, at the nows of the 
victory, became still more .agitated even than before. She was for 
going that moment to the array. She besought her brother with tears 
to conduct her thither. Her doubts and terrors reached their paroxysm; 
and the poor girl, who for many hours had been plunged into stupor, 
raved and ran hither and thither in hysteric insanity—a piteous sight. 
No man writhing in pain on the hard-fought field fifteen miles off, 
j where lay, after their struggles, so many of the brave—no man suffered 
'more keenly than this poor h.armless victim of the wax-. Jos could not 
bear the sight of her pain. He left his sister in the charge of her 
stouter female companion, and descended once more to the threshold ol 
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the hotel, -where everybody still lingered, and talked, and waited for 
more news. 

It grew to be broad daylight .as they stood here, and fresh news began 
to arrive from the war, brought by men who had been actors in the scene. 
Wagons and long country carta laden with wounded came rolling into 
the town; ghastly groans came from within them, andr haggard faces 
looked up sadly from out of the straw. Jos Sedley was looking at one 
of these carriages with a painful curiosity—the moans of the people 
within were frightful—^the wearied horses could hardly pull the cart. 
Stop! stop ! a feeble voice cried from the straw, and the carriage^ 
stopped opposite Mr. Sodley’s hotel. 

“ It is George, I know it is! ” cridd Amelia, rushing in ti moment to 
the balcony, with a pallid face and loose flowing h.air. It was not! 
George, however, but it was the next best thing; it was news of him. ’ 

It was poor Tom Stubble, who had m.arched out of Brussels so 
gallantly twenty-four hours before, bearing the colours of the regiment, 
which ho had defended very gallantly upon the field. A French lancer 
had speared the young ensign in the leg, who fell, still bravely holding 
to his flag. At the conclusion of the engagement, a place had been 
found for the poor boy in a cart, and he had been brought back to 
Brussels. 

“Mr. Sedley, Mr. Sedley ! ” cried the boy, faintly, and Jos came up 
almost frightened at the .appeal. He had not at first distinguished who 
it was that called him. 

Little Tom Stubble held out his hot and feeble hand. “I’m.to tTe 
taken in here,” he said. “ Osborne—and—and Dobbin said I was; and 
you are to give the man two n.apoleons: ^i^y mother will pay you.” 
This young fellow’s thoughts, during the long feverish hours passed in, 
the cart, had been wandering to his father’s parsonage which he h.ad ' 
quitted only a few months before, and he had sometimes forgotten hia 
pain in that delirium. 

The hotel was large, and the people kind, and all the inmates of the 
cart were taken in and placed on v.arious couches. The young ensign 
was conveyed up-stairs to Osborne’s quartei-s. Amelia and the Major’s 
wife had rushed down to him, when the latter had recognised him from 
the balcony. You may fancy the feelings of these women -when they - 
were told that the d.ay w.as over, and both their husb.ands were safe ; 
in what mute rapture Amelia fell on her good friend’s neck, and 
embraced her; in what a grateful passion of prayers she fell on her 
knees, and tlnanked the Power which had saved her husband. 

Our young lady, in her fevered and nervous condition, could have had 
no more salutary medicine prescribed for her by any physician th.an 
that which chance put in her way. She and Mrs. O’Dowd watched 
incessantly by the wounded lad, whose pSins were veiy severe, and 
in the duty thus forced upon her, Amelia had not time to brood over 
her personal anxieties, or to give herself up to her own fears and fore¬ 
boding after her wont. The young patient told in his simple fiishion 
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the events of tlie day, and the actions of our friends of the gallant —tli. 
They had suffered severely. They had lost very many officers and 
men. The Major’s horse had been shot under him as the regiment 
charged, and they all thought that O’Dowd was gone, and that Dobbin 
had got his majority, until on their return from the charge to their old 
ground, the Major was discovered seated on Pyiraraus’s carcase, refresh¬ 
ing himself from a case-bottle. It was Captain Osborne that cut down 
the French lancer who had speared the ensign. Amelia turned so pale 
at the notion, that Mrs. O’Dowd stopped the young ensign in this 
stoiy. And it was Captain Dobbin who at the end of the day, though 
r wounded himself, took up the lad in his arms and carried him to the 
surgeon, and thence to the cdii which was to bring him back to 
Brussels. And it was he who promised the driver two louis if he would 
I make his way to Mr. Sedley's hotel in the city; and tell Mrs. Captain 
I Osborne that the action was over, and that her husband was unhurt 
I and well. 

“Indeed, but he has a_good heart that 'William Dobbin,” Mrs.O’Dowd 
said, “though he is always laughing at me.” 

Young Stubble vowed there was not such anothef officer in the 
army, and never ceased his praises of the senior captain, his modesty, 
his kindnesis, and his admirable coolness in the field. To these parts 
of the conversation, Amelia lent a very distracted attention: it was 
only when George was spoken of that she listened, and when he was 
not mentioned, she thought about him. 

’'In tending her patient, and in thinking of the wonderful escapes of 
the day before, her second day passed away not too slowly with Amelia. 
Til ere was only one man i\i the ax-my for her: and as long as he was 
iWell, it must be owned tSat its movements interested her little. All 
I the reports which Jos brought from the streets fell very vaguely on 
her ears ; though they were sufficient to give that timorous gentleman, 
and many other people then in Brussels, every disquiet. The French 
had been repulsed certainly, but it was after a severe and doubtful 
struggle, and with only a division of the French army. Tlie Emperor, 
with the main body, was away at Ligny, where he had utterly anni¬ 
hilated the Prassiaus, and was now free to bring his whole force to 
bear upon the allies. Tlie Duke of Wellingtop,„waa.xctreating upon 
the capital, and a great battle must Brought under its walls probably, 
of which the chances were more than doubtful. The Duke of 'Welling¬ 
ton had but twenty thousand British troops on whom he could rely, for 
the Germans were raw militia, the Belgians disaffected; and with this 
handful his Grace had to resist a hundred and fifty thousand men that 
had broken into Belgium under Napoleon. Under Napoleon! 'What 
warrior was there, however famous and skilful, that could fight at odds 
with him 1 

Jos thought of all these things, and trembled. So did all the rest 
of Brussels—where people felt that the fight of the' day before was 
but the prelude to the greater combat which was imminent. One or 
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the armies opposed to the Emperor was scattered to the winds already. 
The few English that could be brought to resist him would periii 
at their posts, and the conqueror would pass over their bodies 
into the city. Woe be to those whom he found there ! Addresses were •" 
prepared,publicfunctionaries assembled anddebated secretly,apartments 
were got ready, and tricoloured banners and triumphal eunblems manu¬ 
factured, to welcome the anival of His Majesty the Emperor and King. 

The emigration still continued, and wherever families could find 
means of departure, tiiey fled. When Jos, on the afternoon of the 17th 
of June, went to Eebecca’s hotel, he found that th6 great Bareaores’ 
carriage had at length rolled away from the porte-cochire. The Earl 
had procured a pair of horses somehoV, in spite of Mrs. Crawley, and 
was rolling on the road to Ghent. Louis the Desired was getting 
ready his portmanteau in that city, too. It seemed as if Misfortune 
was never tired of worrying into motion that unwieldy exile. 

Jos felt that tfie delay of yesterday had been only a respite, and that 
his dearly bought horses must of a surety be put into requisition. 
His agonies were very severe all this day. As long as there was an 
English army between Brussels and Napoleon, there was no need of 
immediate flight; but he had his horses brought from their distant 
stables, to the stables in the court-yard of the hotel where he lived ; 
so that they might be under his own eyes, and beyond the risk of 
violent abduction. Isidor watched the stable-door constantly, and had 
the horses saddled, to be ready for the start. He longed intensely for 
that event. 

After the reception of the previous day, Eebecca did not care to 
come near her dear Amelia. She clipped fflie bouquet which George 
had brought her, and gave fresh water to the flowers, and read over 
the letter which ho had sent her. “Poor wretch,” she said, twirling 
round the little bit of piiper in her fingers, “ how I could crush her 
with this !—and it is for a thing like this that she must break her 
heart, forsooth—for a man who is stupid—a coxcomb—and who does 
not care for her. My poor good llawdon is worth ten of this creature.” 
And then she fell to tliinking what she should do if—if anything 
happened to poor good llawdon, and what a great piece of luck it was 
that he had left his horses behind. 

In the course of this day too, Mrs. Crawley, who saw not without 
anger the Biu'eacres party drive off, bethought her of the precaution 
which the countess had taken, and did a little needlework for her own 
advantage; she stitched away the major part-of her trinkets, bills, and 
bank-notes about her person, and so prepared, was ready for any evei.t 
—to fly if she thought fit, or to stay and welcome the conqueror, 
were he Englishman or Frenchman. And I am not sure that she did 
not dream that night of becoming a duchess and Madame la Mar6chale, 
while llawdon wrapped in his cloak, and making his bivouac under the 
rain at Mount Saint John, was thinking, with all the force of his heart, 
about the little wife whom he had left l)ehind him. < 
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The next day w.is a Sunday. And Mrs. Major O’Dowd had the satis¬ 
faction of seeing both her patients refreshed in health and spirits by 
some rest which they had taken during the night. She herself had 
slept on a great chair in Amelia’s room, ready to wait upon her poor 
friend or the ensign, should either need her nursing. When morning 
came, this robust woman went back to the house where she and her 
Major had their billet; and hero performed an elaborate and splendid 
toilette, befitting the day. And it is very possible that whilst Mone in 
that chamber, which her husband had inhabited, and where his cap 
still lay on the pillow, and his cane stood in the comer, one prayer 
at least was sent up to Heaven for the welfare of the brave soldier 
Michael O’Bowd. ‘ • 

When she returned she brought her prayer-book with her, .and her 
uncle the Dean’s famous book of sermons, out of which she never failed 
to read every Sabbath ; not understanding all, haply, not pronouncing 
many of the words aright, which were long and abstrilse—for the Dean 
was a learned m.an, and loved long Latin words—^but with great 
gravity, vast emphasis, and with tolerable correctness in the main. 
How often has my Mick listened to these sermons, she thought, and 
me reading in the cabin of a calm ! She proposed to resume this 
exercise on the present day, with Amelia and the wounded ensign for 
a congregation. The same service was read on that day in twenty 
thousand churches at the same hour ; and millions of British men and 
women, on their knees, implored protection of the Father of all. 

*'Thff did not hear the noise which disturbed our little congreg,atiou 
at Brussels. Much louder than that which had interrupted them two 
days previously, as Mrs. O’Dowd was reading the service in her best 
voice, the camipn of Waterloo began to roar, 
v'. / When Jos heard that dreadful sound, he made up his mind th.at he 
would bear this perpetual recurrence of terrors no longer, .and would 
fly at once. Ho rushed into the sick mau’s room, where our three 
friends had paused in their prayers, and further intermpted them by a 
passionate appeal to Amelia. 

“ I can’t stand it any more, Emmy,” he said; “ I won’t stand it; and you 
j must come with me. I have bought ahorse for you—^never mind .at what 
! price—and you must dress and come with me, and ride behind Isidor.” 

“ God forgive me, Mr. Sedley, but you are no better than a coward,” 
Mrs. O’Dowd said, haying down the book. ’ 

“ I s.ay come, Amelia,” the civilian went on; “ never mind what she 
a.ays ; why .are we to stop here and be butchered by the Frenchmen 1 ” 
“ You forget the —^th, my boy,*^said the little Stubble, the wounded 
hero from his. bed—“ and—and you won’t leave me, will you, Mrs. 
O’Dowd ? ” 

“No, ray dear fellow,” said she, going up and kissing the boy. “ No 
harm shall come to you while / stand by. I don’t budge till I get the 
word from Mick. A pretty figure I’d be, wouldn’t I, stuck behind that 
chap on a pillion ? ” 
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This image caused the young patient to burst out laughing in his 
bed, and even made Amelia smile. “ I don’t ask her,” Jos shouted j 
out—I don’t ask that—that Irishwoman, but you, Amelia; once’ 
for all, will you come ? ” 

“AVitho ut my^ usband. Joseph?” Amelia said, with a look of^ 
wonder, and gave her hand to the Major’s wife, Jos’s patience was 
exhausted. * 

“ Good bye, then,” he said, shaking his fist in a rage, and slamming 
the door by which he retreated. And this time ho really gave his 
order for march: and mounted in the court-yard. Mrs. O’Dowd 
heard the clattering hoofs of the horses as they issued from the gate ; 
and looking on, made many scornful^ remarks on poor Joseph as he 
rode down the sfreet with Isidor after him in tlie laced cap. The 
horses, which had not been exercised for some days, were lively, and 
sprang about the street. Jos, a clumsy and timid horseman, did not 
look to advantage in the saddle. “ Look at him, Amelia, dear, driving 
into the i^arlour window. Such a bull in a china-shop J never saw.” 
And presently the pair of riders disappeai'cd at a canter down the 
street leading pi the direction of the Ghent road. Mrs. O’Dowd pur¬ 
suing them with a fire of sarcasm so long as they were in sight. 

All that day from morning until p.ast sunset, the cannon never 
ceased to roai’. It was dark when the cannonading stopped all of a 
sudden. 

All of us have read of what ocouired during that interval. Tlie tale 
is in every Englishman’s mouth; and you and I, who were children 
when the great battle was won and lost, are never tired of liearing 
and recounting the history of that famous^ action. Its remembr.ance 
rankles still in the bosoms of millions of the countrymen of those brave 
men who lost the day. They pant for an* opportunity of revenging 
that humiliation; and if a contest, ending in a victory on their part, 
should ensue, elating them in their turn, and leaving its cursed 
legacy of hatred and rage behind to us, there is no end to the so- 
called glory and shame, and to the alternations of successful and 
unsuccessful murder, in which two high-spirited nations might engage. 
Centuries hence, we Frenchmen and Englishmen might be boasting 
and killing each other still, carrying out bravely the Devil’s code of 
honour. 

All our friends took their share and fought like men in the great 
field. All day long, whilst the women were praying ten miles away, 
the lines of the dauntless English infantry were receiving and repelling^ 
the furious charges of the French liorsemen. Guns which were heard 
at Brussels were ploughing up their ranks, and comrades falling, and 
the resolute survivors closing in. Towards evening, the attack of the 
French, repeated and resisted so bravely, slackened in its fury. They 
had cither foes besides the British to engage, or were preparing for a 
final onset. It came at last: the columns of the Imperial Guard 
marched up the hill of St. Jean, at length and at once to sweep tb» 
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!Englisk from tlio height which they had maintained all day, and spite 
of all: nnsoared by the thunder of the artillery, which hurled death from 
the English line—the dark rolling column pressed on and up the hill. 

- It seemed almost to crest the eminence, when it began to wave and 
felter. Then it stopped, still facing the shot; Then at last the English 
troops rushed from the post from which no enemy had been able to 
dislodge them,‘and the Guard turned and fled. 

No more firing was heard at Brussels—the pursuit rolled miles 
away. Darkness came down on the field and city: and Amelia was 
piaying for George, who was lying on his face,, dead, with a bullet 
through his heart. 


CIIAPTEE XXXIII. 

;x wnicn mis^ ckawley’s relations are vert annnous about her. 

The kind res^r must please to remember—^while the army is 
marching from Flanders, and, after its heroic actions there, is adv.ancing 
to take the fortifications on the frontiers of France, previous to an occu¬ 
pation of that country,—^that there are a number of persons living peace¬ 
ably in England who have to do with the history at present in hand, and 
Jt^inusi come in for their share of the chronicle. During the time of these 
battles and dangers, old Miss Crawley was living at Brighton, very 
Bjpdorately moved by the great events that were going on. The great 
events -.endered the newsp.apers rather interesting, to be sure, and 
Briggs read out the Gazette, in which Kawdon Crawley’s gallantry was 
mentioned with honour,<,pd his promotion was presently recorded. 

“ What a pity that young man has taken such .an irretrievable step 
in the world! ” his aunt said ; ” with his rank and distinction he might 
have married a brewer’s daughter with a quarter of a million—^like 
Miss Grains; or hiive looked to ally himself with the best families in 
England. Ho would have had my money some day or other ; or his 
children would—for I’m not in a hurry to go. Miss Briggs, although 
you may be in a huri’y to be rid of me ; and instead of that, ho is a 
doomed pauper, with a. dancing-girl for a wife.” 

“ Will my dear Miss Crawley not cast aq eye of comp.assion upon 
the heroic soldier, whose name is inscribed in the annals of his country’s 
glory 1 ” said Miss Briggs, who w.as greatly excited by the Waterloo 
proceedings, and loved speaking romantically when there was .an occa¬ 
sion. “ Has not the C.aptain—or the Colonel as I may now style him 
—done deeds which make the name of Crawley illustrious 1 ” 

I “ Briggs, you arS a fool,” said Miss Crawley: “ Colonel Crawley has 
i dragged the name of Cr.awley through the mud, Miss Briggs. Marry 
a drawing-master’s daughter indeed i—marry a dame de compagnie— 
for she was no better, Briggs ; no, she was just what you are—only 
younger, and a great deal prettier and cleverer. Where you an accom- 



A NOVEL WITHOUT A HERO. 


271 


pliee of that abandoned wretch, I wonder, of whose vile arts he became 
!i victim, and of whom you used to be such an admirer 1 Yes, I dare¬ 
say you were an accomplice. But yon wiU find yourself disappointed 
in my will, I can tell you; and you will have the goodness to write to 
Mr- Waxy, wid say that I desire to sefe him immediately.” Miss 
Crawley was now in the habit of writing to Mr. Waxy her solicitor 
almost every day in the week, for her arrangements jrespecting her 
property wei-e all revoked, and her perplexity was great as to the 
fiituie disposition of her money. 

The spinster had, however, rallied, considerably ; as was proved by 
the mereased vigour and freqnency'of her sarcasms upon Miss Briggs, 
all which attacks the poor companion bore with meekness, with 
cowardice, with a resignation that WaS half generous and half hypo¬ 
critical—with the slavish submission, in a word, that women of her 
disposition and station are compelled to show. Who has not seen how 
women bully wojnen ? What tortures have men to endure, compar¬ 
able to those daily-repeated shafts of scorn and cruelty with which 
poor women are riddled by the tyrants of their sex ? Poor victims ! 
But we are starting from our proposition, which is, that Miss Crawley 
was always particularly anno 3 dng and savage when she was rallying from 
illness—^as they say wounds tingle most when they are about to heal, 

While thus approaching, as all hoped, to convalescence, Mias Briggs 
was the only victim admitted into the presence of th4 invalid; yet 
Miss Ciawley’s relatives afar off did not forget their beloved kins¬ 
woman, and by a numl)er of tokens, presents, and kind affectionate 
messages, strove to keep themselves alive in her recollection. •• 

In the first place, let us mention her nephew, Eawdon Crawley, A 
few weeks after the famous fight of WateJloo, and aft^er the Gazette 
had made known to her the promotion aud^gallantry^f that distii^- 
guished officer, the Dieppe packet brought over to Miss Crawley at 
Brighton, a box containing presents, and a dutiful letter, from the ' 
Colonel her nephew. In the box were a pair of French epaulets, a 
Cross of the Legion of Honour, .aud the hilt of a sword—relics from 
the field of battle: and the letter described with a good deal of^humour 
how the latter belonged to a commanding-officer of the Guard, who 
having sworn that “ the Guard died but never surrendered,” was taken 
prisoner the next minute by a private soldier, who broke the French¬ 
man’s sword with the butt of his musket, when Rawdon made himself 
master of the shattered weapon. As for the cross and epaulets they 
came from a colonel of French cavalry, who had fallen under the aide- 
de-camp’s arm in the battle: and Eawdon Crawley did not know 
what better to do with the spoils than to send them to his kindest 
and most affectionate old friend. Should he continue* to write to 
her from Paris, whither the army was marching ? He might be 
bie to give her interesting news from that capital, and of some of 
Miss Crawley’s old friends of the emigration, to whom she ha,*! shown 
BO much kindness during their distress. 



' The spiiister caused Briggs to write back to the Colonel a gracioua 
and complimentary letter, encouraging him to continue his corre¬ 
spondence. His first letter was so excessively lively and amusing 
that she should look with pleasure for its auccessoi’s.*—“ Of course, I 
know,” she explained to Miss Briggs, “ that Eawdon could not write 
such a good letter any more than you could, my poorjlriggs, and 
j that it is that clever little wretch of a Eebecca, who dictates every 
j word to him; but that is no reason why my nephew should not amuse 
me; and so I wish to let him understand that I am in high good- 
humour.” 

I wonder whether siie knew that it was not only Becky who wrote 
the letters, but tliat Mrs. Eawdon actually took and sent home the 
trophies—^which she bought foi r few francs, from one of the innumer¬ 
able pedlars who immediately began to deal in relics of the war. The 
! novelist, who knows everything, knows tliis also. Be this, however, as 
it may. Miss Crawley’s gracious reply greatly encouraged our young 
friends, Eawdon and his lady, who hoped for the best from their aunt’s 
evidently pacified humour: and they took c.are to entertain her with 
many delightful letters from Paris, whither, as Ihiwdon said, they had 
the good luck to go in the track of the conquering army. 

To the rector’s lady, who went off to tend her husband’s broken 
collar-bone at the Eectory at Queen’s Crawley, the spinster’s com¬ 
munications were by no means so gracious. Mrs. Bute, that brisk, 
managing, lively, imperious woman, had committed the most fatal of 
all errors with regard to her sister-in-law. She had not merely 
oppressed her and her household—she had bored Miss Crawley; and 
if po6V'‘Mis3 Briggs had been a woman of any spirit, she might have 
been made happy by the Commission which her principal g.ave her to 
write a letter to Mrs. Bfilc. Crawley, saying that Miss Crawley’s health 
was greatly improved since Mrs. Bute had left her, and begging the 
latter on no account to put herself to trouble, or quit her family for 
Miss Crawley’s sake. Tliis triumph over a lady who had been very 
haughty and cruel in her behaviour to Miss Briggs, would have rejoiced 
most women; but the truth is, Briggs was a woman of no spirit at all, 
and the moment her enemy was discomfited, she began to feel 
compassion in her favour. 

“ How silly I was,” Mrs. Bute thought, and with reason, “ ever tc 
hint that I was coming, as I did, in that foolish letter when we sent 
Miss Crawley the guinea-fowls. I ought to have gone without a word 
to the poor dear doting old creature, and taken her out of tlie hands of 
that ninny Briggs, and that harpy of a fmme-de-cliambre. Oh! Bute 
Bute, why did you break your collar-bone ? ” 

Why, indeed? We have seen how Mrs. Bute, having the game 
in her hands, had really played her cards too well. She had ruled 
over Miss Crawley’s household utterly and completely, to be utterly 
and completely routed when a favourable opportunity for rebellion f 
came. She and her household, however, considered that she had been 



A NOVEL WITHOUT A HEKO. Z)3 

the victim of horrible selfishness and treason, and that her saci-ifiues in 
Miss Crawley’s behalf had met with the most savage ingratitude, 
Eawdon’s promotion, and the honourable mention made of his n.ame in 
the Gazette, filled this good Christian lady also with alarm. Would 
his aunt relent towards him now that he Vas a Lieutenant-Colonel and 
a C.B. 1 aM would that odious Rebecca once more get into favour 1 
The rector’s wife wrote a sermon for her hnsb,and abont the vanity of 
milita^ glory and the prosperity of the wicked, which the worthy 
parson read in his best voice and without understanding one syllable o^ 
it. He had Pitt Crawley for one of his auditors—Pitt, who had come/ 
with his two half-sisters to church, which the old Baronet could now 
by no means be brought to frequent. 

Since the departure of Becky Shat^, thiit old wretch h,vl given him¬ 
self up entirely to his bad courses, to the great scandal of the county 
and the mute horror of his son. The ribbons in Miss Horrocks’s cap 
became more splf ndid than ever. The polite families fled the hall and 
its owner in terror. Sir Jitt went about tippling at his tenants’ houses 
and drank rum-and-water with the farmers at Mndbury and the neigh¬ 
bouring places ^on market-days. He drove the family coach-and-four to 
Southampton with Miss Horrocks inside : and the county people 
expected, every week, as liis son did in speeclfless agony, that his 
marriage with her wotild be announced in the provincial paper. It 
was indeed a rude burthen for Mr. Crawley to bear. His eloquence 
was palsied at the missionary meetings, and other religious assemblies 
in the neighbourhood, whei-e he had been in the Imbit of presiding, 
and of speaking for hours ; for he felt, when ho I’ose, that the audiente 
said, “ That is the son of the old reprob.ate Sir Pitt, who is very likely 
drinking at the public-house at this very Jhoment.” And once, wheu 
he was speaking of the benighted conditioif of the king of Timbuctoo, 
and themnmber of his wives who were likewise in dai’kness, some tipsy 
miscreant from the crowd asked, “How many is there at Queen’s 
Cr.awley, Young Squaretoes 1 ’’ to the surprise of the platform, and the 
ruin of Mr. Pitt’s speech. And the two daughters of the house oi 
Queen’s Crawley would have been allowed to run utterly wild (for Sii 
Pitt swore that no governess should ever enter into his doom again) 
had not Mr. Crawley, by threatening the old gentlem.au, forced th< 
latter to send them to school. 

Meanwhile, as we have said, whatever individual differences then 
might be between them all, Mias Crawley’s dear nephews and niece 
were unanimous in loving her and sending her tokens of aficctioi! 
Thus Mrs. Bute sent guinea-fowls, and-some remarkably fine c.auli 
flowers, and a pretty purse or pincushion worked by her d.arling girh 
who begged to keep a little place in the recollection of tlieir dear auni 
while Mr. Pitt sent peaches .and grapes and venison from the Hall. Th 
Southampton co.ach used to carry these tokens of affection to Miss Crawle 
at Brighton : it used sometimes to convey Mr. Pitt thither too: for h, 
differences with Sir Pitt caused Mr. Crawley to absent himself a got 
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deal from home now : and besides, he hswl an attraction at Brighton in 
the person of the Lady Jane Sheepshanks, whose engagement to Mr. 
Crawley has been formerly mentioned in this history. Her Ladyship 
and her sisters lived at Brighton with their mamma, the Countess 
Southdown, that strong-minded woman so favourably known in the 
serious world. 

A few wordg ought to be said regarding her Ladyship and her noble 
temily, who are bound by ties of present and future relationship to tlio 
house of Crawley. Bespecting the chief of the Southdown family, 
Clement William, fourth Earl of Southdown, little need be told, except 
that his Lordship came into Parliament (us Lord Wolsey) under the 
auspices of Mr. Wilberforce, and for a time was a credit to his political 
sponsor, and^decidedly a serious young man. But words cannot describe 
the feelings of his admirable mother, when she learned, very shortly 
after her noble husband’s demise, that her son was a member of several 
worldly clubs, had lost largely at play at Wattier’s and the Cocoa-Tree; 
that he had raised money on post-obits, and enemnbered the family 
estate ; that ho drove four-in-hand, and patronised the ring ; and that 
he actually had an opera-box, where he entertained the most dangerous 
bachelor company. His name was only mentioned with groans in the 
dowager’s cii'cle. 

The Lady Emily was her brother’s senior by many years ; and took 
considerable rank in the serious world as author of some of the 
delightful tracts before-mentioned, and of many hymns and spiritual 
pieces. A mature spinster, and having but faint ideas of marriage, her 
love for the blacks occupied almost all her feelings. It is to her, 
believ^pWe owe that beautiful poem— 

I. 

“ Lc.'uT\ir to some sunny i-sle, 

Yonder in the western deep; 

Where the skies for ever smile. 

And the blacks for ever weep,” &e. 

She had correspondences with clerical gentlemen in most of our 
East and West India possessions; and was secretly attached to the 
Reverend Silas Horublower, who was tattooed in the South Sea 
Islands. 

^ As for the Indy Jane, on whom, as it has been said, Mr. Pitt 
Crawley’s affection had been placed, she was gentle, blushing, silent, 
and timiil. In spile of his falling away, she wept for her brother, atid 
was quite ashamed of loving him still. Even yet she. used to send him 
little hurried smuggled notes, and pop them in the post in private. The 
one dreadful secret which weighed upon her life was, that she and the 
old housekeeper had been to jj-ay Southdown a furtive visit at his 
chambei's in the Albany; and found him—O the naughty dear aban¬ 
doned wretch !—smoking a cigar with a bottle of Cura 9 oa before him. 
She admired her sister, she adored her mother, she thought Mr. Civawley 
the most delightful and accomplished of men, after Southdown, that 
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fallen angel: and her mamma and sister, who were ladies of the most 
superior sort, managed everything for her, and regarded her with that 
amiable pity, of whieli your really superior woman always has such a 
share to give away. Her mamma ordered her dresses, her books, heif ? 
bonnets, and her ideas for her. She was-made to take pony-riding, or 
piano-exercise, or any other sort of bodiiy medicament, according as my 
lady Southdown saw meet ; and her ladyship would Jiave kept her 
daughter in pinafores up to her present age of six-and-twenty, but that , 
they were thrown off when Liidy Jane was presented to Queen 
Charlotte. 

When these ladies first came to their house at Brighton, it was to 
them alone that Ml’. Crawley paid his personal visits, contenting him¬ 
self by leaving a card at his aunt’s heifte, and making a madest inquiry 
of Mr. Bowls or his assistant footman, with respect to the health of the 
invalid. When he met Miss Briggs coming home from the library with 
a <;ar go of novek under her arm . Mr. Crawley blushed in a manner 
quite unusual to Kim, as he stepped forward and shook Miss Crawley’s 
companion by the hand. He introduced Miss Briggs to the lady with 
whom he happened to be walking, the Lady Jane Sheepshanks, saying, 
“Lady Jane, peVmit me to introduce to you my aunt’s kindest friend 
and most affectionate companion. Miss Briggs, whom you know \mder 
another title, as authoress of the delightful ‘ Lyrics of the Heart,’ 
of which you are so fond.” Lady Jane blushed too as she held out a 
kind little hand to Miss Briggs, and said something very civil and 
incoherent about mamma, and proposing to call on Miss Crawley, and 
being glad to be made known to the friends .and relatives of Mr. f rawldj^ 
and with soft dove-like eyes saluted Miss Briggs as they separated, 
while Pitt Crawley treated her to a profound courtly bow, such as he 
had used to H.H. the Dudiesa of PumpemteCel, when he was attach^ 
at that coui't. 

The artful diplom.atist and disciple of the Machiavellian Binkie ! It 
was he who had given Lady Jane thsit copy of poor Briggs’s early 
poems, which he remembered to have seen .at Queen’s Crawley, with a 
dedication from the poetess to his fatlier’s late wife; and he brought 
the volume with him to Brighton, reading it in the Southampton coach 
and m.arkiug it with his own pencil, before he presented it to the gentle 
Lady Jane. 

It was he, too, who laid before Lady Southdown the great advantages 
which might occur from au intimacy between her family .and Miss 
Ciuwley,—advantages both worldly and spiritual, he said: for Miss 
Crawley was now quite alone ; the monstrous, dissipation and alliance 
of his brother Eawdon had estranged her affections from that reprobate 
young man; the greedy tyranny and avarice of Mrs. Bute Crawley h.ad 
caused the old lady to revolt against the exorbitant pretensions of tliat 
part of the family ; and tliough he himself had held off all his life from 
cultivating Miss Crawley’s friendship, with jierliaps au imiwoper pride^ 
he thought now that every becoming means should be- faken, both to 
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save her soul from perdition, and to secure her fortune to himself as 
the head of the house of Crawley. 

The strong-minded Lady Southdown quite agreed in both proposals 
of her son-in-law, and was for converting Miss Crawley off hand. At 
her own home, both at Southdown and at Trottermore Castle, this tall 
and awful missionary of the truth rode about the country in her 
barouche with.putriders, launched packets of tracts among the cottagers 
and tenants, and would order Gaffer Jones to be converted, as she 
would order Goody Hicks to take a James’s powder, without appeal, 
resistance, or benefit of clergy. My Lord Southdown, her late husband, 
an epileptic and simple-minded nobleman, was in the habit of approving 
of ever^hing which hi.s Matilda did and thought. So that whatever 
changes her, own belief might undergo (and it accommodated itself to a 
prodigious variety of opinion, taken from all sorts of doctors among tho 
Dissenters) she had not the least scruple in ordering all her tenants 
and inferiors to follow and believe after her. Thus, whether she 
received the Reverend Saunders McNitre, the Scotch divine ; or the 
Reverend Luke Waters, the mild Wesleyan; or the Reverend Giles 
Jowls, the illuminated Cobbler, who dubbed himself Reverend as 
Napoleon crowned Emperor—the household, chddren, tenantry 

of my Lady Southdown were expected to go down on their knees with 
her Ladyship, and say Amen to the prayers of either Doctor. During 
these exercises old Southdown, on account of his invalid condition, was 
allowed to sit in his own room, and have negus and the paper read to 
him. Lady Jane was the old Earl’s favourite daughter, and tended 
Him andjoved him sincerely : as for Lady Emily, the authoress of the 
“Washerwoman of Finchley Common,” her denunciation of future 
punishments (at this period, for her opinions modified afterwards) were 
so awful that they used to frighten the timid old gentleman her father, 
and the physicians declared his fits always occurred after one of her 
Ladyship’s sermons. 

“ I will certainly call,” said Lady Southdown then, in reply to the 
exhortation of her daughter’s Mr. Pitt Crawley —“ Who is 

Miss Crawley’s medical man ? ” 

Mr. Crawley mentioned the name of Mr. Creamer. 

“ A most dangerous and ignorant practitioner, my dear Pitt. I have 
providentially been the means of removing him from several houses ; 
though in one or two instances I did not arrive in time. I could not 
save poor dear General Glanders, who was dying under the hands of 
that ignorant man-^dying. He rallied a little under the Podger’s pills 
which I administerefl to him ; but alas ! it was too late. His death 
was delightful, however; and his change was only for the better; 
Creamer, my dear Pitt, must leave your aunt.” 

Pitt expressed his perfect acquiescence. He, too, had been carried 
along by the energy of his noble kinswoman, and future mother-in-law. 
He had been made to accept Saunders McNitre, Luke Waters, Giles 
Jowls, Podger’s Pills, Rodger’s Pills Pokey’s Elixir, every one of her 
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Ladyship’s remedies spiritual or temporal. He never left her house 
without carrying respectfully away with him piles of her quack 
theology and medicine. O, my dear brethren and fellow-sojourners in 
Vanity Fair, whicli among you does not know and suffer under such 
benevolent despots 1 It is in vain you say to them, “ Dear Madam, T 
took Dodger’s specific at your orders last year, and believe in it. Why, 
why, am I to recant and accept the Eodger’s articles nSw ? ” There is 
no help for it; the faithful proselytiser, if she cannot convince by 
argument, bursts into tears, and tlie recusant finds himself, at the end 
of the contest, taking down the bolus, and saying, “ Well, well, Eodger’s 
be it.” 

“ And as for her spiritual state,” {ontinued the Lady, “ that of course 
must be looked to immediately; with Creamer about hir, she may go 
off any day : and in what a condition, my dear Pitt, in what a dreadful 
condition! I will send the Eeverend Mr. Irons to her instantly. 
Jane, write a line to the Eeverend Bartholomew Irons, in the third 
person, and say that I desire the pleasure of his company this evening 
at tea at half-past six. He is an awakening man; he ought to see 
Miss Crawley before she rests this night. And Emily, my lovd, get 
ready a packet of books for Miss Crawley. Put up ‘ A Voice from the 
Flames,’ ‘A Trumpet-warning to Jericho,’ and the ‘Fleshpots Broken ; 
or, the Converted Cannibal.’ ” 

“And the ‘Washerwoman of Finchley Common,’ Mamma,’’ said 
Lady Emily. “ It is as well to begin soothingly at first.” 

“ Stop, my dear ladies,” said Pitt, the diplomatist. “ With ejqry 
deference to the opinion of my beloved and respected Lady Southdown, 
I think it would be quite unadvisable to commence so early upon 
serious topics with Miss Crawley. Eemeqjber her delicate condition, 
and how little, how very little accustomed she has hitherto been to 
considerations connected with her. immortal welfare.” 

“ Can we then begin too early, Pitt 1 ” said Lady Emily, rising with 
six little books already in her hand. 

“ If you begin abruptly, you will frighten her altogether. I know 
niy aunt’s worldly nature so well as to be sure that any abrupt attempt 
.'it conversion will be the very worst means that can be employed for 
the welfare of that uufoi'tunate lady. You will only frighten and 
annoy her. She will very likely fling the books away, and refuse all 
acquaintance with the givers.” 

“ You are as worldly as Miss Crawley, Pitt,” said Lady Emily, tossing 
out of the room, her books in her hand. 

“ And I need not tell you, my dear Lady Southdown,” Pitt continued, 
in a low voice, and without heeding the interruption, “ how fatal a little 
want of gentleness and caution may be to any hopes which we may 
entertain with regard to the worldly possessions of my aunt. Eemember 
she has seventy thousand pounds; think of her age, and her highly 
nervous and delicate condition ; I know that she has destroyed the 
will which was made in my brother’s (Colonel Crawley’s) favour ; it is 
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by soothmg that wounded spirit that we must lead it into the right 
path, and not by frightening it; and so I think you will agree with me 
that—that—** 

“ Of course, of course,” Lady Southdown remarked. “ Jane, my love, 
you need not send that note to Mr. Irons. If her health is such that 
discussions fatigue her, we will wait her amendment. I wUl call upon, 
Miss Crawley to-morrow.” 

“And if I might suggest, my sweet lady,” Pitt said in a bland tone, 
“it would be as well not to take our precious EmUy, who is too 
enthusiastic; but ratlier that you should be accompanied by our sweet 
and dear Lady Jane.” 

“ Most certainly, Emily would- juin everything,” Lady Southdown 
said; and this time agreed to forego her usual practice, whicli was, as 
we have said, before she bore down personally upon any individual 
whom she proposed to subjugate, to fire in a quantity of tracts upon 
the menaced party ; (as a charge of the French was hlways preceded 
by a furious cannonade). Lady Southdown, we s.ay, for the sake of the 
invalid’s health, or for the sake of her soul’s ultimate welfare, or for 
the sake of her money, agreed to temporise. 

The next day the great Southdown female family carriage, with the 
Earl’s coronet and the lozenge (upon which the three lambs trottant 
argent upon the field vert of the Southdowns, were quartered with 
sable on a bend or, three snuff-mulls gUles, the cognizance of the house 
of Binkie), drove up in state to Miss Crawley’s door, and the tall 
serious footman handed in to Mr. Bowls her Ladyship’s Civrds for Miss 
CrawleJT'und one likewise for Miss Briggs. By way of compromise 
Lady Emily sent in a packet in the evening for the latter lady, 
containing copies of the “ ’ Vuaherwoman,” and other mild and favourite 
tjracts for Mias B.’s ow-n perusal; and a few for the servants’ hall, viz.: 
“Crumbs from the Pantry;” “The Flying Pan and the Fire,” and 
“ The Livery of Sin,” of a much stronger kind. 


CHAPTEB XXXIV. 

JAMES CBAWLET’s PIPE IS POT OUT. 

Tub amijvble behaviour of Mr. Crawley, and lady Jane’s kind 
reception of her, highly flattered Miss Briggs, who was enabled to 
speak a good word for the latter, after the cards of the Southdown 
family had been presented to Miss Crawley. A Countess’s card left 
personally too for her, Briggs, was not a little pleasing to the poor' 
/friendless companion. “What could Lady Southdown mean by 
leaving a card upon you, I wonder, Mias Briggs 1 ” said the republic.an 
Mias Crawley; upon wliich the companion meekly said “ that she 
hoped there could be no harm in a lady of rank taking notice of a poor 
gentlewoman,” and she put away this card in her work-box amongst 
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lier most cherished personal treasures. TTorthermore, Miss Briggs 
explained how she had met Mr. Crawley walking with his cousin and 
long-affianced bride the day before: and she told how kind and gentle¬ 
looking the lady was, and what a plain,.not to say common, dress she 
had, all the articles of which, from the bonnet down to the boots, she 
described and estimated with female accuracy. 

Miss Crawley allowed Briggs to prattle on without interrupting her 
too much. As she got well, she was pining for society. Mr. Creamer, 
her medical man, would not hear of her returning to her old haunts 
and dissipation in London. The old spinster was too glad to find any 
companionship at Brighton, and not only were the cards acknowledged 
(he voi-y next day, but Pitt Crawlgyi was graciously invited to come 
and see his aunt. He came, bringing with him Lady Southdown and 
her daughter. The dowager did not say a word about the state of 
Miss Crawdey’s soul; but talked with much discretion about the 
weather: about*the war and the downfall of the monster Bonaparte : 
and .above all, about doctors, quacks, and the particular merits of 
Dr. Podgei’s, whom she then p.atronised. 

During theit interview Pitt Crawley made a groat stroke, and one 
which showed that, had his diplomatic career not been blighted by early 
neglect, he might have risen to a high rank in his profession. When 
the Countess Dowager of Southdown fell foul of the Corsican upstart, 
as the fashion w.as in those days, and showed that he was a monster 
stained with every conceivable crime, a coward and a tyrant not fit to 
live, one whose fall was predicted, &c., Pitt Crawley suddenly took.yp 
the cudgels in favour of the man of Destiny. He described* Sis First'- 
Consul as he saw him at Paris at the Pease of Amiens ; when he, Pitt 
Crawley, had the gratification of making tlie*acqnaintance of the great 
.and good Mr. Fox, a statesman whom, however much ho might differ 
with him, it was impossible not to .admire fervently-^-a statesman who 
liad always h.ad the highest opinion of the Emperor Napoleon. And 
ho spoke in terms of the strongest indignation of the faithless conduct 
of the allies towards this dethroned monarch, who, after giving himself 
generously up to their mercy, was consigned to an ignoble and cruel 
banishment, while a bigotted Popish rabble was tyrannising overt 
France in his stead. 

This orthodox horror of Eomish superstition saved Pitt Crawley in 
L.ady Southdown’s opinion, whilst his admiration for Fox and Napoleon 
raised him immeasurably in Miss Crawley’s eyes. Her friendship 
with that defunct British statesman was mentioned when we first 
introduced her in this history. A true Whig, Miss Crawley had been 
in opposition all through the war, and though, to be sure, the downfall 
of the Emperor did not very much agitate the old lady, or his ill-treat¬ 
ment tend to shorten her life or natural rest, yet Pitt spoke to her heart 
when he lauded both her idols ; and by that single speech made 
immense progress in her favour. 

“ And what do you think, my dear 1 ” Miss Cmwley s.aid to the 
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young lady, for whom she had taken a liking at first sight, as she 
always did for pretty and modest young people ; though it must be 
owned her afiections cooled as rapidly as they rose. 

Lady Jane blushed very much, and said, “that she did not understand 
politics, which she left to wiser heads than hers ; but though Mamma 
was, no doubt, correct, Mr. Crawley had spoken - beautifully.” And 
when the ladies were retiring at the conclusion of their visit. Miss 
Crawley hoped “ Lady Southdown would be so Jkind as to send her 
Lady Jane sometimes, if she could be spared to coiSb down and console 
a poor sick lonely old woman.” This promise wa^.graciously accorded, 
and they separated upon great terms of amity. 

“ Don’t let Lady Southdown oo;ne again, Pitt,” said the old lady. 
“ She is stupid and pompous like all your mother’s family, whom I 
never could endure. But bring that nice good-natured little Lady 
Jane as often as ever you please.” Pitt promised that he would do so. 
He did not tell the Countess of Southdown what opinion his aunt had 
formed of her Ladyship, who, on the contrary, thought that she had 
made a most delightful and majestic impression on Miss Crawley. 

And so, nothing loth to comfort a sick lady, and perhaps not soiry in 
her heart to be freed now and again from the dreary spouting of the 
Reverend Bartholomew Irons, and the serious toadies who gathered 
round the footstool of the pompous Countess, her mamma. Lady Jane 
became a pretty constant visitor to Miss Crawley, accompanied her in 
her drives, and solaced many of her evenings. She was so naturally 
gofi(j and soft, that even Firkin was not jealous of her; and the gentle 
Briggs thtaight her friend was leas cruel to her, when kind Lady Jane 
was by. Towards her Ladyship Miss Crawley’s manners were charming. 
The .old spinster told her »thousand anecdotes about her youth, talking 
to her in a very different strain from that in which she had been 
accustomed to converse with- the godless little Rebecca; for there was 
that in Lady Jane’s innocence which rendered light talking impertinence 
before her, and Miss Crawley was too much of a gentlewoman to offend 
such purity. The young lady herself had never received kindness 
except from this old spinster, and her brother and father: and she 
repaid Miss Crawley’s etyjo'&merU by artless sweetness and friendship. 

In the autumn evenings (when Rebecca was flaunting at Paris, the 
gayest among the gay conquerors there, and our Amelia, our dear 
wounded Amelia, ah ! v;here was she ?) Lady Jane would be sitting in 
Miss Crawley’s drawing-i'oofn singing sweetly to her, in tlie twilight, 
her little simple songs and hymns, while the sun was setting and the sea 
was roaring on the beach. The old spinster used to wake up when 
these ditties ceased, and ask for more. As for Briggs, and the quantity 
of tears of happiness which she now shed as she pretended to knit, and 
looked out at the splendid ocean darkling before the windows, and the 
lamps of heaven beginning more brightly to shine—^who, I say, can 
measure the happiness and sensibility of Briggs ] 

Pitt meanwhile in the diningroom, with a pamphlet of tbs Com 
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Laws or a Missionary Eegister by his aide, took that kind of recreation 
which suits romantic and uiiromantic men after dinner. Ue sipt 
madeira: built castles in the air ; thought himself a fine fellow ; felt 
himself much more in love with Jane than he had been any time these 
seven years, during which their liaison had lasted without the slightest 
impatience on Pitt’s part—and slept a good deal. When the time for 
coffee came, Mr. Bowls used to enter in a noisy manner, and summon 
Squire Pitt, who wpuld be found in the dark very busy , with his 
pamphlet. v. 

“ I wish, my love,,I could get somebody to play piquet with me,” 
Miss Crawley said, one night, when this functionary made his 
appearance with the candles and ,the coffee. “Poor Briggs can no 
more play than an owl, she is so stupid” (the spinster always took an 
opportunity of abusing Briggs before the servants); “ and I think I 
should sleep better if I had my game.” 

At this Lady Cane blushed to the tips of her little ears, and down 
to the ends of her pretty fingers; and when Mx‘. Bowls had quitted 
the room, and the door was quite shut, she said : 

“ Miss Crawley, I can play a little. I used to—^to play a little with 
poor dear papa.” 

“ Come and kiss me. Come and kiss me this instant, you dear good 
little soul,” cried Miss Crawley in an ecstacy ; and in this picturesque 
and friendly occupation Mr. Pitt found the old lady and the young one, 
when he came up-stairs with his pamphlet in his hand. How she did 
blush all the evening,, that poor Lady Jane ! 

It must not be imagined that Mr. Pitt Cmwley’s artifices escaped the'- 
attentions of his dear relations at the EjCtory at Queen’s Crawley.- 
Hampshire and Sussex lie very close together, .and Mrs. Bute had 
friends in the latter comity who took care to inform her of all, and a 
great deal more than all, that‘passed at Miss Crawley’s house at 
Brighton. Pitt wiis there more and more. He did not come for months 
together to the Hall, where his abominable old father abandoned 
himself completely to rum-and-water, and the odious society of the 
Hon'oeks family. Pitt’s success rendered the Hector’s family furious, 
and Mrs. Bute regretted more (though she confessed less) than ever her 
monstrous fault in so insulting Miss Briggs, and in being so haughty and 
p.arsimonious to Bowls and Firkin, that she had not a single person left ■ 
in Miss Crawley’s household to give her information of what took place 
there. “ It was all Bute’s collar-bone,” she persisted in paying ; “ if 
that had not broke, I never would have left her. I am a martyr to 
duty and to your odious unclerical habit of hunting, Bute.” 

“ Hunting; nonsense ! It was you that frightened her, Barbara,” 
the divine interposed. “ You’re a clever woman, but you’ve got a devil 
of a temper; and you’re a screw with your money, Barhai-a.” 

“ You’d have been screwed in gaol, Bute, if I had not kept your 
money.” ^ 



2S2 


VANITY FAIR. 


“ I know I would, my ,4ear,” said the Rector, good-naturedly, “ Yoa 
are a clever woman. Wit yon manage too well, you knowand the 
pious man consoled himself w'ith a big glass of port. 

“ What the deuce can she find in that spooney of a Pitt Crawley 1 ” he 
continued. “ The fellow has not pluck enough to say Bo to a goose. I 
remember when Rawdon, who is a man, and be hanged to him, used to 
flog him round the stables as if hh was a whipping-top: and Pitt would 
go howling home to his ma—^lia, ha! Why, either of my boys w'ould 
wap him with one hand. Jim says he’s remembered at Oxford as 
Miss Crawley still—the spooney.” 

“I say, Barbara,” his reverence continued, after a pause. 

“ What! ” ^id Barbara, who wa." biting her nails and drubbing the 
table. 

v'. “I say, why not send Jim over to Brighton to see if he can do any 
thing with the old lady. ITc’s very near getting his degree, you know^ 
He’s only been plucked twice—so was I—^but he’s hacf the advantages 
■ of Oxford and a university education. Ho knows some of the beat chaps 
there. He pulls stroke in the Boniface boat. He’s a handsome fellor. 
D— it, ma’am, let’s put him on the old woman, hey; ithd tell him to 
■ thrash Pitt if he says any think. Ha, ha, ha ! ” 

“Jim might go down and see her, certainly,” the housewife said, 
adding, with a sigh, “ If we could but get one of the girls into the 
house; but she could never endure them, because they are not pretty!” 
Those unfortunate and well-educated women made themselves heard 
frem the neighbouring drawing-room, where they were thrumming 
away. With hard fingers, an elaborate music-piece on the piano-forte, as 
their mother spoke ; and indeed they were at music, or at backboard, 
or at geography, or at history, the whole day long. But what avail all 
these accomplishments, in Vanity Fair, to girls who are short, poor, 
’ plain, and have a bad comidexion ? Mrs. Bute could think of nobody 
but the Curate to take one of them off her hands; and Jim coming in 
from the stable at this minute, through the parlour window, with a 
short pipe stuck in his oil-skin cap, he and his father fell to talking 
about odds on the St. Leger, and the colloquy between the Rector and 
his wife ended. 

Mrs. Bute did not augur much good to the cause from the sending 
of her son James as an ambassador, and saw him depart in rather a 
despairing mood. Nor did the young fellow himself, when told what his 
mission was to be, expect much pleasure or benefit from it; but he was 
consoled by the thought that possibly the old lady would give him some 
handsome remembrance of her, which would pay a few of his most 
pressing bills at the commencement of the ensuing Oxford term, and so 
'-'rtook his place by the coach from Southampton, and was safely landed 
at Brighton on the same evening, with his portmanteau, his favourite 
bull-dog Towzer, and an immense basket of farm and garden produce, 
from the dear Rectory folks to the dear Miss Crawley. Considering it 
was too late to distiu-b the invalid lady on the first night of his arrival, 
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he put up at an inn, and did not wait upon Miss Crawley until a late 
hour in the noon of next day. 

James Crawley, when his aunt had last beheld him, was a gawky lad,’ 
at that uncomfortable age when the voice-varies between au'unearthly ' 
treble and a preternatural base; when the face not uncommonly blooms. 
out with appearances for which Rowland’s Kalydor is gaid to act as a 
cure ; when boys are seen to shave furtively with their sister’s scisspcs^ 
and the sight of other young women produces intolerable sensations oi 
terror in them ; when the great hands and ankles protrude a long way 
from garments which have grown too tight for them ; when their 
presence after dinner is at once frightful to the ladies, who are whisperng 
in the twilight in the drawing-room, and inexpressibly odious to 
the gentlemen over the mahogany, who ai'c restrained from freedom of 
intercourse and delightftil interchange of wit by the presence of that 
gawky innocence^ when, at the conclusion of the second glass, papas 
say, " Jack, my boy, go out and see if the evening holds up,” and the 
youth, willing to be free, yet hurt at not being yet a man, quits the 
incomplete banquet. James, then a hobbadehoy, was now become a 
young man, h.aving had the benefits of a university education, and 
acquired the inestimable polish, which'is gained by living in a fast set 
at a small college, and contracting debts, and beuig nrsticated, and 
being plucked. 

lie was a handsome lad, how'ever, when ho came to present himself 
to his aunt at Brighton, and good looks were always a title to the fickle 
old lady’s favour. Nor did his blushes and awkwardness take away 
from it; she was pleased with these healthy tokens of tlie young 
gentleman’s ingenuousness. * 

He said “ he had come down for a couple f>f*days to see a man of his 
college, and—^and to pay my respects to you, ma’am, and my father’s 
and mother’s, who hope you are well.” 

Pitt was in the room with Miss Crawley when the lad was announced, • 
and looked very blank when his name was mentioned. The old lady 
had plenty of humour, and enjoyed her correct nephew’s perplexity. 
She asked after all the people at the Rectory with great interest; and 
said she was thinking of paying them a visit. She praised the lad to his 
face, and said he was well-grown and very much improved, and that it 
was a pity his sisters had not some of his good looks; and findmg, on 
inquiry, that ho had taken up his quarters at an hotel, would not heai’ 
of his stopping there, but bade Mr. Bowls send for Mr. J.ames . 
Crawley’s things instantly; “ and hark ye, -Bowls,” she added, with I 
great graciousness, “yon will have the goodness to pay Mi'. Jiunes’s I 
bill.” 

She flung Pitt a look of arch triumph, which caused that diplomatist 
almost to choke with envy. Much as he had ingratiated himself witli 
his aunt, she had never yet invited him to stay under her roof, and 
hero was a young whipper-snapper, who at first sight was made 
welcome there. •• 
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“ I beg your pardon, sir,” says Bowls, advancing with a profound 
; “what otel, sir, shall Thomas fetch the luggage from ?" 

“ O, dam,” s;ud young James, starting up, as if in some alarm, “I’ll 
go.” 

“ What! ” said Miss Crawley. 

“ The Tom Cribb’s Arms,” said James blushing deeply. 

Miss Crawley burst out laughing at this title. Mr. Bowls gave one 
' abrupt guffaw, as a confidential servant of the family, but choked the 
rest of the-volley; the diplomatist only smiled. 

“ I—didn’t know any better,” said James, looking down. “ I’ve 
never been here before ; it was the coachman told me.” The young 
story-teller! The fact is, that, on the Southampton coach, the day 
previous, James Crawley had met the Tutbury Pet, who was coming 
to Brighton to make a match with the Bottingdean Fibber; and 
enchanted by the Pet’s conversation, had passed the evening in com¬ 
pany with that scientific man and his friends, at the inn in question. 

“ I^—^I’d best go and settle the score,” James continued. “ Couldn’t 
think of asking you, ma’am,” he added, generously. 

This delicacy made liia aunt laugh the more. 

“ Go and settle the bill. Bowls,” she said, with a wave of her hand, 
“ and bring it to me.” 

^ Poor lady, she did not know what she had done ! “ There—there’s 
a little dawff," said James, looking frightfully guilty. “ I’d best go for 
him. He bites footmen’s calves.” 

• cAll the party cried out with laughing at this description; even 
Briggs And Lady Jane, who was sitting mute during the interview 
between Miss Crawley and her nephew : and Bowls, without a word, 
quitted the room. „ 

n Still, by way of punishing her elder nephew. Miss Crawley persisted 
in being gracious to the young Oxonian. There were no limits to 
her kindness or her compliments when they once began. She told 
Pitt he might come to dinner, and insisted that James should accom¬ 
pany her in her drive, and paraded him solemnly up and down the 
cliff, on the back seat of the barouche. During all this excursion, she 
condescended to say civil things to him: she quoted Italian and 
French poetry to the poor bewildered lad, and persisted that he was 
a fine scholar, and was perfectly sure he would gain a gold medal, and 
be a Senior Wrangler. 

“Haw, haw,” laughed James, encouraged by these compliments; 
“ Senior Wrangler, indeed; that’s at the other shop.” 

“What is the other shop, my dear child ? ” said the lady. 

“Senior Wranglers at Cambridge, not Oxford,” said the scholar, witli 
a knowing air; and would probably have been more confidential, but 
that suddenly there appeared on the cliff in a tax-cart, drawn by a 
bang-up pony, dressed in white flannel coats, with mother-of-pearl 
buttons, his friends the Tutbury Pet and the Bottingdean Fibber, with 
three other geqtlemen of their acquaintance, who all saluted poor 
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James there in the carriage as ho sate. This incident damped the 
iiigennous youth’s spirits, and no word of yea or nay could he bo induced 
to utter during the rest of the drive. 

On his return he found his room prepared, and his portmar^tcau 
ready, and might have remai’ked that Mv. Bowls’s countenance, when 
tlie latter conducted him to his apartments, wore a look of gravity, 
wonder, and compassion. But the thought of Mr. Bowls did not enter 
his head. He was deploring the dreadful predicament in which he 
found himself, in a house full of old women, jabbering French and 
Italian, and talking poetry to him. “ Beglarly up a tree, by jingo! ” 
e.xclaimed the modest boy, who could not face tlie gentlest of her sex 
—not even Briggs—when she began to talk to him; whereas, put 
him at Iffley Lock, and ho could outrriang the boldest bargeman. 

At dinner, James appeared choking in a white neckcloth, and had 
the honour of handing my Lady Jane down-stairs, while Briggs and 
Mr. Crawley followed afterwards, conducting the old lady, with her 
apparatus of bundles, and shawls, and cushions. Half of Briggs’s 
time at dinner was spent in superintending the invalid’s comfort, and 
in cutting up chicken for her fet spaniel. James did not talk much, 
but he made a point of asking all the ladies to drink wine, and 
accepted Mr. Crawley’s challenge, and consumed the greater part of a 
bottle of champagne which Mr. Bowls was ordered to prodxice in his 
honour. The ladies having withdrawn, and the two cousins being left 
together, Pitt, the ex-diplomatist, became very Communicative and 
friendly. He asked after James’s career at college—^what his prospects 
in life were—hoped heartily he would get on ; and, in a word, wafl 
frank and amiable. James’s tongue unloosed with the port* and he 
told his cousin his life, his prospects, his debts, his troubles at the 
little-go, and his rows with the proctors, filliag*rapidly from the bottles 
before him, and flying from port to madeira with joyous activity. 

“ The chief pleasure which my aunt has,” said Mr. Crawley, filling 
his glass, “ is that people should do as they like in her house. This is 
Liberty Hall, James, and you can’t do Miss Crawley a greater kind¬ 
ness than to do as you please, and ask for what you will. I know you 
have all sneered at me in the country for being a Tory. Miss Crawley 
is liberal enough to suit any fancy. She is a Eepublican in principle,' 
and despises everything like rank or title.” 

“ Why are you going to marry an Earl’s daughter 1 ” said James. 

“ My dear friend, remember it is not poor Lady Jane’s fault that she 
is well bom,” Pitt replied, with a courtly air. “ She cannot help being 
a lady. Besides, I am a Tory, you know.” 

“ Oh, as for that,” said Jim, “ there’s nothing like old blood; no 
dummy, nothing like it I’m none of your radicals. I know what it 
is to be a gentleman, dararay. See the chaps in a boat-race; look at 
the fellers in a fight; aye, look at a dawg killing rats,—which is it 
wins 1 tlie good blooded ones. Get some more port. Bowls, old boy, 
whilst I buzz this bottle here. What was I a saying ? ” 
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-I tbink you were speaking of dogs killing rats,” Pitt remarke 
mildly, handing his cousin the decanter to ‘ buzz.’ 

“ Killing rats was 1 1 "Well, Pitt, are you a sporting man 1 Do yc 
want to see a dawg as can kill a rat 1 If you do, come down with m 
to Tom Corduroy’s, in Castle Street Mews, and I’ll show you such 

hull-terrier as-^Pooh! gammon,” cried James, bursting out laugliii: 

at his own absurdity,—“yoM don’t care about a dawg or rat; it’s a 
nonsense. I’m blest if I think you know the difference between a dc 
and a duck.” 

“ No; by the way,” Pitt continued with increased blandness, “ 
was about blood you were talking, and the personal advantages whk 
people derive from patrician birth. Here’s the fresh bottle.” 

“ Blood’s, the word,” s.'iid James, gulping the ruby fluid dow 
■“Nothing like blood, sir, in bosses, dawgs, and men. "Why, only la 
term, just before I was rusticated, that is, I mean just before I hi 
the measles, ha, ha,—there was me and Eingwood of Christchurc 
Bob Eingwood, Lord Cinqbar’s son, having our beer at the Bell; 
Blenheim, when the Banbury bargeman offered to fight either of t 
for a bowl of punch. I couldn’t. My arm was in a sling ; con Id i: 
even take the drag down,—a brute of a mare of mine had fell with i: 
only two days before, out with the Abingdon, and 1 thought my iii 
was broke. “Well, sir, I couldn’t finish him, but Bob had his coat c 
at once—he stood up to the Banbury man for three minutes, ai 
polished him off in four rounds easy. Gad, how ho did drop, sir, ai 
what was it ? Blood, sir, all blood.” 

‘ You don’t drink, James,” the ex-attach6 continued. “ In my tin 
at Oxford, the men passed round the bottle a little quicker than y 
young fellows seem to do.’'" 

“Come, come,” said James, putting his hand to his nose and win 
ing at his cousin with a pair of vinous eyes, “ no jokes, old boy ; 
trying it on on me. You want to trot me out, but it’s no go. In -vi 
veribis, old boy. Mars, Bacchus, Apollo virorum, hay ? I wish i 
aunt would send down some of this to the governor; it’s a preoic 
good tap.” 

“You had bettor ask her,” Machiavel continued, “or make the b( 
of your time now. What says the bard, ‘Nunc vino pellite curas Ci 
ingens iterabimus sequor,’ ” and the Biicchanalian, quoting the abc; 
with a House of Commons air, tossed off nearly a thimblefull of wf 
with an immeuse flourish of his glasa 

At the Eectory, when ,the bottle of port wine was opened af 
dinner, the young ladies had each a glass from a bottle of currant wi 
Mrs. Bute took one glass of poi-t, honest James had a couple common 
but as his father grew very sulky if he made further inroads on i 
bottle, the good lad generally refrained from trying for moi’e, and s\ 
sided either into the currant wine, or to some private gin-and-water 
the stables, which he enjoyed in the company of the coachman s 
' his pipe. At Oxford, the quantity of wine was unlimited, Ifiit ‘ 
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qaalitj was inferior : but when quantity and quality united, as at hi« 
aunt’s house, James showed that he could appreciate them indeed ; 
and hardly needed any of his cousin’s encouragement In draining otf 
the second bottle supplied by Mr. Bowls. 

When the time for coffee came, however, and for a return to the 
ladies, of whom he stood in awe, the young gentleman’s agi'eeable 
frankness left him, and he relapsed into his usual surly timidity : con¬ 
tenting himself by saying yes and no, by scowling at Lady Jane, and 
by upsetting one cup of coffee during the evening. 

If he did not speak he yawned in a pitiable manner, and his pi’esence 
threw a damp upon the modest proceedings of the evening, for Miss 
Crawley and Lady Jane at their piquet, and Miss Briggs at her work, 
felt that his eyes were wildly fixed* on them, and were.uneasy under 
•that maudlin look. 

“He seems a veiy silent, awkward, bashful lad,” said Miss Crawley^ 
to Mr. Pitt. , 

“He is more communicative in men’s society than with ladies.” 
Machiavel drily replied : perh.'ips rather disappointed that the port 
wine had not made Jim speak more. 

lie had spent the early part of the next morning in writing home 
to his mother a most flourishing account of his reception by Miss 
Crawley. But ah ! he little knew what evils the day was bringing for 
him, and how short his reign of favour was destined to be. A cir¬ 
cumstance which Jim had forgotten—a trivial but fatal circumstance 
—^liad taken place at the Cribb’s Arms on the night before he had come 
to his aunt’s house. It was no other th.m this—Jim, who was alWa^s 
of a generous disposition, and when in h^s cups especially Tioapitable, 
had in the course of the night ti’eated the Tutbury champion and tho 
Bottingdean man, and their friends, twice 6r thrice to the refreshment 
of gin-and-water—so that no less than eighteen glasses of that fluid at 
eight-pence per glass were charged in Mr. James Crawley’s bill. It 
was not the amount of eight-penccs, but the quantity of gin which 
told fatally against poor James’s character, when his aunt’s butler, 
Mr. Bowls, w^eiit down at his mistress’s request to pay the young 
gentleman’s bill. The landlord, fearing lest the account should be 
refused altogether, swore solemnly that the young gent had consumed 
personally every farthing’s worth of the liquor : and Bowls paid the 
bill finally, and showed it on his retura home to Mrs. Pirkin, who was 
shocked at the frightful prodigality of gin; and took the bill to Mi.ss 
Briggs as accountant-general; who thought it her duty to mention the 
circumstance to her principal, Miss Crawley. 

Had he drunk a dozen bottles of claret the old spinster could have 
pardoned him. Mr. Fo.x .and hlr. Sheridan drank claret. Gentlemen 
drank claret. But eighteen glasses of gin consumed among boxers in an 
ignoble pot-house—it was an odious crime and not to be pardoned 
reailily. Everything went against the lad : ho canio homo perfumed 
from the st.ables, whither he had been to p.ay his dog Towzer a visit— 
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and -whence he was going to take his friend out for an airing, when ha 
met Miss Crawley and her wheezy Blenheim spaniel, which Towzer 
would have eaten up had not the Blenheim fled squealing to the pro¬ 
tection of Miss Briggs, -while the atrocious master of the bull-dog stood 
laughing at the horrible persecution. 

This day too the unlucky boy’s modesty had likewise forsaken him. 
He was lively and facetious at dinner. Buring the repast he levelled 
one or two jokes against Pitt Crawley: he drank as much wine as upon 
the previous day; and going quite unsuspiciously to the di’awing- 
room, began to entertain the ladies there with some choice Oxford 
' stories. He described the different pugilistic qualities of Molyneux 
and Dutch Sara, offered playfully to give Lady Jane the odds upon the 
Tutbury Pet, against the Rottingdean man, or take them, as her Lady¬ 
ship chose: and cro-wned the plcasantiT- by proposing to back himself 
against his cousin Pitt Crawley, either with or without the gloves. 
“ And that’s a fair offer, my buck,” he said with a loud laugh, slapping 
Pitt on the shoulder, “ and my father told me to make it too, and he’ll 
go halves in the bet, ha, ha ! ” So saying, the engaging youth nodded 
knowingly at poor Miss Briggs, and pointed his thumb over his shoulder 
at Pitt Crawley in a jocular and exulting manner. 

Pitt -was not pleased altogether perhaps, but still not unhappy in the 
main. Poor Jim had his laugh out: and staggered across the room 
with his aunt’s candle, when the old lady moved to retire, and offered 
to salute her with the blandest tipsy smile: and he took his own leave 
and went up-stairs to his bed-room perfectly satisfied with himself, and 
With a pleased Potion that his aunt’s money would bo left to him in 
preference to his father and all the rest of the family. 

Once up in the bed-room,*one would have thought he could not make 
matters worse ; and yet-'this unlucky boy did. The moon was shining 
very pleasantly out on the sea, and Jim, attracted to the window by 
the romantic appearance of the ocean and the heavens, thought ho 
would farther enjoy tliem while smoking. Nobody would smell the 
tobacco, he thought, if he cunningly opened the window and kept his 
head and pipe in the fresh air. This he did : but being in an excited 
state, poor Jim had forgotten that his door was open all this time, so 
that the breeze blowing inwards and a fine thorough draft being 
established, the clouds of tobacco were carried down-stairs, and 
arrived with quite undiminished fragrance to Miss Crawley and 
Miss Briggs. 

That pipe of tobacco finished the business: and the Bute-Crawieys 
never knew how many thousand pounds it cost them.. Firkin rushed 
down-stairs to Bowls who was reading out the “Fire and the Frying 
Pan ” to his aide-de-camp in a loud and ghostly voice. The dreadful 
secret was told to him by Firkin with so frightened a look, that for the 
first moment Mr. Bowls and his young man thought that robbers were 
in the house ; the legs of whom had probably been discovered by the 
-woman under Miss Crawley’s bed. "When made aw'are of the fact 
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howevci'—to rush np-stairs at three steps at a time—to enter tlia 
nnconscious James's apartment, calling out, “ Mr. James,” in a vuice 
stifled with alarm, and to cry, “ For Gawd’s sake, sir, stop that 'are 
pipe,” was the work of a minute with Mr, Bowls. O, Mr. James, v.’hat 
’ave 3 ’ou done,” he said in a voice of the deepest pathos, as he threw the 
implement out of the window. “ What ’ave you done, sir. Missis can’t 
abide ’em.” 

‘•'Missis needn’t smoke,” said James with a frantic misplaced laugh, 
and thought the whole matter an excellent joke. But his feelings wer8 
very difierent in the morning, when Mr. Bowls’s young man who 
operated upon Mr. James’s hoots, and brought him his hot water to 
sh.ave that beard whicli ho was so ajisiously expecting, handed a note 
ill to Mr. James in bod, in the handwriting of Miss Briggs. 

“Dear sir,” it said, “Miss Crawley has passed an exceedingly 
disturbed night, owing to the shocking manner in which the house has 
been polluted by^tobacco; Miss Crawley bids me say sh^ regrets that 
she is too unwell to see you before you go—and above all that she ever 
induced you to remove from tlie ale-house, where she is sure you will 
be much more Comfortable during the rest of your stay at Brighton.” 

And herewth honest James’s career as a candidate for his aunt’s ^ 
favour ended. He had in fact, and without knowing it, done ’«#liat ho 
menaced to do. He had fought his cousin Pitt with the gloves. 

Where meanwhile was he who had been once first favourite for this 
race for naoney 1 Becky and Kawdon, as we have seen, wore come 
together after Waterloo, and were passing the winter of 1815 at Paris 
in great splendour and gaiety. Eebecca a good economist, and 
the price poor Jos Sedley had paid for heu two horses was in itself 
sufSeient to kpep their little establishment afloat for a year, at the 
least; there was no occasion to turn into money “ my pistols, the same 
which I shot Captain Marker,” or the gold di'essing-case, or the cloak 
lined with sable. Becky had it made into a pelisse for herself, in wliich 
slie rode in tlie Bois de Boulogne to the admiration of all: and you 
should have seen the scene between her and her delighted husband, 
wliomshc rejoined after the army had entered Cambray, and when she 
unsewed herself, and let out of her dress all those watches, knick 
knacks, bank-notes, checks, and valuables, which she had secreted in 
the wadding,previous toiler meditated flight from Brussels! Tufto| 
w.as charmed, and Eawdon roared with delightful laughter, and swore.’ 
lliat she was better than any play he ever saw, by Jove. And the w.ajr 
in which she jockied JoSj and which she described with infinite fun, 
cari’ied up his delight to a pitch of quite insane enthusiasm. He 
believed in his wife as much as the French soldiers in Napoleon. 

Her success in Paris was remarkable. All the Frencli ladies voted,- 
her chai’ming. She spoke their language admirably. She adopted at 
once their grace, their liveliness, their manner. Her husband was 
Stupid certainly—all English are stupid—and, besideg, a dull husband 
- * 0 
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I at' Paris is always a point in a lady’s favour. He was the heir of Iho 
' rich and spiritueUe Miss Crawley, whose house had been open to .so 
many of the French noblesse during the emigration. They received the 
Colonel’s wife in their own hotels—“ Why,” wrote a great lady to Miss 
Crawley, who had bought her lace and trinkets at the Duchess’s own 
price, and given her many a dinner during the pinching times after the 
Eevolution—“ Why docs not our dear Miss come to her nephew and 
niece, and her attached friends in Paris 1 All the world raffoles of the 
diarming Mistress and her espi^le beauty. Yes, we see in lier the 
^aec, the charm, tlie wit of our dear friend Miss Crawley! Tlie King 
took notice of her yesterday at the Tuilleries, and we are all jealous of 
the attention which Monsieur puy^ her. If you could have seen the 
spite of a ceAain stupid Miladi Barcacres, (whose eagle-beak and toque 
and feathers may be seen peering over the heads of all assemblies,) 
when Madame, the Duchess of AngoulSme, the august daiighter and 
companion of kings, desired especially to be presentedfto Mrs. Crawley, 
as your dear daughter .and prolegie, and thanked her in the name of 
France, for all your benevolence towards our uufoi-tunates during their 
exile! She is of all the societies, of all the balls—of the balls—^yes— 
of the dances, no ; and yet how interc.sting and pretty this fair creatm'o 
looks surrounded bf the homage of the men, and so soon to be a mother! 

^ To hear her speak of you, her protectress, her mother, would bring tears 
i to the eyes of ogres. How she loves you ! how wc all love our admir¬ 
able, our respectable Miss Crawley ! ” 

Jt is to be feared that this letter of the Parisian great lady did not 
by any means advance Mrs. Becky’s interest with her admirable, her 
respectable, relative. On tiie contrary, the fury of the old spinstf as 
t beyond bounds, when she 5)und what was Bebecca’s situation, anu now 
j audaciously she bad made use of Miss Crawley’s name, to get an entree 
I into Parisian society; Too much shaken in mind and body to compose 
'a letter in the French language in reply to that of her correspondent, 
she dictated to Briggs a furious answer in her own native tongue, 
repudiating Mrs. Eawdon Crawley altogether, and w'anring the public 
t» beware of her as a most artful and dangerous person. But as 

■^Madame the Duchess ofX-had only been twenty years itrEnghand, 

she did not understand a single word of the language, .and contented 
herself by informing Mrs. Eawdon Crawley at their next meeting, that 
ishe had received a charming letter from that chin il/ees,and that it w.as 
IfuU of benevolent things for Mrs. Crawley, who began seriously' to have 
fhopes that the spinster would relent. 

Meanwhile, she was the gayest and most admired of Englishwomen: 
and h.ad a little Europe.an congress on her reception-night. Prussiivns, 
and Cossacks, Spaniards and English—all the world was at Paris 
during this famous winter: to h.avo seen the stars and cordons in 
Kebecca’s liumble saloon would have made all Baker Street pale with 
. envy. Famous warriors rode by her carriage in the Bois, or crowded 
her modest little tox at the Opera. Eawdon was in the highest spinta 
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'J'l'ere were no duns in Paris as yet: there were parties every dav at 
V^iy's or Beauvilliers’; play was plentiful and his luck good. Tufto 
porhaps was sulky. Mrs. Tufto had come over to Paris at her own 
invitation, and besides this coiUretemjis, there were a score of generals 
now round Becky’s chair, and she might t.ake her choice of a dozen 
bouquets when she went to the play. Lady Bare.acres and the chiefs of 
tlie English society, stupid and irreproachable female^ writhed with 
anguish at the success of the little upstart Becky, whoso poisoned jokes 
quivered and rankled in their chaste breasts. But she had all the nien^'i 
on her side. She fought the women with indomitable courage, and they^ 
could not talk scandal in any tongue but their owm. 

So in ffies, pleasures, and prosperity, the wiutes:.,o£-.1815.rL6 passed 
away with Mrs. Eawdon Crawley, whtf accommodated herself to polite 
life as if her ancestors had been people of fashion for centuries past— 
and who from her wit, tiilent, and energy, indeed merited a jdace of,' 
honour in Vanity Pair. In the early spring of 181G, Galignani’s 
Journal contained the following announcement in an interesting comer 
of the paper: “ On the 26th of Miarch—^the Lady of Lieutenant-Colonel 
Crawley, of the Life Guards Green—of a son and heir.” 

This event was copied into the London papers, out of which Miss 
Briggs re.ad the statement to Miss Crawley, at breqkfast, at Brighton. 
The intelligence, expected as it might have been, caused a crisis in the 
affairs of the Crawley family. The spinster’s rage rose to its height,' 
and sending instantly for Pitt, her nepjhew, and for the Ijady Southdown, 
from Brunswick Square, she requested an immediate celebration of the , 
marriage which had been so long pending between the two f;unille9.' 
And she announced that it was her intention to allow the young 
couple a thousand a year during her lifetime, at the expiration of 
which the bulk of her property would be settled upon her nephew and 
her dear niece. Lady Jane Crawley. Waxy came down to ratify the, 
deeds—Lord Southdown gave away his sister—she was married by a i 
Bishop, and not by theEev. Bartholomew Irons—^to the disappointment 
of the irregular prelate. 

When they were married—Pitt would have liked to take a hymeneal 
tour with his bride, as became people of their condition. But the 
affection of the old lady towards Lady Jane had grown so strong, that 
she fairly owned she could not part with her favourite. Pitt and ' 
his wife came therefore, and lived with Mrs. Crawley: and (greatly to 
the annoyance of poor Pitt, who conceived himsejf a most injured 
character—^heing subject to the humours of his aunt on one side, an/?; 
of his mother-in-law on the other) Lady Southdown, from her neigh¬ 
bouring house, reigned over the whole family^—Pitt, Lady Jane, Miss 
Crawley, Briggs, Bowls, Pirkin, and all. She pitilessly dosed them j 
with her tracts and her medicine : she dismissed Creamer, she installed ■ 
Bodgers, and soon stripped Miss Crawley of even the semblance of 
authority. The poor soul grew so timid that she actually left off bully¬ 
ing Briggs any more, and clung to her niece, more fond and more 

V 2 
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tnvrificd every day. Peace to thee, kind and selfish, vain and generous 
old heathen!—We shall see thee no more. Let us hope that Lady 
Jaiie supported her kindly, and lect her with gentle hand out of the 
Dusy struggle of Vanily Pair. 


CIIAPTEK XXXV. 

WIDOW AND MOTHER. 

Tub ne.'SS of the great fights of Quatre Bras and Waterloo reached 
England at Jhe same time. The Cazette first published'the result of 
the two battles; at which glorious intelligence all England thrilled 
with triumph and fear. Particulars then followed ; and after the 
announcement of the victories came the list of the wounded and the 
slain. Who can tell the dread with which that catafogue was opened 
.and read! Fancy, .at every village and homestead almost through the 
three kingdoms, the great news coming of the battles of El.anders, and 
tile feelings of exultation and gratitude, bei-eavement and sickening 
dismay, when the lists of the regimental losses were gone through, 
and it became known whether the dear friend and relative had escaped 
or had fallen. Anybody who will take the trouble of looking back to 
a file of the newspapers of the time, must, even now, feel at second¬ 
hand this breathless pause of expectation. The list of casualties .are 
. (SiM-ied on from day to d.ay : you atop in the midst as in a story which 
jis to be dbntinued in our next. Think what the feelings must have 
been as those papers follovfcd each other fresh from the press ; .and if 
such an interest could bfe fclt in our country, and .about a battle where 
but twenty thousand of our people were engaged, think of the condition 
of Europe for twenty years before, where people were fighting, not 
' by thous.ands, but by millions; each one of whom as ho struck his 
enemy wounded horribly some other innocent heart far aw.ay. 

,^’The news which that famous Gazette bi’ought to the Osbornes 
.jgave a dreadful shock to the family and its chief. The girls indulged 
unrestrained in their grief. The gloom-stricken old father was still 
I more borne down by his fate and sorrow. He strove to think that a 
i judgment w.as on the boy for his disobedience. Ho dared not own 
that the severity of the sentence frightened him, and th.at its fulfil¬ 
ment h.ad come too soon upon his curses. Sometimes a shuddering terror 
struck him, as if he had been the author of the doom which he h.ad 
, called down oil his son. There was a chance before of reconciliation. 
The boy’s tvife might have died ; or he might have come b.ack and 
said. Father I have sinned. But there was no hope now. He stood 
:on the other side of the gulf impassable, haunting his p<arent with sad 
’Oyes. He remembered them once before so in a fever, when every one 
thought the lad was dying, and he lay on his .bed speechless, and 
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gazing with a dreadful gloom. Good God! how the father clung to 
the doctor then ; and with what a sickening anxiety he followed him: 
what a weight of grief was off his mind when, after the crisis of the 
fever, the lad recovered, and looked at his father once more’with eyes 
that recognised him. But now there was no .help or cure, or chance 
of reconcilement: above all, there, w'cre no humble words to soothe 
vanity outraged and furious, or bring to tts natural flow the 
poisoned, angry blood. And it is hard to say which pang it was that 
tore the pi-oud father’s heart most keenly—that his son should have 
gone out of the roach of his forgiveness, or that the apology which his 
own pride expected should have escaped him. 

Whatever his sensations might have been, however, the stem old 
man would have no confidant. He never mentioned his son’s name to^ 
his daughters ; but ordered the elder to place all the females of the] 
establishment in mourning; and desired that the male servants should* 
bo similarly attired in deep black. All parties and entertainments, of 
course, were to be put off. No communications were made to his 
future son-in-law, whose marriage-day had been fixed; but there was 
enough in Mr. 0.sborne’s appearance to prevent Mr.TBullock from 
making any inquii-ics, or in any way pressing forward that cei’emony. 
lie and the ladies whispered about it under their voices in the 
drawing-room sometimes, whither the father never came. He re¬ 
mained constantly in his own study ; the whole front part of the 
liouse being closed until some time after the completion of the general 
mourning. . » . 

About three weeks after the 18th of June, Mr. Osbome’s'acquaint-. 
ance, Sir William Dobbin, called at Mr. ^^sborne’s house in Russell 
Square, with a vei-y pale and agitated facoj 3ind insisted upon seeing 
tiiat gentleman. Ushered into his room, and after a few words, which 
neither the spe.aker nor the host undei-stood. the former produced from 
an inclosuro a letter sealed with a large red seal. “ My son, Major 
Dobbin,” the Aldeiman said, with some hesitation, “disp:itched me a 
letter by an officer of the —th, who arrived in town to-day. My son’s 
letter contains one for you, Ost)ome.” The Alderman placed the letter 
on the table, and Osboi-ne stared at him for a moment or two in silence. 

H is looks frightened the ambassador, who after looking guiltily for a 
little time at the grief-stricken man, hurried away without a farther 
word. 

The letter w.as in George’s well-known bold hand-writing. It was 
thiit one which he had. written before day-break on the ICth of June, 
and just before he took leave of Amelia.' The great red seal was 
emblazoned with the sham coat of arms which Osborne had assumed 
from the Peerage, with “ Pax in hello ” for a motto ; that of the ducal 
house with which the vain old man tried to fancy himself connected. The 
hand that signed it would never hold pen or sword more. The very 
seal that sealed it had been robbed from George’s dead body as it lay 
on the field of battle. The father knew nothing of ihis, but sat and 
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t looked at the letter in terrified vacancy. He almost fell when he went 
I to open it. 

vHs>'Ve you ever had a difierence with a dear friend 1 How his letters, 
written in the period of love and confidence, sicken and rebuke you ! 
What a dreary mourning it is to dwell upon those vehement protests 
of dead affection! What lying epitaphs they make over the corpse of 
love! What dark, cruel comments upon Life and Vanities! Most of 
us have got or written drawers full of them. They are closet-skeletons 
which we keep and shun. Osborne trembled long before the letter 
. from his dead son. 

The poor boy’s letter did not say much. Ho had been too proud to 
acknowledge the tenderness which his heart felt. He only said, that 
■ on the eve ol a great battle, he wished to bid his father farewell, and 
solemnly to implore his good offices for, the wife—it might be for the 
child—whom he left behind him. He owned with contrition that his 
iiTegularities and extravagance had already wasted a large part of his 
mother’s little fortune. He thanked his father for his former generous 
conduct; and ho promised him, that if he fell on the field or survived 
it, he would act in a manner worthy of the name of George Osborne. 

His English habit, pride, awkwardness perhaps, had prevented him 
from saying more. His father could not see the kiss George had placed 
on the superscription of his letter. Mr. Osborne dropped it with the 
bitterest, deadliest pang of balked affection and revenge. His son was 
still beloved and unforgiven. 

• About two months afterwards, however, as the young ladies of the 
family went to church with their father, they remarked how he took a 
different seat from that winch he usually occupied when ho chose to 
attend divine worship; alid that from his cushion opposite, ho looked 
up at the wall over their heads. This caused the young women like¬ 
wise to gaze in the direction towards wliich the father’s glooniy eyes 
pointed : and they saw an elaborate monument upon the wall, where 
' Britannia -was represented weepmg over an urn, and a broken sword, 
and a couchant lion, indicated that the piece of sculpture had been 
erected in honour of a deceased warrior. The sculptoi-s of those days 
had stocks of such funeral emblems in hand; as you may see still on 
the walls of St. Paul’s, which ai’o covered with hundreds of these 
braggart lieathen allegories. There was a constant demand for them 
during the first fifteen years of the present century. 

Under the memorial in question were emblazoned the well known 
and pompous Osborne arms ; and the inscription said, that the monu¬ 
ment was “ S.acred to the memory of Georg3 Osborne, Junior, Esq., 
late a Captain in his Majesty’s —th regunent’oTfoot, who fell on the 
18th of June, 1815, aged 28 yeans, while fighting for his king and 
country in the glorious yictoiy of Waterloo. Jhtlce et decorum est pro 
palrid mori." 

Tlie sight of that stone agitated the nerves of the sisters so much 
that Mias Maiis was compelled to leave the church. The congregation 
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made way respectfully for those sobbing girls clothed in deep black, 
and pitied the stern old father seated opposite the memorial of the dead 
soldier. “ Will he forgive Mrs. George ? ” the girls said to themselves 
as soon as their ebullition of grief was over. Much conversation 
passed too among the acquaintances of the Osborne family, who knew 
of the rupture between the son and father caused by the former’s mar¬ 
riage, as to the chance of a reconciliation with thef young widow. 
There were bets among the gentlemen both about BusseU Square and 
in the City. 

If the sisters had any anxiety regarding the possible recognition of 
Amelia as a daughter of the family, it was increased presently, and 
towai'ds the end of the autumn, by thgir father’s announcement that he 
'Vas going , abroad. He did not say whither, but they»knew at once 
that his steps would be turned towards Belgium, and were aware that 
George’s widow was stilt in Bnis.sels. They had pretty accurate news 
indeed of poor Amelia from Lady Dobbin and her daughters. Our 
honest Captain had been promoted in consequence of the death of the 
second Major of the regiment on the field; and the br.ave O’Dowd, who 
had distinguished himself greatly here as upon all occasions where 
he had a chance to show his coolness and valour, was a Colonel and 
Companion of the Bath. 

Very many of the brave —th, who had suffered severely upon both 
days of action, were still at Brussels-in the autumn, recovering of their 
wounds. The city was a vastmilitary hospital for months after the 
great battles ; and as men and officers began to rally from their hurts, 
the gardens and places of public resort swarmed withmaimjd warriors 
old and young, who, just rescued out of death, fell to gambling, and ’ 
gaiety, and love-making, as people of Vqpity Fair will do. Mr. 
Osborne found out some of the —tli easily. He knew their uniform 
quite well, and had been used to follow all the promotions and 
exchanges in the regiment, and loved to talk about it and its officers 
as if he had been one of the number. On the day after his arrival at 
Brussels, and as he issued from his hotel, which faced the park, he 
saw a soldier in the well-known facings, reposing on a stone bench in 
the garden, and went and sate down trembling by the wounded conva¬ 
lescent man. 

“Wei’e you in Captain Osborne’s company?” ho said, and added,' 
after a pause, “he was my son. Sir.” 

The man was not of the Captain’s company, but he lifted up his 
unwounded arm and touched his cap sadly and respectfully to the 
haggard broken-spirited gentleman who questioned him. “ The whole; 
army didn’t contain a finer or a better officer,” the soldier said. “ The ' 
sergeant of the Captain’s company (Captain Raymond had it now), was 
m town, though, and was just well of a shot in the shoulder. His 
honour might see him if he liked, who could tell him anything he 
wanted to know about—about the —th’s actions. But his honour had 
seen Major Dobbin, no doubt, the brave Captain’s great friend; and 



Mrs. Osborne, who was here too, and had been very bad, he heard 
everybody say. They say she was out of her mind like for six weeks 
or more. But your honour knows all about that—and asking your 
pardon ”—the man added. 

1 Osborne put a guinea into the soldier’s hand, and told him he should 
jhave another if he would bring the sergeant to the Hotel du Parc; a 
promise which very soon brought the desired officer to Mr. Osborne’s 
presence. And the first soldier went away; and after telling a comrade 
or two how Captain Osborne’s father was arrived, and what a free¬ 
handed generous gentleman he was, they went and made good cheer 
with drink and feasting, as long as the guineas lasted which had come 
from the proud purse of the mourning old father. 

In the Serg/>ant’s company, wh5 'was also just convalescent, Osborne 
made the journey of Waterloo and Quatre Bras, a journey which 
thousands of his countrymen were then taking. He took the Serge.ant 
with him in his carriage, and went through both .fields under his 
guidance. He saw the point of the road where the regiment marched 
into action on the 16th, and the slope down which they drove the 
French cavalry who wore pressing on the retreating Belgians. Tliero 
was the spot where the noble Captain cut down the French officer who 
was grappling with the young Ensign for the colours, the Colour- 
Sergeants having been shot down. Along this road they retreated on 
the next day, and here was the bank at which the regiment bivouacked 
under the rain of the night of the 17th. Further on was the position 
which they took and held during the day, forming time after time 
to'deceive the charge of the enemy’s horsemen, and lying down 
under shelter of the bank fi;om the furious French cannonade. And 
it was at this declivity when at evening the whole English line received 
the order to advance, as the* enemy fell back after bis last ch.arge, that 
the Captain, hurraying and rushing down tlio hill waving his 
sword, received a shot and fell dead. “It was Major Bobbin who 
took back the Captain’s body to Brussels,” the Serge.ant said, in a 
low voice, “and had him buried, .as your honour knows.” Tlie 
peasants and relic-hunters .about the place wore sci’eamiug round 
the pair, as the soldier told his story, offering for sale all sorts of 
mementoes of the fight, crosses, aud epaulets, and shattered cuirasses, 
and eagles. 

Osborne gave a sumptuous rew.ard to the Sergeant when he parted 
with him, after having visited the scenes of his son’s last exploits. His 
burial-place he h.ad already seen. Indeed, he had driven thitlior imme¬ 
diately after his arrival at Brussels. George’s body Lay in the pretty 
burial-ground of Lacken, near the city; iu which place, having once 
visited it on a party of pleasure, he h.ad lightly expressed a wish to 
have his gi-ave made. And there the young officer was laid by hia 
friend, in the unconsecrated corner of the garden, separated by a little 
hedge from the temples and towns and plantations of flowers and 
shrubs, under which the Eomau Catholic dead repose. It seemed a 
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humiliation to old Osborne to think that his son, an English gentleman, 
a Captain in the famous British army, should not be found worthy to 
lie in ground where mere foreigners were buried. Which of us is 
'there can tell how much vauity lurks iu our warmest regard for others, 
and how selfish our love is ? Old Osborne did not speculate much upon 
tile mingled nature of his feelings, and how his instinct.and selfishnecs 
were combating together. Ho firmly believed that everything he did 
was right, that he ought on all occasions to have his own way—and 
like the sting of a wasp or serpent his hatred rushed out armed and 
poisonous against anything like opposition. He 3 vaa.proud of his 
liatred as of everything else. Always to be right, always to trample 
forward; and never to doubt, are net these the great qualities with 
which dullness takes the lead in the world 1 
As after the drive to Waterloo, Mr. Osborne’s carriage was nearing 
the gates of the city at sunset, they met another open barouche, in 
which were a cduple of ladies and a gentleman, and by the side of 
which an officer was riding. Osborne gave a start back, and the 
Sergeant, seated with him, cast a look of surprise at his neighbour, as 
he touched his Bip to the officer, who mechanically returned the salute. 
It was Amelia, with the lame young Ensign by her side, and opposite! 
to her her faithful friend Mrs. O’Dowd. It W'as Amelia, but how 
changed from the fresh and comely girl Osborne know. Her face 
was white and thin. Her pretty brown hair was parted under 
a widow’s cajj—the poor child. Her eyes were fixed, and looking 
nowhere. They stared blank in the face of Osborne, as the carriages 
crossed each other, but she did not know him ; nor did he rrccognise 
her, until looking up, he saw Dobbin ridin^by her; and then he knew 
who it was. Ho hated her. He did not knosvffiow much until he saw 
her there. When her carriage had passed on. he turned and stared at 
the Sergeant, with a curae and defiance iu his eye. cast at his com- 
p.anion, who could not help looking at him—as much as to say “ How 
dare yo!t look at me 1 Damn you! I do hate her. It is she wno nas 
tumbled my hopes and all my prido down.” “ Tell the scoundrel to 
drive oil quick,” he shouted with an oath, to the lackey on the box. A 
minute afterwards, a horse came clattering over the pavement behind 
Osborne’s carriage, and Dobbin rode up. His thoughts had been else¬ 
where as the carriages passed each other, and it was not until he had 
ridden some paces forw.ard, that he remembered it was Osborne who 
had just passed him. Then he turned to examine if the sight of her 
father-in-law had made any impression on Amelia, but the poor girl 
did not know who had p,a.ssed. Then William, who daily used to 
accompany her in his drives, taking out his watch, made some excuse 
about an engagement which he suddenly recollected, and so rode off. 
She did not rcm.ark that either: but sate looking before her, over the 
homely landscape towards the woods iu the distance, by which Georgo 
marched away. 

■“Mr. Osborne, Mr. Osborne! ” cried Dobbin, as he tj)de up and held 
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out Ilia hand. Osborne made no motion to take it, but shouted out 
once more and with another curse to his servant to drive on. 

Dobbin laid liis hand on the carriage side. “I will see you, sir,” lie 
said. “ I have a message for you.” 

“ From that woman 1 ” said Osborne, fiercely. 

“ No,” replied the other, “ from your son ; ” at which Osbox'ne fell 
, back into the comer of his carriage, and Dobbin allowing it to pass on, 
rode close behind it, and so through the town until they reached Mr. 
Osborne’s hotel, and without a word. There he followed Osborne up 
to his apartments. George had often been in the rooms; they were the 
lodgings which the Crawleys had occupied during their stay in Brussels. 

“ Pray, have you any command^ for me. Captain Dobbin, or, I beg 
your pardon, I should say Major Dobbin, since better men than you are 
dead, and you step into their shoes," said Mr. Osborne, in that sarcastic 
tone which he sometimes was pleased to assume. 

“ Better men are dead,” Dobbin replied. “ I wanf to speak to you 
about one.” 

“ Make it short, sir,” said the other with an oath, scowling at his 
visitor. 

“I am here as his closest friend,” the Major resumed, “and the 
, exeeu|or of his will. He made it before we went into action. Are you 
'^aware how small his means are, and of the straitened circnmstances of 
his widow 1 ” 

“I don’t know his widow, sir,” Osborne said. “Let her go back to 
he* father.” But the gentleman whom he addressed was determined to 
remain in good temper, and went on without heeding the interruption. 

“ Do you know, sir, Mfs. Osboriic’s condition 1 Her life and her 
reason almost have been rhaken by the blow which has fallen on her. 
It is very doubtful whether she will rally. There is a chance left for 
her, however, and it is about this I came to speak to you. She will be 
a mother soon. Will you visit the parent’s offence upon the child’s 
head 1 or will you forgive the child for poor George’s sake ] ” 

Osborne broke out into a rhapsody of self-praise and imprecations •— 
by the first, excusing himself to his own conscience for his conduct; by 
the second, exaggerating the undutifulness of George. No father in all 
England could have behaved more generously to a son, who had rebelled 
against him wickedly. He had died without even so much as confessing 
I he was wrong. Let him take the consequences of his uudutifuhiess and 
i folly. As for himself, Mr. Osliprue, he was a m:m of his word. Ha 
had sworn never to speak to that woman, or to recognise her as his 
son’s wife. “ And that’s what you may tell her,” he concluded with an 
oath; “ and that’s what I will stick to to the last day of my life.” 

There was no hope from that quarter then. The widow must live on 
her slender pittance, or on such aid as Jos could give her. “ I might 
tell her, and she would not liced it,” thought Dobbin, sadly : for the 
poor girl’s thoughts were not here at all since her catastrophe, ami, 
stupified under ,the pressui'e of her sorrow, good and evil were alike 
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indifterent to her. So, indeed, were even friendship and kindness. She 
received them both uncomplainingly, and having accepted them, relapsed 
into her grief. 

Suppose some twelve months after the above conversation took place 
to have passed in the life of our poor Amelia. She has spent the first 
portion of that time in a sorrow so profomid and pitiaSle, that we who 
have been watching and describing some of the emotions of that weak 
and tender heart, must draw back in the presence of the cruel grief 
under which it is bleeding. Tread silently round the hapless couch of 
the poor prostrate soul. Shut gently the door of the dark cliamber 
wherein she suffers, as those kind people did who nursed her through 
the first months of her pain, and never left her until heaven had sent^, 
her consolation. A day came—of almost terrified delight and wonder 
—when the poor widowed girl pressed a child upon Iter breast—a child, 
with the eyes of* George who was gone—a little boy, as beautiful as 
cherub. What a miracle it was to hear its first cry! How she laughed] 
and wept over it—how love, and hope, and prayer woke again in he: 
bosom as the*baby nestled there. She was safe. The (ifctora who 
attended her, and had feared for her life or for her brain, had waited 
anxiously for this crisis before they could pronounce that either was 
secure. It was worth the long months of doubt and dread wmch the 
persons who had constantly been with her had passed, to see her eyes 
once more beaming tenderly upon them. 

Our friend Dobbin was one of them. It was he who brought, her 
back to England and to her mother’s house ; when Mrs. O’Dowd, 
receiving a peremptory summons from hef Colonel, had been forced to 
quit her patient. To sec Dobbin holding thejirfant, and to hear Amelia’s 
laugh of ti'iumph as she watched him, would have done any man good 
who had a sense of humour. WiUiam was the godfather of the child, 
and exerted his ingenuity in the purchase of cups, spoons, pap-boats, 
and corals for this little Christian. ^, 

How his mother nursed him, and dressed him, and lived upon him'; 
how she drove away all nurses, and would scai’ce allow any band but ' 
her own to touch him ; how she considered that the greatest favour she 
could confer upon his godfather. Major Dobbin, was to allow the Majorl 
occasionally to dandle him, need not be told here. This child was her] 
being. Her existence was a maternal caress. She enveloped the feeble 
and unconscious creature with love'and'worship. It was her life which 
the baby drank in from her bosom. Of nights, and when alone, she had 
stealthy and intense raptures of motherly love, such as God’s marvellous, 
care has awarded to the female instinct—joys how far higher and 
lower than reason—^blind beautiful devotions which only women’s 
heiu'ts know. It was William Dobbin’s task to muse upon these 
movements of Amelia’s, and to watch her heart; and if his love 
nnide him divine almost all the feelings which .agitated it, alas ! he 
could see with a fatal perspicuity that there wag no place there 
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for him. And so, gently, ho bore his fate, knowing il^ and content to 
bear it. 

I suppose Amelia’s father .md mother saw through the intentions of 
the Major, and were not ill-disposed to encour.'ige him; for Dobbin 
visited their house daily, and stayed for hours with them, or with 
Amelia, or with the honest landlord, Mr. Clapp, and his family. lie 
brought, on one pretext or another, presents to eveiybody, and almost 
every day; and went, with the landlord’s little girl, who was rather a 
favourite with Amelia, by the name of Major,Sugarplums. It was this 
little child who commonly acted as mistress of the ceremonies to intro¬ 
duce him to Mrs. Osborne. She laughed one clay when Major Sugar¬ 
plums’ cab drove up to Fulham, a#(J he descended from it, bringing out 
a wooden horse, a drum, a trumpet, and other w.arlike toys, for httle 
Georgy, who was scarcely six months old, and for whom the articles in 
' question were entirely premature. 

The child was asleep. “ Hush,” said Amelia, anndyed, perhaps, at 
the creaking of the Major’s boots; and slie held out her hand; smiling 
because William could not take it until he had rid himself of his cargo 
of toys. “Go down stall’s, little Mary,” said he presently to the child; 

I want to speak to Mrs. Osborne.” She looked up rather astonished, 
and laid down the infant on its bea. 

“ I aiu come to s.ay good-bye, Amelia,” said he, taking her slender 
little white hand gently. 

00 -''“ Good-bye 1 and where are you going ? ” she said, with a smile. 

'' 1‘ SenU the letters to the agents,” he said; “ they will forward them; 
for yon will write to me, won’t you 1 I shall be away a long time.” 

“I’ll write to you about Georgy,” she said. “Dear William, how 
good you have been to him and to me. Look ?it him. Isn’t he like an 
angel 1 ” 

~ The little pink hands of the child closed mechanically round the 
honest soldier’s finger, and Amelia looked up in his face with bright 
maternal pleasure. The cruellest looks could not have wounded him 
more than that glance of hopeless kindness. He bent over the child 
and mother. He could not sneak for a moment. And it was with all 
his strength that he could force himself to say a God bless you. “ God 
bless you,” said Amelia, and held up her face and kissed him. 

“Hush! Don’t wake Georgy! ” she added, as William Dobbin went 
to the door with heavy steps. She did not hear the noise of his cab- 
wheels as ho drove away: she was looking at the child, who was 
laugliing in his sleep. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVI. 

now TO LIVE WELL ON NOTHINQ A-TEAB. 

• 

I SUPPOSE there is no man in this Vanity Fair of onrs bo little 
observant as not to think sometimes about the worldly affairs of his 
soquaintances, or so extremely charitable as not to wonder how his 
neighbour Jones, or his neighbour Smith, can make both ends meet at 
the end of the year. With the utmost regard for the family, for instance 
(for I dine with them twice or thrice in the season), I ca&not but own 
that the appear.ance of the Jenkinses in the Park, in the large barouche 
with the gi-enadier footmen, will surprise and mj’stify me to my dying 
il.ay : for though,! know the equipage is only jobbed, and all the Jenkins 
people are on board-wages, yet those three men and the carriage must 
represent an expense of six hundred a-year at the veiy least—^and 
then there are^he splendid dinners, the two boys at Eton, the prize 
governess and masters for the girls, the trip abroad, or to Eastbourne 
or Worthing in the autumn, the annual ball with a supper from 
Gunter’s (who, by the w.ay, supplies most of Viie first-rate dinners which 
J. gives, as I know very well, having been invited to one of them to fill 
a vacant place, when I saw at once that these repasts are very superior 
to the common run of entertainments for which the humbler sort of J.’s 
acquaintances get cards)—who, I say, with the most goqd-natmed 
feelings in the world, can help wondering Ijow the Jenkinses make out 
matters 1 What is Jenkins ?—wo all know—Commissioner of the Tape 
and Sealing W.ax Office, with 12001. a-year lor a salary. Had his wife 
a private fortune 1 Pooh!—^Miss Flint—one of eleven children of a 
small squire in Buckinghamshire. AU she ever gets from her family is 
a turkey at Christmas, in exchange for which she h.as to board two or 
three of her sisters in the off se.ason ; and lodge and feed her brothers 
when they come to town. How does Jenkins balance his income ? I 
say, as every friend of his must say. How is it that ho has not been 
outl.awed long since ; and that he ever came back (as he did to the' 
surprise of everybody) last year from Boulogne ? 

“ I ” is here introduced to personify the world in general—the Mrs. 
Grundy of each respected reader’s private circle—every one of whom 
can point to some families of his acqu.aintanee who live nobody knows 
1k)w. Many a glass of wine have we all of us drunk, I have very littlai' 
doubt, hob-and-nobbing with the hospitable giver, and wondering howi 
the deuce he paid for it. 

Some three or four years after his stay in Paris, when Eawdon 
Crawley ;ind his wife w'ere established in a very small comfortable 
house in Curzon Street, Mayfair, there was scarcely one of the nume¬ 
rous friends ■n hbm they entertained at dinner, tliat did not ask the 
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^.above question regarding them. The novelist, it has been said before, 
' knows ever 3 rthing, and as I am in a situation to bo able to tell the 
~"pubUc how Crawley and his wife lived without any income, may I 
entreat the public newspapers which are in the habit of extracting 
portions of the various periodical works now published, not to reprint 
the following exact narrative and calculations—of which I ought, as 
the discoverer (and at some expense, too), to have the benefit. My son, 
1 would say, were I bleased with a child—^you may by deep inquiry and 
constant intercourse with him, learn how a man lives comfortably on 
nothing a-year. But it is best not to be intimate with gentlemen of 
this profession, and to take the calculations at second-hand, as you do 
logarithms, for to work them yourself, depend upon it, will cost you 
something considerable. 

Oil notliing per annum, then, and during a course of some two or 
three years, of which we can aflford to give but a very brief history, 
Crawley and his wife lived very happily and comfortably at Baris. It 
*' was in this period that be ijuitted the Guards, and sold out of the army. 
AVhen we find him again, his mustachios and the title of Colonel on his 
card are the only relics of his military profession. ^ . 

It has been mentioned that Eebecca, soon after her arrival in Paris, 
took a very smart and leading position in the society of that c.apital, 
and was welcomed at some of the most distinguished houses of the 
restored French nobility. The English men of fashion iu Paris 
courted her, too, to the disgust of the ladies their wives, who could 
not bear the parvenue. For some months the salons of the Faubourg 
St.*’Germain, in which her place was secured, and the splendours 
of the new Court, where,she was received with much distinction, 
delighted, and perhaps a little intoxicated Mrs. Crawley, who may 
have been disposed during this period of elation to slight the people 
—honest young military men mostly—who formed her husbiiud’s 
chief society. 

But the Colonel yawned sadly among the ducliesses and great ladies 
of the Court. The old women who played icarti made such a noise 
about a five-franc piece, that it was not worth Colonel Crawley’s while 
to sit down at a bard-table. The wit of their conversation he could not 
appreciate, being ignorant-of their language. And what good could his 
wife get, he urged, by making curtseys every night to a whole circle of 

( Princesses ? He left Rebecca presently to frequent these parties alone ; 
resuming his own simple pursuits and amusements amongst the amiable 
friends of his own choice. 

The truth is, when we say of a gentleman that he lives elegantly on 
nothing a-year, we use the word “nothing” to signify sometliing 
unknown ; meaning, simply, that we don’t know how the gentleman iu 
question defrays the expenses of his establishment. Now, our friend 
1 he Colonel liad a great aptitude for .all games of chance : and exercising 
himself, as ho continually did, with the c.ards, the dice-box, or the cue, 
it is natural to suppose that he attained a much greater skill in the use 
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of these articles than, men can possess who only occasionally handle 
them. To nse a cue at billiards well is like using a pencil, or a German 
flute, or a small-sword—you cannot master any one of these implements 
at first, and it is only by repeated study and perseverance, joined to a 
natural taste, that a man can excel in the handling of either. Now, 
Crawley, from being only a brilliant amateur had grown to bo a 
consummate master of billiards. Like a great general, Ijis genius used 
to rise with the danger, and when the luck had been unfavourable to 
him for a whole game, and the bets were consequently against him, he 
would, with consummate skill and boldness, make some prodigious hits 
which would restore the battle, and come in a victor at the end, to the 
astonishment of everybody—of everybody, that is, who was a stranger 
to his play. Those who were accustouied to see it were fautious how 
they stoked their money against a man of such sudden resources, and 
brilliant, and overpowering skill. 

At games of cards he was equally skilful; for though he would 
constantly lose money at the commencement of an evening, playing so 
cai-elessly and making such bhmders, that new comers were often 
inclined to tluyk meanly of his talent; yet when roused to action, 
and awakened to caution by repeated small losses, it was remarked 
that Crawley’s play became quite different, and that he was pretty 
sure of beating his enemy thoroughly before the night was over 
Indeed, very few men could say that they ever had the bettor of him 

His successes were so repeated that no wonder the envious and the', 
vanquished spoke sometimes with bitterness regarding them. And as 
the French say of the Duke of Wellington, who never suffered a defeat, 
that only an astonishing sei-ies of lucky accjdents enabled him to be an 
invariable winner ; yet even they allow that ho cheated at Waterloo, 
and was enabled to win the».liist great trtcic:—so it was hinted at 
liead-quarters in England, tfiat some foul play must liave token 
place in order to account for the continuous successes of Colonel 
Crawley. % 

Tliough Frascati’s and the Salon were open at that time in Paris, the 
mania for jday was so widely spread, that the public gambling-rooms 
did not suffice for the general ardour, and gamblingVent on in private 
houses as much as if there had been no public means for gratifying the 
passion. At Crawley’s charming little reunions of an evening this 
fatal amusement commonly was practised—much to good-natured little 
Mrs. Crawley’s annoyance. She spoke about her husband’s.p.assion for 
dice with the deepest grief; she bewailed it to everybody frho c.ime to 
her house. She besought the y'oung fellows never, never to touch a 
box ; and when jmung Green, of the Kifles," lost a very considerable 
sum of money, Ilebecca passed a whole night in teai-s, as the serv.ant 
told the unfortunate young gentleman, and actually went on her knees 
to her hnsb.and to beseech him to remit the debt, and burn the 
acknowledgment. How could he ? He ha<l lost just as much himself 
to Blackstone of the Hussars, and Count Punter of the Hanoverian 
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Cavalry, Groen might have any decent time ; but pay ?—of course be 
must pay ;—^to talk of burning I 0 U’s -was child’s-play. 

Other officers, chiefly young—for the young fellows gathered round 
Mrs. .Crawley—came from her parties with long faces, having dropped 
more or less money at her fatal card-tables. Her, house began to,have 
an unfortunate reputation. The old hands warned the less experienced 
of their d.anger. Colonel O’Dowd, of the —^th regiment, one of those 
occupying in Paris, warned Lieutenant Spooney of that corps. A loud 
and violent fracas took place between the iniantry-colonel and his lady, 
who were dining at the Caf6 de Paris, and Colonel and Mrs. Crawley, 
who were also taking their meal there. The ladies engaged on both 
'sides. Mrs. O’Dowd snapped her fingers in Mrs. Crawley’s face, .and 
called her Ipisband “no betther'than a black-leg.” Colonel Crawley 
challenged Colonel O’Dowd, C.B. The Commander-in-Chief hearing 
of the dispute sent for Colonel Crawley, who w.as getting I’eady the 
same pistols, “ which ho shot Captain Marker,” .aud had such a 
conversation with him that no duel took place. If Eebecca h.ad not 
gone on her knees to General Tufto, Crawley would have been sent 
back to England; and he did not play, except with ciyiUjins, for some 
weeks after. 

But in spite of Eawdon’s undoubted skill and constant successes, it 
became evident to Eebecca, considering these things, that their position 
was but a precarious one, and that, even although they paid scarcely 
anybody, their little capital would end one day by dwindling into zero. 
“ Gambling,” she would say, “ dear, is good to help your income, but 

I not-as an income itself. Some day people may be tired of play, ami 
then where are we 1” pawdon acquiesced in the justice of lier 
opinion; and in truth he had remarked that after a few nights of his 
little suppers, &c., gentlemen were tired of play with him, and, in spite 
of Eebecca’s charms, did not present themselves very eagerly. 

Easy and pleasant as their life at Paris was, it was after all only an 
idle dalliance and amiable trifling; and Eebecca saw that she mu.st 
, push Eawdon’s fortune in their own country. She must get him a 
place or appointment at home or in the colonies; and she detei’mined 
to make a move upon England as soon as the way could be cleared for 

! her. As a first step she had made Crawley sell out of the Guards, .and 
go on half-pay. Hts function as aide-de-camp to General Tufto ha<l 
ceased previously. Eebecca laughed in all companies .at tli.at officer, .at 
his toupee (which he mounted on coming to Paris), at his waistb.and, 
at his false teeth, at his pretensions to be a lady-killer .above .all, and 
his absurd vanity in fancying every woman whom he came near was in 
love with him. It was to Mi-s. Brent, the beetlc-bi-owed wife of 
Mr. Commissary Brent, to whom the Gener.al transferred his attentions 
now—his bouquets, his dinners at the rcst.anr.ateurs, his oiaer.a-boxe.s, 
and his knick-kn.acks. Poor Mrs. Tufto was no more happy tlian before, 
and had still to pass long evenings alone with her d.angliters, knowing 
*hat her General w.as gone off scented and curled to stand behind 
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Mrs. Breut’s chair at the play. Becky had a dozen admirers in his 
place to be sure ; and could cut her rival to pieces with her wit. But 
as we have said, she was growing tired of this idle social life : opera- 
boxes and restaurateur-dinners palled upon her: nosegays could not be 
laid by as a provision for future years: and she could not live upon 
knick-knacks, laced handkerchiefs, and kid gloves. She felt the frivolity 
ofjdeaiiure, and longed for more substantial benefits. • 

At this juncture news arrived which was spread among the many 
creditors of the Colonel at Paris, and which caused them great 
SJitisfaction. Miss Crawley, the rich aunt from whom he expeotedx 
his immense inheritance, was dying; the Colonel must haste to her 
bed-side. Mrs. Crawley and her child would remain behind until he 
came to reclaim them. Ife departed for Calais, and hawing reached 
that place in safety, it might have been supposed that he went to 
Dover; but instead he took the Diligence to Dunkirk, and thence 
travelled to Brussels, for which place he had a former predilection. 
Tlie fact is, ho owed more money at London than at Paris; and he 
preferred the quiet little Belgian city to either of the more noisy 
caiutals. 

Her aunt was dead. Mrs. Crawley ordered the most intense 
mourning for herself and little Eawdon. The Colonel was busy 
ai-ranging the affairs of the inheritance. They could take the premier 
now, instead of the little entresol of the hotel which they occupied. 
Mrs. Crawley and the landlord had a consultation about the new 
hangings, an amicable wrangle about the earpets, and a final adjustment 
of everything except the bill. She went off in one of his carriages plier 
French lonne with her; the child by her side • the admirable landlord and 
landlady sm iling farewell to her from the gate. General Tuflo was furious 
when he heard she was gone, and Mrs. Brent*furious with him for being 
furious; Lieutenant Spooney was cut to the heart; and the landlord 
got ready his best apartments previous to the return of the fascinating 
little woman and her husband. He serrid the trunks which she left in 
his charge with the greatest cai'e. They had been especially recom¬ 
mended to him by Madame Crawley. They were not, however, found 
to be particularly valuable when opened some time after’. 

But before she went to join her husband in the Belgic capital, 
Mrs. Crawley liiade an expedition into England, leaving behind 
her her little son upon the continent, under the care of her French 
maid. 

The parting between Rebecca and tKe little Rawdon did not cause 
either party much pain. She had not, to stty ti-uth, seen much of tlio 
young geutieman since his birth. After the amiable fashion of Freuchl 
mothers, she Imd placed him out at nurse in a village in the noighbour-i 
hood of Par-is, where little Rawdon passed the first months of his Ufa.! 
not unhappily, with a numerous family of foster-brother’s in woodet 
shoes. His father worrld ride over many a time to see him here, and 
the elder Rawdon’s paternal heart glowed to see him rosy and dirty 

X 
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shouting lustily, ami liappy in the making of mud-pies under the 
superintendence of the gardener’s wife, his nurse. 

. Eebecca did not care much to go and see the son and heir. Once ho 
ppoiled a new dove-coloured pelisse of hens. He preferred his nurse’s 
jcaressea to his mamma’s, and when finally he quitted that jolly nurse 
.md almost parent, he cried loudly for houi-s. He was only consoled by 
his mother’s promise that he should return to his nurse the next day; 
indeed the nurse herself, who probably would have been pained at the 
parting too, was told that the child would immediately be restored to 
her, and for some time awaited quite anxiously his return. 

In fact, our friends may bo said to have been among the first of that 
brood of hardy English adventm-ers who have subsequently invaded the 
'Continent, and swindled in all tlie’c.apitals of Europe. The respect in 
those happy days of 1817-18, was very great for the wealth and honour 
of Britons. Tlicy had not then learned, as I am told, to haggle for 
bargains with the pertinacity which now distinguishes them. The 
great cities of Europe had not been iis yet open to the enterprise of our 
rMcab. And where.os, there is now hardly a town of Enance or Italy 
in which you shi^U.not see some noble countryman of. our own, with 
that happy sWgger and insolence of demeanour which we carry eveiy- 
, where, swindling inn-landlords, pjissing fictitious cheques upon credulous 
bankers, robbing coachmakers of their carriages, goldsmiths of their 
^ trinkets, e.asy travellers of their money .at cards,—even public libraries 

I of their books:—^thirty yearn ago you needed but to be a Milor Anglais, 
travelling in a private carriage, and credit w.as at your hand wherever 
you chose, to seek it, and gentlemen, instead of cheating were cheated. 
It was not for some weeks after the Crowleys’ departure that the 
landlord of the hotel Vfhieh they occupied during their residence at 
Palis, found out the losses which he had sustained : not until Madame 
; Marabou, tlie milliner, made repeated visits with her little bill for articles 
i supplied to Madame Crawley ; not until Monsieur Didelot from Boulo 
; d’Or in the Palais Eoyal had asked half-a-dozen times whether cette 
charmante Miladi Avho Iiad bought watches and bracelets of liim was de 
- relour. It is a fact that even the poor gardener’s wife, who had nursed 
Mad.ame’3 child, was never paid after tlie first six months for tliat 
supply of the milk of human kindness with which she had furnished 
the lusty and healthy little Eawdon. No, not even the nurse was paid 
—the Crawloys were in too great a hurry to remember their trifling 
debt to her. As for the landlord of the hotel, his curses ag.ainst the 
English nation were violent for the rest of his natural life. He asked 
all traveller whether they knew a certain Colonel Ijor Crawley—avee 
sa femme—one petite dame, ties spirituellc. “ Ah, Mosicur !'” hewould 
add— “Us m'oivt affreusemeut voU." It was melancholy to hear his 
accents .as he spoke of that catastrojiho. 

Bebecca’s object in her journey to London was to effect a kind of 
compromise with her husband’s numoi'ous creditors, and by offering 
them a dividend of ninopenco or a shilling in the [lound, to secure a 
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return for him into his own country. It does not become us to trace 
tlie steps wliich she took in the conduct of this most difficult negotiation; 
but, h.aving shown them to their satisfaction, that the sum which she 
was empowered to offer was all her husband’s available capital, and 
having convinced them that Colonel Crawley would prefer a perpetual 
retirement on the continent to a residence in this country with lus 
debts unsettled ; having proved to them tliat there was no possibility 
of money accruing to him from other quarters, and no earthly chance 
of their getting a larger dividend than that which she was empowered 
to offer, she brought the Colonel’s creditors unanimously to accept her'^ 
proposals, and purchased with fifteen hundred pounds of ready money, 
more thiui ten times that amount of debts. 

Mrs. Crawley employed no lawyer in the transaction. The matter was 
so simple, to have or to leave, as she justly observed, that she made the 
lawyers of the creditors themselves do the business. And Mr. Lewis 
representing Mr.,Davids, of Ked Lion-Square, and Mr. Moss acting for 
Mr. Manasseh of Cursitor Street (chief creditors of the Colonel’s), com¬ 
plimented his lady upon the brilliant way in which she did business, ■ 
.and declared tlj^t there w.as no professional man who could bejit her. 

Kcbecca received their congratulations with perfect modesty; ordered 
a bottle of sherry and a bread cake to the little dingy lodgings whei'O 
she dwelt, while conducting the business, to treat the enemy’s lawyers; 
shook hands with them at parting, in excellent good-humour, and 
returned straightway to the continent, to rejoin her husband and son, 
and acquaint the former with the glad news of his entire liberation, 
As for the latter, he had been considerably neglected during hi^ mother’s 
absence by Mademoiselle Genevieve, her Frtnch maid ; for that young 
woman, contracting an attachment for a soldier jp the garrison of Calais, 
forgot her charge in the society of this militaire, and little Eawdon 
very narrowly escaped drowning on C.alais sands at this period, where 
the absent Genevieve had left and lost him. 

And so. Colonel and Mrs. Crawley came to London: and it is at their 
house in Curzon Street, May Fair, that they re.ally showed the skill 
which must be possessed by those who would live on the resources 
above-namc(L 


CHAPTEE XXXVII. 

THE SUBJECT CONTINUED. ' 

In the first place, and as a m<atter of the greatest necessity, we are 
bound to describe how a house may be got for notliing a-yeai\ These 
mansions are to be had either unfurnished, where, if you have credit 
with Messm Gillows or Bantings, you can get them splendidly monties 
and decorated entirely according to your own fancy; or they are to be 
let furnished; a less troublesome and complicated aiTangoment to rcost 
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parties. It was so that Crawley and Ms wife preferi’ed to lure their 
house. 

Before hfr. Bowls came to preside OTer Miss Crawley’s house and 
cellar in Pai-k Lane, that lady had had for a butler, a Mr. Haggles, who 
was bom on the family estate of Queen’s Crawley, and indeed was a 
younger son of a gardener there. By good conduct, a handsome person 
and calves, and’a grave demeanour, Baggies rose from the knife-board 
to the foot-board of the carriage ; from the foot-board to the butler’s 
pantry. When he had been a certain number of years at the head of 
Miss Crawley’s establishment, where ho, had had good wages, fat per¬ 
quisites, and plenty of opportunities of saving, he announced that ho 
was about to contract a matrimonial alliance with a late cook of 
Miss Crawley’s, who had subsistfed in an honourable manner by the 
exercise of a mangle, and the keeping of a small green shop in the 
neighbourhood. The truth is, that the ceremony had been clandestinely 
performed some years back; although the news .of Mr. Baggies’ 
marriage was first brought to Miss Crawley by a little boy and girl of 
seven and eight years of age, whose continual presence in the kitchen 
had attracted the attention of Miss Briggs. 

Mr. Baggies then retired and personally undei-took the superintendence 
of the small shop and the greens. He added milk and cream, eggs and 
country fed pork to his stores, contenting himself, whilst other retired 
butlers were vending spirits in public-houses, by dealing in the simplest 
country produce. And having a good connection amongst the butlers 
in^the neighbourhood, aird a snug back parlour where he and 
Airs. Baggies received them, his milk, cream, and eggs got to be 
adopted by many of the (fraternity, and his profits increased every 
year. Year after year , he quieily and modestly amassed money, and 
when at length that snug and complete bachelor’s residence at No. 201, 
Curzon Street, May Fair, lately the residence of the Honourable 
Frederick Deuceace, gone abroad, with its rich and appropriate furniture 
by the first makers, broug ht to the hammer , who should go in and 
purchase the lease an3furniture"of0ieTiouse but Charles Baggies? A 
part of the money he borrowed, it is true, and at rather a high interest, 
from a brother butler, but the chief part he paid down, and it was with 
no small pride that Mrs. Baggies found herself sleeping in a bed of 
carved mahogany, with silk curtains, with a prodigious cheval glass 
opposite to her, and a wardrobe which would contain her, and Baggies, 
and all the family. 

Of course, they did not intend to occupy permanently an apartment 
so splendid. It was in order to let the house again that Baggies 
purchased it. As soon as a tenant was found, he subsided into the 
greengrocer’s shop once more; but a happy thing it was for him to 
walk out of that tenement and into Curzon Street, and there survey his 
house—his own house—with geraniums in the window and a carved 
bronze knocker. The footman occasionally lounging at the area railing, 
treated him with respect; the cook took her green stuff at his house and 
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called him Mr. Landlord; and there was not one thing the tenant! 
did, or one dish which they had for dinner, that Haggles might not 
know of, if ho liked. 

He was a good man; good and happy. The house brought him in sc 
handsome a yearly income, that he was determined to send his children 
to good schools, and accordingly, regardless of expen^se, Cliarles v/as 
sent to boarding at Dr. Swishtail’s, Sugar-cane Lodge, and little Matilda 
to Miss Peckover’s, Laurentinum House, Clapham. 

Haggles loved and adored the Crawley family .as the .author of all his 
prosperity in life. He had a silhouette of his mistress in his back shop, 
and a drawing of the Porter’s Lodge at Queen’s Crawley, done by tha,t 
spinster herself in India ink—and .the only addition he made to the 
decor.ations of the Curzon Street House was a print of Queen’s Crawley 
in Hampshire, the seat of Sir Walpole Crawley, Baronet, who w.as 
represented in a gilded car drawn by six white horses, and passing by a 
Lake covered with swans, and barges cn^'taining ladies in hoops, and 
musicians with flags and periwigs. Indeed Haggles thought there was 
no such palace in all the world, and no such august family. 

As luck wovfld have it. Haggles’ house in Curzon Street was to let 
when Hawdon and his wife returned to London. Tlie Colonel knew it 
and its owner quite well; the latter’s connexion with the Crawley 
family had been kept up constantly, for Haggles helped hir. Bowls 
whenever Miss Crawley received friends. And the old man not only 
let his house to the Colonel, but ofuci.ated as his butler whenever he 
had company ; Mrs. Haggles operating in the kitchen belowf. and 
sending up dinners of which old Miss Crawley herself might have 
approved. This was the way, then, Crawfey got his house for nothing ; 
for though Haggles h.ad to pay taxes and nates, and the interest of the 
mortgage to the brother butler ; .and the insurance of liis life; and the 
charges for his children at school; and the value of the meat and 
drink which his own family—and for a time that of Colonel Crawley 
too—consumed; and though the poor wretch was utterly ruined by the 
tnansaction, his children being flung on the streets, and himself driven 
into the Fleet Prison : yet somebody must pay even for gentlemen who 
live for nothing a-year—and so it was this unlucky Haggles was made 
the representative of Colonel Crawley’s defective capital. 

I wonder how many himilies arc driven m roguery and to ruin by 
great practitioners in Crawley’s way 1 —how m.any gi-eat noblemen rob 
their petty tradesmen, condescend to swindle their poor retainers out 
of wretched little sums, and cheat for a few'shillings 1 When were.ai 
that a noble noblem.an has left for the continent, or that .another noble 
nobleman has an execution in his house—and that one or other owe 
six or seven millions, the defe.at seems glorious even, and we respect 
the victim in the vastuess of his ruin. But who pities a poor barber ■ 
who can’t get his money for powdering the footmen’s heads; or a poor 
carpenter who has ruined himself by fixing up ornaments and pavilions 





310 


VANITY FAIR. 


patronises, and who has pledged all he is worth, and more, to get the 
liveries ready, which my lord has done him the honour to bespeak 1 
'—^When the great house tumbles down, these miserable wretches fall 
under it unnoticed : as they say in the old legends, before a man goes 
to the devil himself, he sends plenty of other souls thither. 

Rawdon and his wife generously gave their patronage to all such of 
Miss Crawley’s tradesmen and piurveyors as'chose to serve them. Soma 
were willing enough, especially the poor ones. It was wonderful to see 
the pertin.acity with which the w;csherwoman from Tooting brought 
the c.art every Saturday, aud her bills week after week. Mr. Eagglos 
himself h.ad to supply the green-groceries. The bill for servants’ 
porter at the Fortune of War public house is a curiosity in the chro¬ 
nicles of beoiv Every servant also was owed the greater part of his 
wages, and thus kept perforce an interest in the house. Nobody 
in fact was paid. Not the blacksmith who opened the lock; nor the 
glazier who'mended the p.ane ; nor the jobber who let the carriage; 
nor the groom who drove it; nor the butcher who pi’ovidcd the leg 
of mutton ; nor the co.als wliich roasted it; nor the cook who basted 
it; nor the servants who eat it: and this I am giveiT to understand 
is not unfrequently the way in which peoplg_liYe_ elegantly on nothing 
a-yeax. 

l' In a little town such things cannot be done without remark. We 
know there the quantity of milk our neighbour takes, and espy the 
joint or tlie fowls which are going in for his dimier. So, prol5.ably, 
200 ^.’^d 202 in Curzon Street might know what was going on in the 
house between tliem, the servants communicating through the area- 
railings ; but Crawley and tfis wife and his friends did not know 200 
and 202. When j'ou c-uno to 201 there was a hearty welcome, a kind 
smile, a good dinner,, and a jolly shake of the hand from the host and 
hostess there, ^st for all the world, as if they had been undisputed 
masters of three or four thousand a-year—and so they were, not in 
money, but in produce and labour—if tliey did not pay for the mutton, 
they had it; if they did not give bullion in exchange for their wine, 
how should we know ? Never was better claret at any man’s table 
than at honest Eawdon’s ; dinners more gay and ne.atly served. His 
drawing rooms were the prettiest, little, modest salons conceivable; 
they were decorated with the greatest taste, aud a thousand knick- 
knacks from Paris, by Rebecca : and when she sate at her piano trill¬ 
ing songs with a lightsome heart, the stranger voted himself in a 
,1'ttle paradise of domestic comfort, and agreed that if the husband was 
rather stupid, the wife was charming, and the dinners the pleasantest 
in the world. 

Rebecca’s wit, cleverness, and flippancy, made her speedily the vogue 
in London among a certain cljms. You saw demure chariots at her 
door, out of which stepped very great people. You beheld her carriage 
in the park, surrounded by dandies of note. The little box in the 
third tier of the Qpera was crowded with heads constantly changing; 
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but it must be confessed that the ladies held aloof frpia Jier, and that 
their doors were shut to our little advehtufer. 

With regard to the world of female fashion and its customs, the 
present writer of course can only speak at second hand. A man eau 
no more penetrate or understand those mysteries than he can know 
what the ladies talk about wlien they go up stairs afte,j- dinner. It is 
only by inquiry and perseverance, that one sometimes gets hints of 
those secrets; and by a similar diligence every person who treads the 
Pall Mall pavement and frequents tlie clubs of this metropolis, knows, 
either through his own experience or through some acquaintance with 
whom ho plays at billiards or shares the joint, something about the 
.genteel world of London, and how, aiy there are men (sujh as Eawhop'" 
Crawley, whose position we mentioned before,) who cut a good figure- 
to tiie eyes of the ignorant world and to the apjjrentioes in the Park, 
who behold them consorling with the most notorious dandies there, so 
there are ladies, who may bo called men’s women, being welcomed 
(mtirely by all the gentlemen, and cut or "sTIghted by all their wives. 
Mrs. Pirebrace is of this sort; the lady with the beautiful fair ringlets 
whom you see every day in Hyde Park,^urrouuded by the greatest 
imd most famous dandies of this empire. ' Mrs. Kockwmod is another, 
whoso parties arc announced laboriously in the fiishionable news-papers, 
and with whom you see that all sorts of ambassadors and grdat noble¬ 
men dine ; and many more might be mentioned had they to do with 
the history at present in h.aud. But while simple folks who are out of 
til*world, or country people with a taste for the genteel, behold-these 
ladies in their seeming glory in public plg.ces, or envy them from afar 
olf, persons who are better instructed could inform them that these 
envied ladies have no more chance of eiflablishing them.selvos in 
“ society,” than the benighted squire’s wife in Somei'setshire, w'ho 
reads of their doings in the Morniiuj Post. Men living about London! 
are aware of these awful truths. You hear how pitilcs.sly m:uiy ladies j 
of seeming rank and wealth are excluded from this “ society.” The ' 
frantic efforts which they make to enter this circle, the meannesses to 
which they submit, the insults which they undergo, are matters 
of wonder to thoise who take human or womankind for a study; 
and the pursuit of fashion under difficulties would be a fine theme 
for any very great person who had the wit, the leisure, and the 
knowledge of the English language necessary for the compiling of such 
a history. 

Now the few female acquaintances whom Mrs. Crawley had knowj^ 
abroad, not only declined to visit her when she came to this side of 
the channel, but cut her severely when they met in public places. It 
was curious to see how the great ladies forgot her, and no doubt not 
altogether a pleasant study to Rebecca. When Lady Bai’eacres met 
her in the waiting-room at the Opera, she gathered her daughters' 
about her as if they would be contaminated by a touch of Becky, and 
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lior little enemy. To stare Becky out of countenance required a 
severer glance than even the frigid old Bareacres could shoot out of 
her dismal eyes. 'When Lady de la Mole, "who had ridden a score of 
times by Becky’s side at Brussels, met Mrs. Crawley’s open carriage 
in Hyde Park, her Ladyship was quite blind, and could not in the least 
recognise her former friend. Even Mrs. Blenkinsop, the banker’s wife, 
cut her at church. Becky went regularly to church now; it was edify- 
;’ing to see her enter there with Bawdon by her side, carrying a couple 
^ of large gilt prayer-books, and afterwards going through the ceremony 
with the gravest resignation. 

Baw<lon at first felt very acutely the slights which were passed upon 
his wife, and, was inclined to bS' gloomy and savage. He talked of 
calling out the husbands or brothers of every one of the insolent 
women who did not pay a proper respect to his wife ; and it was only 
by the strongest commands and entreaties on her pjirt, that he was 
brought into keeping a decent behaviour. “You can’t shoot me into 
society,” she said, good-naturedly. “ Eemember, my dear, that I was but 
a governess, and yoii, you poor silly old man, have the. .worst reputa¬ 
tion for debt, and dice, and all sorts of wickedness. We shall get quite 
as many friends as wo want by and by, and in the mean while you 
I must be a good boy, and obey your schoolmistress in everything she 
I tells you to do. When we heard that your aunt had left almost every¬ 
thing to Pitt and his wife, do you remember what a rage you were in ? 
You would have told all Paris, if I had not made you keep wur 
temper, and where would you have been now 1 —in prison at Ste.P^lagio 
for debt, hnd not establisljed in London in a handsome house, with 
every comfort about you—you were in such a fury you were ready to 
murder your brother, yod vVicked Cain you, and what good would have 
come of remaining angry 1 All the rage in the world won’t get us 
your aunt’s money; and it is much better that we should be friends 
with your brother’s family than enemies, as those foolish Butes are. 

' "When your father dies. Queen’s Crawley will be a pleasant house for 
1 you and me to pass the winter in. If we are ruined, you can cai-ve 
and take charge of the stable, and I can be a governess to Lady Jane’s 
children. Burned ! fiddlededee ! I will get you a good place before 
- that; or Pitt and his little boy will die, and we will be Sir Bawdon 
and my lady. "While there is life, there is hope, my dear, and I 
intend to make a man of you yet. "Who sold your horses for you ? 
"Who paid your debts for you 1 ” Bawdon was obliged to confess that 
'i:e owed all these benefits to his wife, and to trust himself to her 
' guidance for the future. 

Indeed, when Miss Crawley quitted the world, and that money for 
Vhich all her relatives had been fighting so eagerly w.os finally left to 
Pitt, Bute Crawley, who found that only five thousand pounds had 
been left to him instead of the twenty upon which ho calculated, was 
in such a fury at his disappointment, that he vented it in savage abuse 
upon his nephew; and fEe quarrel always rankling between them 
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ended in an utter breach of intercourse. Eawdon Crawley’s conduct, 
on the other hand, who got but a hundred pounds, was such as to 
astonish his brother and delight his sister-in-law, who was disposed to 
look kindly upon all the members of her husband’s family. He wrote 
to his brother a very frank, manly, good-humoured letter from Paris. 
He was awai-e, he said, that by his own marriage he had forfeited his 
aunt’s favour; and though he did not disguise his disappointment that 
she should have been so entirely relentless towards him, he was glad 
that the money was still kept in their branch of the family, and 
heartily congratulated his brother on his good fortune. He sent his 
affectionate remembrances to his sister, and hoped to have her good¬ 
will for Mrs. Eawdon; and the lejter concluded with a postscript to 
Pitt in the latter lady’s own hand-writing. She, too, be/Jged to join in 
her husband’s congratulations. She should ever remember Mr. Craw¬ 
ley’s kindness to her in early days when she was a friendless orphan, 
the insti-uctressCof his little sisters, in whose welfare she still took the 
tenderest interest. She wished him every happiness in his married 
life, and, asking his permission to offer her remembrances to Lady 
Jane (of whbJe goodness all the world informed her), she hoped 
that one day she might be allowed to present her little boy to his 
uncle and aunt, and begged to bespeak for him their good-will and 
protection. 

Pitt Crawley received this communication very graciously—more 
graciously than Miss Crawley had received some of Eebecca’s previous 
cdilipositions in Eawdon’s hand-writing; and as for Lady Jajip, she 
was so charmed with the letter, that she expected her husband would 
instantly divide her aunt’s legacy into twd equal portions, and send off 
one-half to his brother at Paris. , • 

To her ladyship’s surprise, however, Pitt declined to accommodate 
his brother with a cheque for thirty thousand pounds. But he made v 
Eawdon a handsome offer of his hand whenever the latter should come 
to England and choose to take it; and, thanking Mrs. Crawley for her 
good opinion of himself and Lady Jane, he graciously pronounced 
his willingness to take any opportunity to serve her little boy. 

Thus an almost reconciliation was brought about between the 
brothers, when Eebecca came to town Pitt and his wife were hot in 
Loudon. Many a time she drove by the old door in Park Lane to 
see whether they had taken possession of Miss Crawley’s house there. 
But the new family did not make its appearance; it was only through 
Haggles that she heard of their movements—how Miss Crawled 
domestics had been dismissed with decent gratuities, and how Mr. Pitt 
had only once made his appearance in London, when he stopped for 
a few days at the house, did business with his lawyers there, and sold 
off all Miss Crawley’s French novels to a bookseller out of Bond 
Street. Becky had reasons of her own which c,aused her to long 
for the arrival of her new relation. “When Lady Jane comes,”' 
thought she, “she shall be my sponsor in London society ; and as for, 
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tlie women ! bah ! the women will ask me when they find the men 
want to see me.” 

An article as necessary to .a lady in this position as her Brougham 
or her bouquet, is her companion. I have always admired the way in 
which the tender creatures, who cannot exist without sympathy, hire 
an exceedingly pl.ain friend of their own sex from whom they are 
almost inseparable. Tlie sight of th.at inevitable woman in her faded 
gown seated behind her dear friend in the opera-box, or occupying the 
bivek seat of the barouche, is alwjiys a wholesome and morivl one to me, 
as jolly a reminder as that of the Death’s-head which filmed in the 
i-epasts of Eg3q5tian hon-wvants, t,strange sardonic memori.al of V.anity 
Fair. What It—even battered, brazen, beautiful, conscienceless, heart¬ 
less, Mre. Firebrace, whose father died of her shame: even lovely, 
daring, Mrs. Miintrap, who will ride at any fence which .any m.an in 
England will take, and who drives her greys in the Park, while her 
mother keeps a huxter’s stall in Bath still;—even those who ai'o so 
bold, one might fancy they could face anything, dare, not face the 
wmtM without a female friend. They must have somebody to cling to, 
.the affectionate creatures! And you will hardly see thern'm any 
public place without a shabby companion in a dyed silk, sitting some¬ 
where in the shade close behind them. 

“Rawdon,” said Becky, very late one night, as a party of gentlemen 
were seated round her crackling drawing-room fire (for the men c^ie 
to h«i house to finish the night; and she had ice and coffee for them, 
the best in? London) : “ I must have a sheep-dog.” 

“ A what 1 ” said Eawdbn, looking up from an ScartS table. 

“A sheep-dog!” said'young Lord Southdown. “My dear Mr.s. 
Crawley, what a fancy! Why not have a Diinish dog ? I know of 
one as big as a camel-leopard, by Jove. It would almost pull your 
Brougham. Or a Persian grey-hound, eh ? (I propose, if you please) ; 

1 or a little pug that would go into one of Lord Steyne’s snuff-boxes 1 
There’s a man at Bayswater got one with such a nose that you might, 
—I mark the king .and play,—that you might hang your h.at on it.” 

“ I mark the trick,” Bawdon gi-avely said. He attended to his game 
commonly, .and didn’t much meddle with the conversation except when 
it was about horses and betting. 

“ What can you want with a shepherd's dog ? ” the lively little South- 
.''down continued. 

I mean a moral shepherd’s dog,” said Becky, laughing, and looking 
r 'up at Lord Steyne. 

“ What the devil’s that 1 ” said his Lordship, 
f “A dog to keep the wolves off me,” Bebecca continued. “A com- 
I panion.” 

“Dear little .innocent lamb, you want one,” said the Marquis; and 
his jaw thrust out, and he began to grin hideously, his little eyes leering 
towards Rebecca, 
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The great Lord_of^Steyiie was standing by the fire sipping coffee. 
The fire crackled and blazed pleasantly. There was a score of candles 
sparkling round the mantelpiece, in all sorts of quaint sconces, of gilt 
and bronze and porcelain. They lighted up Bebecca’s figure to admi-’ 
ration, as she sate on a sofa covered with a pattern of gaudy flowers. 
She was in a pink dress, that looked .as fresh as^a rose ; her dazzling! 
white arms and shoulders were half covered, with a £liin hazy scarf 
through wliich they sparkled ; her hair hung in curls round her neck ; 
one of her little feet peeped out from the fresh crisp folds of the silk: 
the prettiest little foot in the prettiest little sandal in the finest silk 
stocking in the world. 

The candles lighted up Lord Steyne’^ shining bald he<ad, which was 
fringed with red hair. Ho had thick bushy eyebrow^ with little 
twinkling bloodshot eyes, surrounded by a thousand wrinkles. His jaw 
w.as underhung, and when he laughed, two white bucljjieeth protruded 
themselves and gtistened savagely in the midst of the grin. He had 
been dining with royal personages, and wore IiLs garter .and ribbon. 
A short man w.as his lordship, broad-chested, and hsm-iegged, but 
proud of the filuness of his foot and ancle, and always caressing his 
garter-knee. 

“And so the Shepherd is not enough,” said he, “to defend his 
lambkin ? ” ■ 

“ The Sliepherd is too fond of playing at cards and going to his clubs,” | 
answered Becky, laughing. ' 

“ ’§lad, what a debauched Corydon ! ” said my lord —“ what a mfinth 
for a ])ipe! ” , 

“ 1 take your throe to two ; ” here said RaVdon, at the card-table. 
“Hark at Mclibmus,” snarled the noble Itfarquis; “he’s pastorally 
occupied too : he’s shearing a Southdown. What an innocent mutton, 
hey 1 Damme, what a snowy fleece ! ” 

Rebecca’s eyes shot out gleams of scornful humour. “ My lord,” she 
said, “you are a knight of the Order.” He had the collar round his 
neck, indeed—a gift of the restored Princes of Spain. 

Lord Steyne in early life h.ad been notorious for his daring and his 
success .at pl.ay. He had sat up two days and two nights with Mr. Fox 
at hazard. Ho had won money of the most .august personages of the 
re.alm : he had won his marquisate, it was s.aid, at the gaming-table 
but he did not like an allusion to those by-gone fredainta. Rebecca 
saw the scowl gathering over his heavy brow. 

She rose up from her sofa, and went and took his coffee-cup out of liii^ 
hand with a little curtsey. “ Yes,” she said, “ I must get a watch-dog. 
But ho won’t b.ark at yoM.” And, going into the other drawing-room, 
she sate down to tlie piano, and began to sing little French songs in 
such a charming, thrilling voice, that the mollified nobleman speedily 
followed her into that chamber, and might be seen nodding his head 
and bowing time over her. 

Rawdon and his friend meanwhile played icarth until they had 
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enough. The Colonel 'won ; but, say that he won ever so much and 
often, nights like these, which occurred many times in the week—^his 
■wife having all the talk and all the admiration, and he sitting silent 
without the circle, not comprehending a word of the jokes, the allusions, 
the mystical language within—^must have been rather wearisome to the 
ex-dragoon. 

“ How is Mrs. Crawley’s husband,” Lord Steyne used to say to him 
by way of a good day when they met: and indeed that was now 
his avocation in life. He was Colonel Crawley no more. He was 
Mrs. Crawley’s husbw^. 

About the littleRawdon, if nothing has been said all this while, it is 
because he is hidden up-stairs in a garret somewhere, or h.as crawled 
below into the kitchen for companionship. His mother sc.arce!y ever 
took notico-of him. He passed the days with his French bonne as long 
as that domestic remained in Mr. Crawley’s family, and when the 
Frenchwoman went away, the little fellow, howling in the loneliness of 
the night, had compassion taken on him by a housemaid, who took him 
out of his solitary nursery into her bed in the garfet hard by, and 
comforted him. 

Rebecca, my Lord Steyne, and one or two more were in the dr.awing- 
room taking tea after the Opera, when this shouting was heard over¬ 
head. “ It’s my cherub crying for his nurse,” she said. She did not 
offer to move to go and see the child. “ Don’t agitate your feelings by 
gMSg to look for him,” said Lord Steyne sardonically. “ Bah ! ” relied 
the other, with a sort of blush, “ he’ll cry himself to sleep; ” and they 
fell to talking about the (jpera. 

^ Eawdon had stolen off though, to look after his son and heir ; and 
came back to the company when he found that honest Dolly was 
consoling the child. The Colonel’s dressing-room was in those upper 
regions. He used to see the boy there in private. They had inter- 
vie'ws together every morning when he shaved; Eawdon minor sitting 
on a box by his father’s side and watching the operation with never 
ceasing pleasure. He and the sire were great friends. The father 
would bring him sweet-meats from the dessert, and hide them in a 
certain old epaulet box, where the child went to seek them, and 
laughed with joy on discovering the ti-casure: laughed, but not too 
loud : for mamma was below asleep and must not be disturbed. She 
did not go to rest till very late, and seldom rose till after noon. 

o Eawdon bought the boy plenty of pictm'e-books, and crammed his 
nursery with toys. Its walls were covered -with pictures pasted up by 
the father’s own hand, and purchased by him for ready money. When 
he was off duty with Mrs. Eawdon in the Park, he would sit up here, 
passing hours with the boy; who rode on his chest, who pulled his 
great mustachios as if they were driving-reins, and spent days with 
him in indefatigable gambols. The room was a low room, and once, 
when the child was not five years old his father, who was tossing him 
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wildly up in his arms, hit the poor little chap’s skull so violently against 
the ceiling, that he almost dropped the child, so terrified was he at the 
disaster. 

Eawdon minor had made up his face for a tremendous howl—^the 
severity of the blow indeed authorised that indulgence: but just as ho 
was going to begin, the father interposed. 

“ For God’s sake. Bawdy, don’t wake mamma,” he cripd. And the 
child looking in a very hard and piteous way at his father, bit his lips, 
clenched his hands, and didn’t cry a bit. Eawdon told that story at 
the clubs, at the mess, to everybody in town. “By Gad, sir,” he 
explained to the public in general, “ what a good plucked one th,at 
boy of mine is—what a trump he is! I half sent his head through- 
the ceiling, by Gad, and he wouldn’t‘(tty for fear of disturbing his, 
mother.” 

Sometimes—once or twice in a week—that lady visited the upper 1 
regions in which t^ie child lived. She came in like a vivified figure out | 
of the Magasin des Modes —blandly smiling in the most beautiful new 
clothes and little gloves and boots. Wonderful scarfs, laces, and jewels 
glittered about, l^er. She had always a new bonnet on: and flowers 
bloomed perpetually in ft: or else magnificent curling ostrich feathers, 
soft and snowy as Camellias. She nodded twice or thrice patronisingly 
to the little boy, who looked up from his dinner or from the pictures of 
soldiers he was painting. When she left the room-an odour of rose, or 
some other magical fragrance lingered about the nuisery. She was ■ 
an unearthly being in his eyes, superior to his father—^to all the world: 
to be worshipped and admired at a distance. To drive with that dady 
in the ejuriage was an awful rite: he sate \^p in the back seat, and did 
not dare to speak: he gazed with all his eyes at the beautifully-dressed 
princess opposite to him. Gentlemen on spleflclid prancing horses camo 
up, and smiled and talked with her. How her eyes beamed upon all of 
them ! Her hand used to quiver and wave gracefully as they passec^ 
When he went out with her he had his new red dress on. His old 
brown holland was good enough when he staid at home. Sometimes, 
when she was away, and Dolly his maid was making his bed, ho came 
into his mother’s room. It was as the abode of a fairy to him—a mystic 
ch.amber of splendour and delights. There in the wardrobe hung those 
wonderful cobos—^pink and blue, and many-tinted. There v® the 
jewel-case, silver-clasped: and the wondrous bronze hand on the 
dressing-table, glistening all over with a hundred rings. There was 
the cheval-glass, that miracle of art, in which he could just see his own 
wondering head, and the reflection of Dolly (que^rly distorted, and 
if up in the ceiling), plumping and patting the pillows of the bed. O, 
thou poor lonely litUe benighted boy ! Mother is the name for God in 
the lips and hearts of little children; and here was one who was 
worshipping a stone! 

JSTow Eawdon Crawley, rascal as the Colonel was, h.ad certain manly 
tendencies of afl'ection in his heart, and could love a child and a woman 
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atill. For Kawdon minor he had a great secret tenderness then, which 
dul not escape Eebecca, though she did not talk about it to her 
husband. It did not annoy her: she was too good-natured. It only 
increased her scorn for him. He felt somehow ashamed of this paternal 
softness, and hid it from his wife—only indulging in it when alone with 
the boy. 

He used to take him out of mornings, when they would go to the 
stables together and to the Park. Little Lord Southdown, the best- 
natured of men, who would make you a present of the hat from his 
h§ad, and whose main occupation in life was to buy knick-knacks that 
he might give them away afterw.ard.s, bought the little chap a pony not 
much bigger than a large rat, the donor said, and on this little black 
Shetland pigmy young Eawdoh’a great father was pleased to mount 
the boy, and to walk by his side in the Park. It plo.ased him to see 
his old quarters, and his old fellow-guardsmen at Knightsbridge : he 
had begun to think of his bachelorhood with something like regret. 
; The old troopers were glad to recognise their ancient oflicer, and dandle 
1 the little Colonel. Colonel Crawley found dining at mess and with his 
brother-officers very pleasant. “ Hang it, I ain’t clever enough for her 
—I know it. She won’t miss me,” he used to say: and he was right: 
his wife did not ipiss him. 

Bebecca was fond of her husband. She was always perfectly good- 
humoured and kind to him. She did not even show her sconi much for 
him; perliaps she liked him the better for being a fool. lie was her 
, upper servant andmatfre Whdtel. He went on her errands : obeyed her 
- ordsrrs without question: drove in the carriage in the ring with her 
without r epining; took her to the Opera-box; solaced liimself at his 
club- during the performance, and came punctually back to fetch her 
when due. He would Have liked her to be a little fonder of the boy: 
but even to that he reconciled himself. “Hang it, you know she’s so 
clever,” he said, “ and I’m not literary and that, you know.” For, as 
we have said before, it requires no great wisdom To br able to win at 
cards and billiards, and Eawdou made no pretensions to any other sort 
of skill. 

"When the companion came, his domestic duties became very light. 
I His wife encouraged him to dine abroad : she would let him off duty at 
I the Opera. “ Don’t stay and stupify yourself at home to-night, my 
. dear,” she would say. “ Some men are coming who will only bore you. 
I would not ask them, but you know it’s for your good, and now I have 
*a sheep-dog, I need not be afraid to be alone.” 

r-y‘A. slieop-dog—^a companion! Becky Sharp with a companion! 
Isn’t it good fun?” thought Mrs. Crawley to herself. The notion 
tickled hugely her sense of humour. 

One Sunday morning, as Eawdon Crawley, his little son, and the 
pony, were taking their accustomed walk in the Park, they passed by 
an old acquaintance of the Colonel’s, Corporal Clink, of the regiment, 
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who was in conversation with a friend, an old gentleman, who held a 
boy in liia arms about the age of little Eawdon. This other youngster 
liad seized hold of the Waterloo medal which the Corporal wore, and 
was examining it with delight. 

“ Good morning, your honour,” said Clink, in reply to the “ How-do,'^' 
Clink i ” of the Colonel. “ This ere young gentleman is about the 
little Colonel’s ago, sir,” continued the Corporal. * 

“ His father was a Waterloo man, too,” said the old gentleman who 
carr ied the boy. “ Wasn’t he, Georgy 1” ^ 

“Yes,” said Georgy. He and the little chap on the pony rvero. looking 
at each other with all their night—solemnly scaiming each other as 
children do. 

“In a line regiment,” Clink said, v^lih a patronising ail*. 

“He was a Captain in the —^th regiment,” said the old gentleman 
rather pompously. “ Captain Geo rge O sborne, sir—^perhaps you knew 
him. He died Kie death oT a hero, sir, fighting against the Corsican 
tyrant.” 

Colonel Crawley blushed quite red. “ I knew him very well, sir,” 
he said, “ anddik wife, his dear little wife, sir—how is she ? ” 

“ She is my daughter, sir,” said th'' old gentleman, pulling down the' 
boy, and taking out a card with great solemnity, which he handed to 
the Colonel. On it was written— 

“Mr. Sedley, Sole Agent for the Black Diamond and Anti-Cinder 
Coal Association, Bunker’s Wharf, Thames Street, and Anna-Maria 
Cottages, Fulham Eoad West.” , 

Little Georgy went up and looked at the Shetland pony. , 

“Should you like to have a ridel” saM Eawdon minor from the 
saddle. • • 

“ Yes,” said Georgy. The Colonel, who h.ad been looking at him with 
some interest, took up the chUd and put him on the pony behind 
Eawdon minor. 

“ Take hold of him, Georgy,” he said, “ take my little boy round the 
w.aist—his n.ame is Eawdon.” And both the children began to laugh. 

“You won’t see a prettier pair, I think, this summer’s day, sir,” said 
the good-natured Corporal; and the Colonel, the Corporal, and old 
Mr. Sedley with his umbrella, walked by the side of the children. 


CIIAPTEE XXXVin. 

A FAMILT IN A VERT SMAIC WAT. 

We must suppose little George Osborne has ridden from Knights- 
bridge towards Fulham, and will stop and make inquiries at that 
village regarding some friends whom we have left there. How is Mrs. 
Amelia after the stonn of, .Waterloo ? Is she living and thriving 1 
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Wiat has come of Major Dobbin, whose cab was alwa 3 rs hankering 
aimt her premises ? and are there any_neaa-.of tjie Collector of 
l^ggleywoliali ? The facts concerning the latter arc briefly these: 

'"Our worthy fat friend Joseph Sedley retujned.tojjidia not long after 
his escape from Brussels. Either his furlough was up, or he dreaded 
to meet any witnesses of his Waterloo flight. However it might be, he 
j went back to his duties in Bengal, very soon after Napoleon had taken 
lap his residence at Saint Helena, where Jos saw the ex-emperor. To 
*hear Mr. Sedley talk on board ship you would have supposed that it 
was not the first time he and the Corsican had met, and that the 
.^Tivilian had bearded the French General at Mount St. Jolm. He had 
a thousand anecdotes about the famous battles; he knew the position 
of every regiment, and the loss Which each had incurred. He did not 
deny that he had been concerned in those victories—that he had been 
with the army, and carried dispatches for the Duke of Wellington. 
And he described what the Duke did and said on eyery conceivable 
moment of the day of Waterloo, with such an accurate knowledge of 
his Grace’s sentiments .and proceedings, that it was cleai- he must have 
been by the conqueror’s side throughout the day; though, as a non- 
combatant, his name was not mentioned in the public documents 
relative to the battle. Perhaps he actually worked himself up to 
believe that he had been engaged with the army ; cei'tain it is that 
ho made a prodigious sensation for some time at Calcutta, and was 
called Waterloo Sedley during the whole of his subsequent stay in 
Ben"^. . 

The bills which Jos had given for the purcliase of those unlucky 
horses were paid without qyestion by him and his agents. He never 
was heard to allude to the bargain, and nobody knows for a certainty 
what beciune of the horses'; or how he got rid of them, or of Isidor, his ' 
Belgian servant, who sold a grey horse, very like the one which Jos 
rode, at Valenciennes sometime during the autumn of 1815. 

Jos’s London agents had orders to pay one hundred and twenty 
pounds yearly to his piirents .at Fulham. It was the chief support of 
the old couple ; for Mr. Sedley’s speculations in life subsequent to his 
bankruptcy did not by any means retrieve the broken old gentleman’s 
fortune. He tried to be a wine-merchant, a coal-merchant, a commis¬ 
sion-lottery agent, &c., &c. He sent round prospectuses to his friends 
; whenever he took a new trade, and ordered a new brass plate for the 
|door, and talked pompously about making his fortune still. But 
'Fortune never came back to the feeble and stricken old man. One by 
"due his friends dropped off, and were weary of buying dear coals and 
bad wine from him ; and there was only his wife in all the world wlio' 
fancied, when he tottered off to the city of a morning, that ho was still 
doing any business there. At evening he crawled slowly back; and he 
nsed to go of nights to a little club at a tavern, where he disposed of 
the finances of the nation. It was wonderful to hear him talk about 
millions, and agios, and discoimts, and what Eothsohild was doing, and 
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Baring Brothers. He talked of such vast sums that the gentlemen of 
the club (the apothecary, the undertaker, the great carpenter and 
builder, the parish clerk, who was allowed to come stealthily, and 
Mr. Clapp, our old acquaintance,) respected the old gentleman. “I 
was better off once, sir,” he did not fail to tell everybody who “used 
the room.” “My son, sir, is at this minute chief magistrate of 
Eanigunge in the Presidency of Bengal, and touching hiS four thousand 
mpees per mensem. My daughter might be a Colonel’s lady if she 
liked. I might draw upon my son, the first magistrate, sir, for two 
thousand pound to-mowow, and Alexander would cash my bill, down 
sir, down on the counter, sir. But the Sedleys were always a proud 
family.” You and I, my dear reader^ piay drop into this conditionione 
d.-iy : for have not many of our friends attained it 1 Our luck may 
fail: our powers forsake us: our place on the boards be taken by 
better and younger mimes—the chance of life roll away and leave us 
shattered and sCrandeilr" Then men will walk across the road when 
they meet you—or, worse still, hold you out a couple of fingers and 
patronise you in a pitying way—then you will know, as soon as your 
back is turned,* that your iiiend begins with a “ Poor devil, what 
imprudences he has committed, what chances t/iai chap has thrown 
away! ” Well, well—a carriage and three thousand a-year is not the 
summit of the reward nor the end of God’s judgment of men. If 
quacks prosper as often as they go to the wall—^if zanies succeed and 
knaves arrive at fortune, and, vice versd, sharing ill luck and prosperity 
for all the world like the ablest and most honest amongst us—say, 
brother, the gifts and pleasures of Vanity Fair cannot be held of any 
great account, and that it is probable ... * but we are wandering out 
of the domain of the story. • • 

Had Mrs. Sedley been a woman of energy, she would have exerted it 
after her husband’s ruin, and, occupying a large house, would have 
taken in ooardera. The broken Sedley would have acted weU as the 
boarding-house landlady’s husband; the Munoz of private life ; the 
titular lord and master: the carver, house-steward, and humble 
husband of the occupier of the dingy throne. I have seen men of good 
brains and breeding, and of good hopes and vigour once, who feasted 
squires aftd kept hunters in their youth, meekly cutting up legs of . 
mutton for rancorous old harridans, and pretending to preside over 
their dreaiy tables—but Mrs. Sedley, we say, had not spirit enough to 
bustle about for “a few select inmates to join a cheerful musical 
family,” such as one reads of in the Times. She was content 
. a the shore where fortune had stranded her—:and you could see that 
the career of this old couple was over. 

I don’t think they were unhappy. Perhaps they were a little prouder 
in their downfall than in their prosperity. Mrs. Sedley was always a 
great person for her landlady, Mrs. C3app, when she descended and 
passed many hours with her in the basement or ornamented kitchen. 
The Irish maid Betty Flannagan’s bonnets and ribbons, her saucinesa 
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her idlenesat'her reckless prodigality of kitchen candles, her consumption 
of tea and sugar, and so forth, occupied and amused the old lady ahnost 
as much as the doings of her former household, when she had Sambo and 
the coachman, and a groom, and a footboy, and a housekeeper with a 
regiment of female domestics—^her former household, about which the 
good lady talked a hundred times a^day. And besides Betty Flanagan, 
Mrs. Sedley ha'd all the malds-of-all-work in the street to superintend. 
She knew how each tenant of the cottages paid or owed his little rent. 
She stepped aside when Mrs. Bougemont the actress passed with her 
dubious family. She flung up her head when Mrs. Pestler, the 
fcpothecary’s lady, drove by in her husband’s professional one-horse 
chaise. Sho had colloquies witji the greengi-ocer about the pennorth 
of turnips -fehich Mr. Sedley foved: she kept an eye upon the 
milkman, and the baker’s boy; and made visitations to the butcher, 
who sold hundreds of oxen very likely with less ado than was 
made about Mrs. Sedley’s loin of mutton: and '^she counted the 
potatoes under the joint on Sundays, on which days, dressed in 
her best, she went to church twice and read Blair’s- Sermons in 
the evening. • 

On that day, for “ business” prevented him on week day^.from taking 
such a pleasure, it was old Sedley’s delight to take out his little 
grandson Gleorgy to- the neighbouring Parks or Kensington Gardens, to 
see the soldiers or to feed the ducks. Georgy loved the red-coats, and 
his grandpapa told him how his &ther had been a famous soldier, 
and .introduced him to many sergeants and others with Waterloo 
medals on their breasts, to whom the old grandfather pompously 
presented the child as the son of Captain Osborne of the —th, who 
died gloriously on the g'orious 18th. lie has been known to treat 
some of these non-commissioned gentlemen to a glass of porter, 
and, indeed, in their first Sunday walks was disposed to spoil little 
Georgy, sadly gorging the boy with apples and parliament, to the 
detriment of his health—until Amelia declared that Gteorge should 
Jiever go out with his grandpapa, unless the latter promised solemnly, 
auci on his honour, not to give the cliild any cakes, lollipops, or stall 
produce whatever. 

Between Mra. Sedley and her daughter there was a sort of coolness 
aoout this boy, and a secret jealousy—for one evening in George’s very 
varly'days, Amelia, who had been seated at work in their little parlour 
scarcely remarking that the old lady had quitted the room, ran up stairs 
;,,^gG^;uctively to the nursery at the cries of tho cliild, who had been 
asleep until that moment--and there found Mrs. Sedley in the act of 
surreptitiously administering Daffy’s Elixir to the infant. Amelia, tho 
gentlest and sweetest of every-day mortals, when she found this 
meddling with her m.atemal authority, thrilled and trembled all over 
with anger. Her cheeks, ordinarily pale, now flashed up, until they 
were as red as they used to be when she was a child of twelve years old. 
She seized the-baby out of her mother’s arms, and then grasped at the 
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buttle, leaving the old lady gaping at her, furioos, and holding the 
guilty tea-Bpoon. 

Amelia flung the bottle crashing into the fire-place. “I -will •mi v 
have baby poisoned, mamma,” cried Emmy, rocking the infant about 
violently-with both her arms round him. and turning with flashing eye«i 
at her mother. 

“ Poisoned, Amelia! ” said the old lady ; " this language to me 1 ” , 

“ He shall not have any medicine but that which Mr. PesUer sends 
for him. He told me that Dafiy’s Elixir was poison.” 

•‘Very good: you think I’m a murderess then,” replied Mrs. Sedley. 
“This is the language you use to your mother.’ I have met with 
misfoitunes : I have sunk low in lifeI have kept my carriage, and 
now walk on foot: but I did not know I was a mmderes.^ before, and 
thank you for the •news” 

“ Mamma,” said the poor girl, who was always ready for tears—“ you ■ 
shouldn’t be hardTipon me. I—didn’t mean—mean, I did not wish 
to say you would do any wrong to this dear child: only —" 

“ O, no, my love—only that I was a murderess ; in which case, I had 
better go to the ‘Old Bailey. Though I didn’t poison yote, when you 
were a child; but gave you the best of education, and the most 
expensive masters money could procure. Yes; I’ve nursed five 
children, and buried three; and the one I loved the best of all, and 
tended through croup, and teething, and measles, and hooping-cough, 
and brought up with foreign masters, regardless of expense, and with 
accomplishments at Minerva House—which I never had when I vaas a 
girl—when I was too glad to honour my father and mother, that I 
might live long in the land, and to be uleful, and not’to mope all 
day in my room and act the fine lady—saya 4’m a murderess. Ah, 
Mrs. Osborne ! may you never nourish a viper in your bosom, that’s 
my prayer.” 

“Mamma, mamma!” cried the bewildered girl: and the child in her 
arms set up a frantic chorus of shouts. 

“ A murderess, indeed ! Go down on your knees and pray to God to^ 
cleanse your wicked ungrateful heart, Amelia, and may He forgive you 
;i3 I doand Mrs. Sedley tossed out of the room, hissing out the 
word poison, once more, and so ending her charitable benediction. 

Till the termination of her natural life, this breach between Mrs- 
Sedley and her daughter was never thorougUj mended. The quarrel 
gave the elder lady numberless advantages which she did not fail to 
turn to account with female ingenuity and perseverance. For instan«i^ 
she scarcely spoke to Amelia for many weeks afterwards. She warned 
the domestics not to touch the child, as Mrs. Osborne might be offended. 
She asked her daughter to see and satisfy herself that there was no 
poison prepared in the little daily messes that were concocted for 
Georgy. AVlien neighbours asked after the boy’s health, she referred 
them pointedly to Mrs. Osborne. SJie never ventured to ask whether *■ 
the baby was well or not. jS/ie would not touch the child although he i 
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■was her grandson, and own precious darling, for she was not used to 
children, and might kill it. And whenever Mr. Pestler came upon his 
healing inquisition, she received the Doctor with such a sarcastic and 
scornful demeanour, as made the surgeon declare tliat not Lady Thistle- 
wood herself, wliora he had the honour of attending professionally, 
could give herself greater airs than old Mrs. Sedley, from whom he never 
took a fee. And very likely Emmy was jealous too, upon her pwii.part, 
as what mother is not, of those who would manage her children for 
her, or become candidates for the first place in then- affections 1 It is 
, certain that when anybody nursed the child, she was uneasy, and that 
I she would no more allow Mrs. Clapp or the domestic to dress or tend 
[ him, than she would have let. .them wash her husband’s miniature 
which hung up over her little bed ;—the same little bed from which the 
poor girl had gone to his : and to which she retired now for many long, 
silent, tearful, but happy yeare. 

'■ In this room was all Amelia’s heart and treasure. ’ Here it was that 
sho’lended her boy, and watched him through the many ills of child¬ 
hood, with a constant passion of love. The elder George returned in 
him somehow, only improved, and as if come back from heaven. In a 
hundred little tones, looks, and movements, the child was so like his 
father, that the widow’s heart thrilled as she held him to it; and 
he would often ask the cause of her tears. It was because of his like¬ 
ness to his father, she did not scruple to tell him. She talked constantly 
to him about this dead father, and spoke of her love for George to the 
innocent and wondering child ; much more than she ever had done to 
George himself, or to any confidante-of her youth. To her parents she 
never talked about this matter ; shrinking from baring her heart to 
them. Little George very likely could understand no better than they ; 
but into his ears she poured her sentimental secrets unreservedly, and 
into his only. The very joy of this woman was a sort of grief, or so 
tender, at least, that its expression was tears. Her sensibilities were 
so weak and tremulous, that perliaps they ought not to be talked about 
in a book. I was told by Dr. Pestler (now a most flourishing lady’s 
physician, with a sumptuous dark-green carriage, a prospect of speedy 
knighthood, and a house in Manchester Square), that her grief at 
weaning the child was a sight that would have unmanned a Herod. 
He was very soft-hearted many years ago, and his wife was mortally 
jealous of Mra. Amelia, then and long afterwards. 

, Perhaps the Doctor’s lady had good reason for her jealousy; most 
iiwmen shared it, of those who formed the small circle of Amelia’s 
acquaintance, and were quite angry at the enthusiasm with which the 
' other sex regai-ded her. Por almost all men who came near her loved 
iier; though no doubt they would be at a loss to tell you why. She was 
not brilliant, nor witty, nor wise overmuch, nor extraordinarily h.and- 
some. But wherever she went she touched and charmed every one of 
the male sex, as invariably as she awakened the scorn and incredulity 
of her own sisterhood. I think it was her w:eaknes8 which was hei 
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principal charm:—a kind of sweet submission and softness, which 
seemed to'a^eal to each man shemei for his sympatuy'and protection! 
We have seen how in the regiment, though she spoke but to few of 
George’s comrades there, all the swords of the young fellows at tli^ 
mess-table would have leapt from their scabbards to fight round her i 
and so it was in the little narrow lodging-house and cirple of FulhamJ 
she interested and pleased everybody. If she had been Mrs. Mango 
herself, of the great house of Mango, Plantain, & Co., Crutched Friars^ 
and the magnificent proprietress of the Pineries, Pdlham, who gave 
summer deje&nes frequented by Dukes and Earls, and drove about the 
parish with magnificent yellow liveries and bay hoises, such as the 
royal stables at Kensington'themsclwee could not turn oijt—I say had 
she been Mrs. Mango herself, or her son’s wife, Lady Mary Mango 
(daughter of the Earl of Castlemouldy, who condescended to many the 
head of the firm^ the tradesmen of the neighbourhood could not pay 
her more honour than they invariably showed to the gentle young 
widow, when she passed by their doors, or made her humble purchases 
at their shops. 

Thus it was not only Mr. Pestler, the medical man, birt Mr. Linton 
the young assistant, who doctored the servant maids and small'frades- 
mcn, and might be seen any day I'eading the Times in the surgery, who 
openly declared himself the slave of Mrs. Osborne. He was a person¬ 
able young gentleman, more welcome at Mrs. Sedley’s lodgings than 
his principal; and if anything went wrong with Georgy, he would drop 
in twice or thrice in the day, to see the little chap, and without solnuch 
as the thought of a fee. He would abstr^t lozenges, tamatinds, and 
other produce from the surgery drawers for little Georgy’s benefit, and 
compounded draughts and mixtures for hinf 8f miraculous sweetne.ss, 
so that it was quite a pleasure to the child to be ailing. He and 
Pestler, his chief, sate up two W'hole nights by the boy in that 
momentous .and awful week when Georgy had the measles ; and when 
you would have thought, from the mother’s terror, that there had 
never been measles in the world before. Would they have done as 
much for other people 1 Did they sit up for the folks at tho Pineries, 
when Ralph Plantagenct, and Gwendoline, and Guinever M.ango had 
the same juvenile comjdaint ? Did they sit up for little Mary Cl.app, 
the landlord’s daughter, who actually caught tho disease of little 
Georgy 1 Truth compels one to say, no. They slept quite undis¬ 
turbed, at loiist as far ns she was concerned—pronounced hers to be a 
slight case, which would almost cure itself, sent her in a draught 
and threw in bark when the child rallied, with perfect indifference, and 
just for form’s sake. 

Again, there was the little French chevalier opposite, who gave 
lessons in his native tongue at various schools in tho neighbourhood, 
and who might be heard in his apartment of nights playing tremulous 
old gavottes and minuets, on a wheezy old fiddle. Whenever this 
powdered and courteous old man, who never missed a Sunday at the 
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convent chapel at Hammersmith, and who was in all respects, thon.vhta, 
conduct, and bearing, utterly unlike the bearded savages of his nation, 
who curae perfidious Albion, and scowl at you from over their cigars, 
in the Quadrant arcades at the present day—whenever the old Chevalier 
de Talonrouge spoke of Mistress Osborne, he would first finish his pinch 
of snuff, flick a;«ray the remaining particles of dust with a graceful wave 
of his hand, gather up his fingers again intfl a.^bnnah, and, bringing 
them up to Kis nioufEJ hlow.them QB^n with a kiss, exclaiming. Ah I 
UadMne eriatnr e I He'rowea ancT^tested that when Amelia walked 
in"the iSrbmpton Lanes flowe m grew in profusion un^®:_fesr.feet. Ho 
called little Georgy Cupid, and asked Turn news of “^nus, his mamma; 
and told the astonished Betty Flannagan that she was one of the Graces, 

I and the favourite attendant of the Rcine des Arnm.r&. 

Instances might be multiplied of this easily gained and unconscious 
popularity. Did not Mr. Binny, the mild and genteel curate of the 
district chapel, which the family attended, call assiduously upon the 
widow, dandle the little boy on his knee, and offer to teach him Latin, 
to the anger of the elderly virgin, his sister, who kept house for him ? 
“ There is nothing in her, Beilby,” the latter lady would say. “ When 
she comes to tea here she does not speak a word during the whole 
evening. She is but a poor lackadaisical creature, and it is my belief 
has no heart at all. It is only her pretty face which all you gentlemen 
admire so. Miss Grits, who has five thousand pounds, and expectations 
besides, has twice as much character, and is a thousand times more 
agreeable to taste ; and if she were good-looking 1 know that you 
would think her perfection.” 

■'• Very likely Miss Binny was right to a great extent. It is the pretty 
face which creates sympituy in the hearts of men, those wicked rogues. 
A woman may possess ^e_jpad 2 ffli nnd -ehastity. oOIiaerva, and we 
give no heed to her, if she has a plain face. What folly will not a 
pair of bright eyes make pardonableT "What dulness may not red lips 
and sweet accents render pleasant J And so, ■with their usual sense of 
justice, ladies argue that because a woman is handsome, therefore she 
is a fool. Oh ladies, ladies! there are sotno of you who are neither 
handsome nor wise. . , 

These are but trivial incidents to recount in the life of our heroine. 
Her tale does not deal in wonders, as the gentle reader has already no 
doubt perceived ; and if a journal had been kept of her proceedings 
during the seven years after the birth of her son, there would be found 
'"incidents more remarkiible in it than that of the measles, recorded 
•in the foregoing page. Yes, one day, and greatly to her wonder, the 
Beverend Mr. Binny, just mentioned, asked her to change her name of 
Osborne for hw own; when, with deep blushes, and tears in her eyes 
and voice, she thanked him for his regard for her, expressed gratitude 
for his attentions to her and to her poor little boy, but said that she 
never, never could think of any but—but the huhband whom she 
had lost. 
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On the twenty-fifth of April, and the eighteenth of Jnne, the days of 
tnarriage. nnd ttfidowhood, she kept her room entirdy, eo nseerat ing 
them (and we do not know how many hours of solitary night-thought, 
her little boy sleeping in his crib by her bedside) to the memory of 
that departed friend. During the day .she was more active. She had 
tp teitc)i George to read and to write, and a little to djaw. She read 
books^n order that she might tell him stories from them. As his ej'es. 
oycncd, and his mind expanded, under the influence of the outward j 
nature round about him, she taught the child, to the beat of her humble 
power, to acknowledge the Maker of all; aud every night and eytsy 
morning he and she—(in that awful and touching communion which I 
think must bring a thrill to the hearbof every man whij witnesses or 
who remembers it)—the mother and the little boy—^prayed_ ^ Our 
Father together, the mother pleading with all her gentle iieait;, the 
child' lining aftjr her as she spoke. And each time they prayed to| ’ 
God to bless dear papa, as if he were alive and in the room with them.1 
To wash and dress this young gentleman—^to take him for a run of 
the mornings, ^efore breakfast, and the retreat of grandpapa for 
“business”—to make for him the most wonderful and ingenious 
dresses, for which end the thrifty widow cut up and altered every 
available little bit of finery which she possessed out of her wardrobe 
during her marriage—for Mrs. Osborne herself, (greatly to her mother’s 
vexation, who preferred fine clothes, especially since her misfortunes) 
always wore a black gown, and a straw bonnet with a black ribbon— 
occupied her many hours of the day. Others she had to spare, at the 
service of her mother ana her old father. ,Sho had taken thp pains to 
learn, and used to play cribbage with this gentleman on the nights 
when he did not go to his club. She sang*for him when, he was so 
minded, and it was a good sign, for he invariably fell into a comfortable 
sleep during the music. She wrote out his numerous memorials, 
letters, prospectuses, and projects. It was in her hand-writing that 
most of the old gentleman’s former acquaintances were informed that 
he had become an agent for the Black Diamond and Anti-Cinder Coal 
Company, and could supply his friends and the public with the best 
coals at —s. per chaldron. All he did was to sign the circulaft with 
his flourish and signature, and direct them in a shaky, clerk-like hand. 
One of these papers was sent to Major Dobbin, — Begt., care of 
Messrs. Cox and Greenwood ; but the Major being in Madras at the 
time, had no particular call for coals. He knew, though, the hand 
which had written the prospectus. Good God ! what would h#®**!-.- 
have given to hold it in his own! A second prospectus came out, 
informing the Major that J. Sedley and Company, having established 
agencies at Oporto, Bordeaux, and St. Mary’s, were enabled to ofler to 
their friends and the public generally, the finest and most celebrated 
growths of ports, sherries, and claret wines at reasonable prices, and 
under extraordinary advantages. Acting upon this hint, Dobbin 
furiously canvassed the governor, the oommander-in-chief, the judges 
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the regiments, and everybody -whom he knew in the Presidency, and 
sent home to Sedley and Co. orders for wine which perfectly astonished 
Mr. Sedley and Mr. Clapp, who was fhe~C6. in the business. Bu^no 
move orders came after that first burst of good fortune, on which poor 
old Sedley was about to build a house in the city, a regiment of clerks, 
a dock to hinnself, and correspondents all over the world.. The old 
gentleman’s former taste in wine had gone: the curses of thapnes^ 
'room jissailed Major Dobbin for the vile drinks he had been the mea^p 
of introducing there ; and ho boughf”back a great quantity of the 
wine, and sold it at public outcry, at an enormous loss to himself. 
As for Jos, who was by this time promoted to a seat at the Eeyenue 
Board aT; Calcutta, he was wild wath rage when the post brought him 
out a bundle of these bacchanalian prospectuses, with a private note 
from his father, telling Jos that his senior counted upon him in this 
enterprise, and had consigned a quantity of select wines to him, as per 
I invoice, drawing bills upon him for the amount of the same. Jos, who 
j would no more have it supposed that his father, Jos Sedley’s father, of 
the Board of Revenue, was a wine merchant asking for orders, than 
that he was Jack Ketch, refused the bills with scorn. Wrote back con- 
tumeliously to the old gentleman, bidding him to mind his own affairs; 
’ and the protested paper coming back, Sedley and Co. had to take it up, 
with the profits which they had made out of the Madras venture, and 
with a little portion of Emmy’s savings. 

Besides her pension of fifty pounds a-year, there had been five 
hundred pounds, as her husband’s executor stated, left in the agent’s 
hands at the time of Osborne’s demise, which stm, as George’s guardian, 
Dobbin proposed to put out at 8 per cent, in an Indian house of agency. 
Mr. Sedley, who thought the Major had some roguish intentions of his 
own'about the money, was sti'ongly against this plan; and he went to 
the agents to protest personally against the employment of the money 
in question, when he learned, to his surprise, that there had been no 
such sum in their hands, that all the late Captain’s assets did not 
amount to a hundred pounds, and that the five hundred pounds in 
question must be a separate sum, of which Major Dobbin knew the 
particulars. More than ever convinced that there was some roguerj', 
old Sedley pursued the Major. As his daughter’s nearest friend, ho 
demanded with a high hand, a statement of the late Captain’s accounts. 
Dobbin’s stammering, blushing, and awkwardness added to the other’s 
convictions that he had a rogue to deal with; and in a majestic tone 
iSf*t 9 ld.,.that officer a piece of his mind, as he called it, simply 
stating his belief "that the Major was nnl.awfiilly ^i;t..ainitig his Late 
son-in-law's money. -- 

Dobbin at this lost all patience, and if his accuser had not been so 
old and so broken, a quarrel might have ensued between them at the 
Slaughter Coffee-house, in a box of which place of entertainment the 
gentlemen had their colloquy. “ Come up stairs, sir,” lisped out the 
Major. “ I insist on your coming up stairs, and I will show which is 
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the injured party, poor George or I; ” and, dragging the old gentle^ 
man up to his bed-room, he produced from his desk Osborne’s accounts, 
and a bundle of IO U’s -which the latter had given, who, to do him 
justice, was always ready to give an I 0 U. “He paid his bills in 
England,” Dobbin added, “but he had not a hundred pounds in the 
world when he fell. I and one or two of his brother-ojficers made up 
the little sum, which was all that we could spare, and you dare tell us 
that we are trying to cheat the widow and the orphan.” Sedley was 
very contrite and humbled, though the fact is, that William Dobbin 
had told a great falseTrrod to the old gentleman ; having himself given ■ 
everyabilling^ of the money, having buried his friend, and paid all' 
tm; fees and charges incident upon ti* calamity and reipoval of poor 
Amelia. 

About these expenses old Osborne had never given himself-any 
trouble to think,,nor any other relative of Amelia, nor Amelia herself, 
indeed. She trusted to Major Dobbin as an acoovmtant, took his 
somewhat confused calculations for granted: and never once suspected 
how much she -^as in his debt. 

Twice or thrice in the year, according to her promise, she wrote^, 
him letters to Madras,' letters all about little Georgy. How he 
treasured these papers ! 'WTienever Amelia wrote he answered, and 
not until then. But he sent over endless remembrances of himself to 
his godson and to her. He ordered and sent a box of scarfs, and a 
grand ivory set of chess-men from China. The pa-wns were little 
green and white rden, -with real swords and shields; the knight? were 
on horseback, the castles were on the backs of elephant? “Mrs. 
Mango’s own set at the Pineries was not so fine,” Mr. Pestler re-' 
marked. These chess-men were the deliglil of Georgy’s life, who 
printed his first letter in acknowledgment of this gift of his godpapa. 
He sent over preserves and pickles, which latter the young gentleman 
tried sun-eptitiously in the sideboard, and half-killed himself rvith eat¬ 
ing. Ho thought it was a judgment upon him for stealing, they were so 
hot. Emmy wrote a comical little account of this mishap to the 
Major: it pleased him to think that her spirits were rallying, and tliat 
she could be merry sometimes now. He sent over a pair of shawls, a ' 
white one for her, and a black one with palm-leaves for her mother, j 
.and a pair of red scarfs, as winter wrappers, for old Mr. Sedley and 
George. The shawls were worth fifty guineas a piece at the very 
least, as Mrs. Sedley knew. She wore hers in state at church at 
Brompton, and was congratulated by her female friends upon'ihfe-'’ 
splendid acquisition. Emmy’s, too, became prettily her modest black 
gown. “What a pity it is she wont think of him,” Mrs. Sedley 
remarked to Mi-s. Clapp, and to all her friends of Brompton. “Jos 
never sent us such presents, I am sure, and grudges us everything. 

It is,evident that the Major is over he^ and ears in love withber; 
and yet, whenever I so much as hint it, she turns red and begins to 
cry, and goes and sits upstairs with her miniature. I’m sick of that 
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miniature. I wish we had never seen those odious purse-proud 
Oshomes.” 

Amidst such humble scenes and associates George’s early youth was 
^ passed, and the boy grew up delicate, sensitive, imperious, woman-bred 
— domineering the gentle mother whom he loved with passionate 
affectiofi. He ruled all the rest of the little world round about him. 
As he grew, Hie elders were amazed at his haught y m anner and his 
constant likeness to his father. He asked questions about everything, 
ns inquiring youth wUl do. The profundity of his remarks sind inter¬ 
rogatories astonished his old grandfather, who perfectly bored the club 
at the tavern with stories about the little lad’s learning and genius. 
He suffered hia grandmother wife a good-humoured indifference. The 
small circle round about him believed that the equal of the boy did 
not exist upon the earth. Georgy inherited his fiither’s pride, and 
perhaps thought they were not wrong. 

^ When he grew to be about six years old, Dobbin began to write to 
him very much. The Major wanted to hear that Georgy was going 
to a school, and hoped he would acquit himself with credit there : or 
would he have a good tutor at home 1 it was time that he should begin 
to learn; and his godfather and guardian hinted that he hoped to bo 
allowed to defray the charges of the boy’s education, which would fall 
heavily upon his mother’s straitened income. The Major, in a word, 
was always thinking about Amelia and her little boy, and by orders to 
his agents kept the latter provided with picture-books, paint-boxes, 
desks,’ and all conceivable implements of amusement and instruction. 
Three dajs before George’^ sixth birth-day, a gentleman in a gig. 
accompanied by a servantj^ drove up to Mr. Sedley’s house, and asked 
to see Master George Osborne : it was Mr. Woolsey, military tailor, of 
Conduit Street, who came at the Major’s order to measure^fhe young 
gentleman for a suit of cloth clothes. He had had the honour of 
making for the Captain, the young gentleman’s father. 

Sometimes, too, and by the Major’s desire no doubt, his sisters, the 
Misses Dobbin, would call in the family carriage to take Amelia and 
the little boy a drive if they were so inclined. The patronage and 
kindness of these ladies was very uncomfortable to Amelia, but she 
.bore it meekly enough, for her nature was to yield; and, besides, the 
carriage and its splendours gave little Georgy immense pleasure. The 
ladies begged occasionally that the child might pass a day with them, 
and he was always glad to go to that fine garden-house at Denmark 
where they lived, and where there were such fine gi’apes in the 
hot-houses and peaches on the walla. 

One day they kindly came over to Amelia with news which they 
were mre would delight her—something very interesting about their 
dear William. 

“■What was it: was he coming home ?” she asked with pleasure 
beaming in her eyes. 

“ Oh, no—^not t’ne least—^but they had very good reason to bdieva 



that dear 'William was about to be married—and to a relation of a very ^ 
dear friend of Amelia’s—^to Miss Glorvina O’Dowd, Sir Michael 
O’Dowd’s sister, who had gone out to join Lady O’Dowd at Madras— 
a very beautiful and accomplished girl, everybody said.” 

Amelia said “ Oh ! ” Amelia was very very happy indeed. But she 
supposed Glorvina could ndf^be like her old acquaLq;tance, who was 
most kind—^but—^but she was very happy indeed. And by some 
impulse, of which I cannot explain the meaning, she took George in 
her arms and kissed him with an extraordinary tenderness. Her eyes 
wei’e quite moist when she put the child down; and’she scarcely sjmke 
a word during the whole of the drive—^though she was so very happy 
indeed. • • 


• CHAPTEE XXXIX. 

a CYNICAL CUAPTER. 

t' 

OuE duty not^ takes us back for a brief space to some old Hampshire 
acquaintances of ours, whose hopes respecting the disposal of their rich 
kinswoman’s property were so wofully disappointed. After counting 
upon thirty thousand pounds from his sister, it was a heavy blow to 
Bute Crawley to receive but five; out of which sum, when he had paid 
his own debts and those of Jim, his son at college, a very small- 
fragment remained to portion off his four plain daughters. Mi-a Bute 
never knew, or at least never acknowledge^ how far her own tyrannous 
behaviour had tended to ruin her husband. All that woman could do, 
she vowed and protested she had done. tVaJ it her fault if she did not 
possess those sycophantic arts which her hypocritical nephew, Pitt; 
Crawley, practised? She wished him all the happiness which, he 
merited out Of his ill-gotten gains. “At least the money will remain 
in the family,” she said, charitably. “ Pitt will never spend it, my 
dear, that is quite certain; for a greater miser does not exist in 
■England, and he is as odious, though in a different way, as his spendthrift 
brother, the abandoned Bawdon.” 

So Mrs. Bute, after the first shock of rage and disappointment, began 
tc accommodate herself as best she could to her altered fortunes, and to 
save and retrench with all her might. She instructed her daughteiu 
how to bear poverty cheerfully, and invented a thousand notable 
methods to conceal or evade it. She took them about to ballswcwi,.. 
public places in the neighbourhood, with praiseworthy energy: nay, 
she entertained her friends in a hospitable comfortable manner at the 
Bectory, and much more frequently than before de.ar JVIiss Crawl^s 
legacy had fallen in. Proifi her outward bearing nobody would Ipve 
supposed that the family had been disappointed in their expectat^ns; 
or have guessed from her frequent appearance in public how she 
pinched and starved at home. Her girls had more milliner’s fumitore 
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than they iMtd ever enjoyed before. They .appeared perseveringly at 
the ’Winchester and Southampton assemblies ; they penetrated to 
Cowes for the race-balla and regatta-gaieties there ; and their carriage, 
with the horses taken from the plough, was at work perpetually, until 
At began almost to he believed that the four sisters had had fortunes 
left them by their aunt, whose name the family never mentioned in 
,.{iublic but with the most tender gratitude and regard. I know no sort 
of lying which is more frequent in Vanity Fair than this; and it m.ay 
be remai-kod how people who practise it take credit to themselves for 
their hypocrisy, and fancy that they are exceedingly virtuous and 
praiseworthy, because they are able to deceive the world with regard 
to the extent ,of their means. »< 

Mrs. Bute certainly thought herself one of the most virtuous women 
in England, and the sight of her happy family was an edifying one to 
strangers. They were so cheerful, so loving, so -vvell-educated, so 
simple! Martha painted flowers exquisitely, and furnished half the 
charity-bazaars in the county. Emma was a regul.ar County Bulbul, 
and her verses in tlie “Hampshire Telegraph” were the glory of its 
Poet’s Corner. Fanny and Matilda sang duets together’, mamma 
playing the piano, and the other two sisters sitting with their arms 
round each other’s waists, and listening aflfectionately. Nobody saw 
the poor girls drumming at the duets in private. No one saw mamma 
drilhug them rigidly hour after hour. In a word, Mrs. Bute put a 
good face against fortune, and kept up appearances in the most 
virtuohi manner. ' 

Everything that a good and respectable mother could do Mrs. Bute 
did. She got over yachting men from Southampton, parsons from the 
C.athedral Close at Winchester, and ofiicers from the barracks there. 
She tried to inveigle the young barristers at .assizes, and encouraged 
Jim to bring home friends with whom he went out hunting with the 
H. H. What will not a mother do for the benefit of her beloved ones ? 

Between such a woman and her brother-in-law, the odious Baronet 
at the Hall, it is manifest that there could be very little in common. 
The rupture between Bute and his brother Sir Pitt was complete ; 
indeed, between Sir Pitt and the whole county, to which the old man 
was a scandal. His dislike for respectable society increased with age, 
and the lodge-gates had not opened to a gentleman’s c-arriage-wheels 
since Pitt and Lady Jane c.ame to pay their visit of duty .after their 
marriage. 

'‘•t^’ifat was an awful and unfortunate visit, never to be thought of by 
the family without hon-or. Pitt begged his wife, with a ghiistly 
cpuntenance, never to speak of it; and it was only through Mrs. Bute 
h^-solf, who still knew everything which took place at the Hall, that 
the u'cumstances of Sir Bute’s reception of his son and daughter-in-law 
wer^ ever known at all. 

As they drove up the avenue of the Park in their neat and well- 
appointed carriage, Pitt remarked with dismay and wrath great gaps 
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among the trees—his trees,—^which the old Baronet was felling entirely 
without license. The park wore an aspect of utter drearinfts and ruin.v 
The drives were ill kept, and the neat carriage splashed and foundered 
in muddy pools along the road. The great sweep in front of the 
ten-ace and entrance stair was black and covered with mosses; the 
once trim flower-beds rank and weedy. Shutters were up along almost 
the whole line of the house; the great hall-door was mnbarred after 
much ringing of the bell; an individual in ribbons was seen flitting up 
the black oak stair, as Hon-ocks at length admitted the heir of Queen’s 
Crawley and his bride into the halls of their flither3._ He led the way 
into Sir Pitt’s “ Library,” as it was called, the fumeSm tobacco growing 
stronger as Pitt and Lady Jane approached that apartment. “ Sir Pitt 
ain’t very well,” Horrocks remarked hfiologetically, and Wnted that his 
master was afflicted with lumbago. 

The library looked out on the front walk and park. Sir Pitt had 
opened one of "the windows, and was bawling out thence to the 
postillion* and Pitt’s servant, who seemed to be about to take the 
baggage down. 

“ Don’t move* none of them trunks,” he cried, pointing with a pipe 
which ho held in his hand. “ It’s only a morning visit. Tucker, you fool. 
Lor, what cracks that off hc«s has in his heels ! Ain't there no one at 
the King’s Head to rub ’em a little ? How do, Pitt ? How do, my 
dear 1 Come to see the old man, hay 1 ’Gad—you’ve a pretty face, 
too. You ain’t like that old horse-godmother, your mother. Come 
and give old Pitt a kiss, like a good little gal.” 

The embrace disconcerted the daughter-in-law somewhaif as the 
caresses of the old gentleman, unshorn and perfumed with tobacco, 
might well do. But she remembered that hgr brother Southdown had 
mustachios, and smoked cigars, and submitted to the Baronet with a 
tolerable grace. 

“Pitt has got vat,” said the Baronet, after this mark of affection. 

“ Does he read ce very long zermons, my dear ? Hundredth Psalm, 
Evening Hymn, hay Pitt 1 Go and get a glass of Malmsey and a 
cake for my Lady Jane, Horrocks, you great big booby, and don’t 
stand stearing there like a fat pig. I won’t ask you to stop, my dear ; 
you’ll find it too stoopid, and so should I too along a Pitt. I’m .an old 
man now, and like my own ways, and my pipe and backgammon of a 
night.” 

“ I can play at backgammon, sir,” said Lady Jane, laughing. I 
•used to play with papa and Miss Crawley, didn’t I, Mr. Crawley ? ” 

“Lady Jane can play, sir, at the game to which you state thaT/&u 
are so partial,” Pitt said haughtily. 

“ But she wawn’t stop for all that. Naw, naw, goo back to Mud\jiijj^ 
and give Mrs. Rincer a benefit: or drive down to the Rectory, ani 
Buty for a dinner. He’ll be charmed to see you, you know; h^ so 
much obliged to you for gittin the old woman’s money. Ha, ha l^Some 
of it will do to patch up the Hall when I’m gone.” ^ 
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“I peroeiTe, sir,” said Pitt, mth a heightened voice, “that jonr 
people -will cnt down the timber.” , 

“ Yees, yees, very'hae weather, and seasonaDle for the time of year,” 
Sir Pitt answered, who had suddenly grown deaf. “ But I’m gittin old, 
Pitt, now. Law bless you, you ain’t far from fifty yourself. But ha 
wears well, my pretty Lady Jane, don’t he ? It’s all godliness, sobriety, 
and a moral life. Look at md. I’m not very fur from fowr-score—he, 
he; ” and he laughed, and took snuff, and leered at her and pinched 
her hand. 

Pitt once more..brought the conversation back to the timber; but 
the Baronet was deaf again in an instant. 

“ I’m gittin very old, and have been cniel bad this year with the 
lumbago. I sha’n’t be here now* for long; but I’m glad ee’ve come 
/ daughter-in-law. I like your face. Lady Jane: it’s got none of the 
damned liigh-boned Binkie look in it; and I’ll give ee something 
pretty, my dear, to go to Court in.” And he shuffled Across |ho room 
to a cupboard, from which he took a-little old case containing jewels of 
some value. “Take that,” said he, “my dear; it belonged to my 
mother, and afterwards to the first Lady Binkie. Pretty pearls—^never 
gave ’em the ironmonger’s daughter. No, no. Take ’em and put ’em 
up quick,” said he, thrusting the case into his daughter’s hand, and 
chipping the door of the cabinet too, as Horrocks entered with a salver 
and refreshments. 

“What have you a been and given Pitt’s wife 1 ” said the individual 
in ribljms, when Pitt and Lady Jane had taken leave of the old gentle¬ 
man. Jf'.-yas Miss Horrocks, the butler’s daughter—^the cause of the 
scandal throughout the coiihtry—the |lady who reigned now almost 
supreme at Queen’s Crawl-'y. 

The rise and progress of those Ribbons had been marked with dismay 
by the county and family. The Ribbons opened an account at the 
Mudbury Branch Savings Bank; the Ribbons drove to church, mono¬ 
polising the pony-chaise, which was for the use of the servants .at the 
Hall. The domestics were dismissed .at her pleasure. The Scotch 
gardener, who still lingered on the premises, taking a pride in his walls 
and hothouses, and indeed making a pretty good livelihood by the 
garden, which he farmed, and of which he sold the produce at South¬ 
ampton, found the Ribbons eating peaches in a sunshiny morning at 
the south wall, and had his ears boxed when ho remonstr.ated about 
this attack on his property. He and his Scotch wife and his Scotch 
chU^n, the only respectable inhabitants of Queen’s Crawley, were 
fer^d to migrate, with their goods and their chattels, and left the 
stately comfortable gardens to go to waste, and the flower-beds to run 
tbs."ted. Poor Lady Crawley’s rose-garden became the dreariest 
will^Jrness. Only two or three domestics shuddered in the bleak old 
eervm tg’ hall. The stables and offices were vacant, and shut up, and 
half i^ned. Sir Pitt lived in private, and boozed nightly with 
Horrocua, his butler or house-steward (as he now began to be called), 
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and the abandoned Bibbons. The times -were -wry much changed sines 
the period when she drove to Mudbury in the i^ring-oart, and called 
the small tradesmen “ Sir.” It may have been shame, or it may have 
been dislike of his neighbours^ but the old Cynic of Queen’s Crawley 
hardly issued from his park-gates at all now. He quarrelled with hh 
agents, and screwed his tenants by letter. TTia days were passed in 
conducting his own correspondence ; the lawyers and fann-baUifiEs who 
had to do business with him, could not reach him .bat ..thrnngh the 
I tibbon s, who received them at the door of the housekeeper’s room, 
which commanded the back entrance by which thev.were admitted; 
and so the Baronet’s daily perplexities increased,'andnis embarrass¬ 
ments multiplied round him. 

The horror of Pitt Crawley may b# imagined, as these reports ofhis 
father’s dot.age reached the most exemplary and correct of gentlemen, j 
He trembled daily lest he should hear that the Eibbons was proclaimed ' 
his second legal* mother-in-law. After that first and last visit!'his { 
father’s name was never mentioned in Pitt’s polite and genteel estab-1 
lishment. It was the skeleton in his house, and alT the family walked 
by it in terror and silence. The Countess Southdown kept on dropping 
per coach at the lodge-gate the most exciting tracts, tracts which ought 
to frighten the hair off your head. Mrs. Bute at the parsonage nightly 
looked out to see if the sky was red over the elms behind which the 
Hall stood, and the mansion was on fire. Sir G. Wapshot and Sir H. 
Puddlestone, old friends of the house, wouldn’t sit on the bench with 
Sir Pitt at Quarter Sessions, and out him dead in the High-s^et ot 
Southampton, where the reprobate stood offering his dirty olc^^l^ds to 
them. Nothing had any effect upon him ;*he put his hands into his 
pockets, and burst out laughing, as he scrambled into his carriage and 
four; he used to burst out laughing at Lady Southdown’s tracts ; and 
he laughed at his sons, and at the world, and at the Bibbons when she 
w.as angry, which was not seldom. 

Miss Horrocks was installed as housekeeper at Queen’s Crawley, 
and ruled all the domestics there with great majesty and rigour. All 
the servants were instructed to address her as “ Mum,” or “Madam,” 
—and there was one little maid, on her promotion, who persisted in 
calliug her “My Lady,” without any rebuke on the part of the house¬ 
keeper. “ There has been better ^ladies, and there has been worser, 
Hester,” was Miss Horrocks’ repijr to this compliment of her inferior: 
so she ruled, having supreme power over all except her father, whom, 
however, she treated with considerable haughtiness, warning him^ot 
to be too familiar in his behaviour to one “ as was to be a Baronefs 
lady.” Indeed, she rehearsed that exalted part in life with great 
satisfaction to herself, and to the amusement of old Sir Pitt, 
chuckled at her airs and graces, and would laugh by the hour togetjfer j 
at her assumptions of dignity and imitations of genteel life. He swore j 
it was as good as a play to see her in the character of a fine dan^and 
he made her put on one of the fii-st Lady Crawley’s conrt;jjlesses, 
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swearing, (entirely to Miss Horrocks’ own concurrence,) that the dress 
became her prodigiously, and threatening to drive her off that very 
instant to Court in a coach-and-four. She had the ransacking of the 
wardrobes of the two defunct ladies, and cut and hacked their^ post¬ 
humous finery so as to suit her own tastes and figure. And she would 
' have liked to take possession of their jewels and trinkets too; but the 
old Baronet had locked them away in his private cabinet, nor could 
i she coax or wheedle him out of the keys. And it is a fact, that some 
time after she left Queen’s Crawley a copy-book belonging to this lady 
w.as discovered.„which showed that she had taken great pains in 
private to lerfm the* art of writing in general, and especially of writing 
her own name" as Lady Crawley, Lady Betsy Horrocks, Lady Elizabeth ' 
■ Crjiwley, &c> 

Though the good people of the Parsonage never went to the Hall, 
and shunned the horrid old dotard its owner, yet they kept a strict 
knowledge of all that happened there, and were looking out every day 
for the catastrophe for which Miss Horrocks was also eager. But Fate 
intervened enviously, and prevented her from receiving the reward due 
to such immaculate love and virtue. » 

One day the Baronet surprised “her ladyship,” .as he jocularly 
called her, seated at that old and tuneless piano in the drawing-room, 
which had scarcely been touched since Becky Sharp played quadriUes 
upon it. Seated at the piano with the utmost gravity, and squalling 
to the best of her power in imitation of the music which she had some¬ 
time^, heard. The little kitchen-maid on her promotion was standing 
at her in(stress’s side, quite delighted during the operation, and wagging 
her head up and down, and*erylng, “ Lor, Mum, ’tis bittiful,”—just like 
a genteel sycophant in a.aoal drawing-room. 

This incident made the old Baronet roar with laughter, as usual. 
He narrated the circumstance a dozen times to Horrocks in the course 
of the evening, and greatly to the discomfiture of Miss Horrocks. He 
thmmmed on the table as if it had been a musical instrument and 
squalled in imitation of .her manner of singing. He vow'ed th.at 
such a beautiful voice ought to be cultivated, and declared she ought to 
have singing-masters, in which proposals she saw nothing ridiculous. 
He was in great spixnts that night; and drank with his friend 
, and butler .an extraordinary quantity of mm-and-warter—^at a very 
late hour the faithful friend and domestic conducted his master to 
his bed-room. 

^BDilf-an-hour afterwards there was a gre.at hurry and bustle in the 
house. Lights went about from window to window in the lonely 
tb'f.e'jolate old HaU, whereof but two or three rooms were ordimirily 
wilS'Spied by its owner. Presently, a boy on a pony went galloping off 
serval’ludbury, to the Doctor’s house there. And in another hour (by 
half f 'lfact we ascertain how carefully the excellent Mrs. Bute Crawley 
Horroci'?ays kept up an understanding with the great house), that lady 
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in her dogs and calash, the Reverend Bute Crawley, and James Crawley > 
her son, had walked over from the Rectory through the park, and had 
entered the mansion by the open haU-door. 

T^ey passed through the hall and the small oak parlour, on the table 
of which stood the three tumblers and the empty rum-bottle which had 
served for Sir Pitt’s carouse, and through that apartment into Sir 
Pitt’s study, where they found Miss Horrocks, of the guilty rihhonsji 
with a wild air, trying at the presses and escrutoires with a bunch of| 
keys. She dropped them with a scream of terror, as little Mi-s. Bute’s 
eyes flashed out at her from under her black calaph-. '' 

“ Look at that, James and Mr. Crawley,” cried Mrs. Bute, pointing 
at the scared figure of the black-eye^,.guilty wench. 

“ He gave ’em mo; he gave ’em me! ” she cried. • 

“ Gave them you, you abandoned creature ! ” screamed Mrs. Bute. 
“Bear witness^Mr. Crawley, we found this good-for-nothing woman 
in the act of stealing your brother’s property; and she will be hanged, 
as I always said she would.” 

Betsy Horrocks quite daunted, flung herself down on her knees, 
bursting into t6ara. But those who know a really good woman are 
aware that she is not in a hurry to forgive, and that the humiliation of 
an enemy is a triumph to her soul. 

“ Ring the bell, James,” Mrs. Bute said. “ Go on ringing it till the 
people come.” The three or four domestics resident in the deserted 
old house came presently at that jangling and continued summons. 

“ Put that woman in the strong-room,” she said. “We cauaiA her in 
the act of robbing Sir Pitt. Mr. Crawlqy, you’ll make ou<^er com¬ 
mittal—^and, Beddocs, you’ll drive her over in the spring-cart, in the 
morning, to Southampton Gaol.” *• 

“ My dear,” interposed the Magistrate and Rector—“ she’s only—” 

“ Are there no handcuffs 1 ” Mrs. Bute continued, stamping in her 
clogs. “ There used to be handcuffs. Where’s the creature’s abominable 
father 1 ” 

“ Ho did give ’em me,” still cried poor Betsy ; “ didn’t he, Hester 1 
You saw Sir Pitt—you know you did—give ’em me, ever so long .ago— 
the day after Mudbury fair : not that I want ’em. Take ’em if you 
think they ain’t mine.” And here the unhappy wretch pulled out from 
her pocket a large pair of paste shoe-buckles which had excited hev 
admiration, and which she had just appropriated out of one of the book¬ 
cases in the study, where they had lain. 

“ Law, Betsy, how could you go for to tell such a wicked st»e;il ” 
said Hester, the little kitchen-maid late on her promotion—“ and to 
Madam Crawley, so good and kind, and his Rev’rince (with a curts^< 
and you may search all boxes. Mum, I’m sure, and here’s ray 
as I’m an honest girl though of pore parents and workhouse biJu— 
and if you find so much as a beggarly bit of lace or a silk stocking out 
of all the gownds as you've had the picking of may I never go tolihurcb 
agin ” 
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“Give up your keys, you hardened hussey,” hissed out the virtuous 
little lady in the calash. 

“ And here's a candle, Mum, and if you please Mura, I can show you 
her room, Mum, and the press in the housekeeper’s room. Mum, where 
she keeps heaps and heaps of things, Mum,” cried out the eager little 
ilestcr with a profusion of curtseys. 

“ Hold your “tongue, if you please. I know the room which the 
creature occupies perfectly welL Mrs. Brown, have the goodness to 
come with me, and Beddoes don’t you lose sight of that woman,' said 
Mrs. Bute, seiang ihe candle .—“ Mr. Crawley, you had better go up 
stairs, and see that they are not murdering your unfortunate brother ” 
—and the calash, escorted by Mrs, Brown, walked away to the apart¬ 
ment which, as she said tndy, she knew perfectly well. 

Bute went up stairs, and found the Doctor from Mudbury, with the 
frightened Horrocks over his master in a chaii". They were trying to 
bleed Sir Pitt Crawley. 


"With the early morning an express was sent off to Mr. Ktt Crawley 
by the Eector’s lady, who assumed the command of every thing, and had 
watched the old Baronet through the night. He had been brought 
back to a sort of life; he could not speak, but seemed to recognise 
people. Mrs. Bute kept reso lntely by his bed-side. She never seemed 
to want to sleep, that little woman, and did not close her fiery blacl: 
eyes once, though the Doctor snored in the arm-chair. Horrocks made 
some <1^ efforts to assert his authority and assist his master: but 
Mrs. But! called him a tipsy old wretch, and bade bim never show his 
face again in that house or he should be transported like his abominable 
daughter. " 

Terrified by her manner ho slunk down to the oak parlour where 
Mr. James was, who, having tried the bottle standing there and found 
no liquor in it, ordered Mr. Horrocks to get another bottle of rum, 
which he fetched, with clean glasses, and to which the Eector and his 
son sate down: ordering Horrocks to put down the keys at that instant 
and never to show his fece again. 

Cowed by this behaviour Horrocks gave up the keys: and he and 
his daughter slunk off silently through the night, and gave up pos- 
ssion of the house of Queen’s Crawley. 


CHAPTBE XL. 

IN WHICH BBCKT IS RKOOQNISED BY THE FAMILY.' 

The heir of Crawley arrived at home, in due time, after this cata¬ 
strophe, and henceforth may be said to have reigned in Queen's Crawley. 
For tlippgii the old Baronet survived many months, he never recovered 
the use of his intellect or his speech completely, and the government of 
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Uie estate devolved upon his elder son. In a strange condition Pitt! 
found it. Sir Pitt was always'liuj^hg and mortgaging: he had twenty! 
men of business, and quarrels with each ; quarrels with all Ms tenants,! 
and lawsuits with them ; lawsuits with the lawyers; lawsuits with the! 
Mining and Dock Companies In'which he "was projnietor ; and with i 
every person with whom he had business. To unravel these difficulties, 
.and to set the estate clear was a task worthy of the cAderly and per¬ 
severing diplomatist of Pumpernickel: and he set himself to work with 
prodigious assiduity. His whole family, of course, was transported to 
Queen’s Crawley, whither Lady Southdown, of course, came too ; and 
she set about converting the parish under the' Eectbr’s nose, and 
brought down her irregular clergy to the dismay of the angry Mrs. Bute. 
Sir Pitt had concluded no bargain fc(t the sale of the living of Queen’s 
Crawley ; when it should drop, her Ladyship proposed to take the 
patronage into her own hands, and present a young protdgd to the 
Kectory; on which subject the diplomatic Pitt said nothing. 

Mrs. Bute’s intentions with regard to Miss Betsy Horrocks wer'o/ 
not carried into effect: and she paid no visit to Southampton Gaol. 
She and her fatier left the Hall, when the latter took possession of the 
Crawley Arms in the village, of which he had got a lease from Sir Pitt. 
The ex-butler had obtained a small freehold there likewise, which gave 
him a vote for the borough. The Hector had another of these votes, 
and these and four others formed the repre-sentative body which 
returned the two members for Queen’s Crawley. 

There was a show of courtesy kept up between the Rectory gnd the 
Hall ladies, between the younger ones at least, for Mrs. Bute^^iM Lady 
Southdown never could meet without bSttles, and gradually ceased 
seeing each other. Her*Ladyship kept her nqom when the ladies from 
the Rectory visited their cousins at the HaU.. Perhaps Mr. Pitt wa.s 
not very much displeased at these occasional absences of his mamma- 
in-law. He believed the Binkie family to be the greatest and wisest, and 
most interesting in the world, and her Ladyship and hia aunt had long 
held ascendancy over him ; but sometimes he felt that she commanded 
him too much. To be considered young was complimentary doubtless ; 
but at six-and-forty to be treated as a boy was sometimes mortifying. 
L.ady Jane yielded up everything, however, to her mother. She was 
only fond of her childi’en in private ; and it was lucky for her that 
Lady Southdown’s multifarious business, her conferences with ministers, \ 
and her correspondence with all the missionaries of Africa, Asia, and 
Australasia, &c., occupied the venerable Countess a great deal, so that 
she had but little time to devote to her granddaughter, the ifftlc 
Matilda, and her grandson. Master Pitt Crawley. The latter was a 
feeble child: and it was only by prodigious quantities of calomel ^,1^ * 
Lady Southdown was able to keep him in life at all. J 

As for Sir Pitt he retired into those very apartments where t^ady 
Crawley had been previously extinguished, and here was tended y M isa 
Hester, the girl upon her promotion, with constant care and ^^iduity 
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What love, what fidelity, what constancy is there equal to that of a 
nurse with good wages 1 They smooth pillows; and make arrow-root: 
they get up at nights: they bear complaints and querulousness: they 
see the sun shining out of doors and don’t want to go abroad : they 
sleep on arm-chairs, and eat their meals in solitude: they pass long 
long evenings doing nothing, watching the embers, and the patient’s 
drink simmeriifg in the jug: they read the weekly paper the whole 
week through; and Law’s Serious Call or the Whole Duty of Man 
suffices them for literature for the year—and we quarrel with them 
i because, when ^ir relations come to see them once a week, a little gin 
is smuggled_in.'’m their linen-basket. Ladies, what man’s love is there 
that would stand a year’s nursing of the object of his afiection? 
Whereas a nurse will stand by you for ten pounds a quarter, and we 
think her too highly paid. At least Mr. Crawley grumbled a good 
deal about paying half as much to Miss Hester for her constant 
attendance upon the Baronet his father. ' 

Of sunshiny days this old gentleman was taken out in a chair on the’ 
terrace—the very chair which Miss Crawley had had at Brighton, and 
which had been transported thence with a number of Lady Southdown’s 
effects to Queen’s Crawley. Lady Jane always walked by the old man; 
and was an evident favourite with him. He used to nod many times to 
her and smile when she came in, and utter inarticulate deprecatory 
moans when she was going away. When the door shut upon her he 
would cry and sob—^whereupon Hester’s face and manner, which was 
alwayst-pxceedingly bland and gentle while her lady was present, 
would cnSviige at once and she would make faces at him, and clench her 
fist, and scream out, “ Hold ^our tongue, you stoopid old fool,” and twirl 
away his chair from the fire which he loved to look at—at which he 
would ciy more. For this was all that was loft after more than 
seventy years of cunning and struggling, and drinking, and scheming, 
and sin and selfishness—a whimpering old idiot put in and out of bed 
and cleaned and fed like a baby. 

At last a day came when the nurse’s occupation was over. Early 
one morning as Pitt Crawley was at his steward’s and bailiff’s books in 
the study, a knock came to the door, and Hester presented herself 
dropping a curtsey, and said, 

“ If you please. Sir Pitt, Sir Pitt died this morning, Sir Pitt. I was 
■ a-making of his toast. Sir Pitt, for his gruel. Sir Pitt, which he took 
every morning reglar at six. Sir Pitt, and—I thought I heard a moan 
likg -jSir Pitt—and—and—and—” She dropped another curtsey. ' 
What was it that made Pitt’s pale face flush quite red 1 Was it 
because he was Sir Pitt at last, with a seat in Parliament, and perhaps 
''ife re honours in prospect 1 “ I’ll clear the estate now with the ready 
mSt'^y,” he thought, and rapidly calculated its incumbrances and the 
impfcvements which he would make. He would not use his aunt’s 
mon^^ previously lest Sir Pitt should recover and his outlay be 
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AE the blinds were pulled down at the Hall and Eectory; the cliurohi 
bell was tolled, and the chancel hung in black; and Bute Crawley 
didnt go to a coursing meeting, but went and dined quietly at Fuddle^ 
«tone, where they talked about his deceased brother and young Sir 
Pitt over their port. Miss Betsy, who was by this time married to a 
saddler at Mudbury, cried a good deal. The family surgeon rode over 
and paid his respectful compliments, and inquiries for the liealth ol 
their ladyships. The death was talked about at Mudbury and at the 
Crawley Arms ; the landlord whereof had become reconciled with the 
Hector of late, who was occasionally known to step inth tjio parlour and 
taste Mr Horrocks’s mild beer. 

“Shall I write to your brother—«i*will you ?” asked^ Lady Jane of 
her husband. Sir Pitt. 

“I will write, of course,” Sir Pitt said, “and invito him to the 
funeral; it wiH,be but becoming.” 

“And—^and—^Mrs. Rawdon,” said Lady Jane, timidly. 

“Jane!” said Lady Southdown, “how can you think of such a 
thing ? ” 

“ Mrs. Rawdon must of course be asked,” said Sir Pitt resolutely. 

“Not whilst I am in the house ! ” said I.iady Southdown. 

“Your Ladyship will bo pleased to recollect that I am the'head of 
this family,” Sir Pitt replied. “If you please. Lady Jane, you will 
write a letter to Mrs. Rawdon Crawley, requesting her presence upon 
this melancholy occasion.” 

“Jane, I forbid you to put pen to paper! ” cried the Counti)*^ 

“ I believe I am the head of this family,” Sir Pitt reptfated ;*and 
however much I may regret any circumstamjc which may lead to your 
Ladyship quitting this house, must, if you please, continue to govern 
it as I see fit.” 

Lady Southdown rose up as magnificent as Mrs. Siddons in Lady' 
Macbeth, and ordered that horses might be put to her carriage. If her 
son .and daughter turned her out of their house, she would hide her 
sorrows somewhei’e in loneliness, and pray for their conversion to better 
thoughts. 

“ We don’t turn you out of our house. Mamma,” said the timid Lady 
Jane, imploringly. 

“You invite such company to it as no Christian lady should meet, 
and I will have my horses to-morrow morning.” 

“ Have the goodness to write, Jane, under my dictation,” said Sir 
Pitt, rising, and throwing himself into an attitude of command, 1® the 
Portrait of a Gentleman in the Exhibition, “and begin. ‘Queen’s 
Crawley, September 14,1822.—^My dear brother—’ ” ^ J 

Hearing these decisive and terrible words. Lady Macbeth, wlio^ad 
been waiting for a sign of weakness or vacillation on the part oyher 
son-in-law, rose, and with a scared look, left the library. LadVJane 
looked up to her husband, as if she would fain follow and soojEe her 
mamma ; but Pitt forbade his wife to move, * 
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“She won’t go away,” he said. “She has let her house at Brighton, 
land has spent her last half-year’s dividends. A Countess living at an 
‘inn is a ruined woman. I have been waiting long for an opportunity 
to take this—this decisive step, my love ; for, as you must perceive, it 
is impossible that there shouM.be two ehiefe in a family; and now, if 
you please, we •■'will resume the dictation. ‘My dear brother, the 
melancholy intelligence which it is my duty to convey to my family 
must have long been anticipated by,’ ” &c. 

In a word, Bit having come to his kingdom, and having by good 
luck, or desert rather, as he considered, assumed almost all the fortune 
r'^-hich his other relatives had expected, was determined to treat his 
Lfamily kindly,and respectably, ahd make a house of Queen’s Crawley 
onco more. It pleased him to think that he should be its chief. Ho 
juoposed to use the vast influence that his commanding talents and 
: position must speedily acquire for him in the county to get his brother 
placed and his cousins decently provided for, and perhaps had a little 
sting of repentance as he thought th.at he was the proprietor of .ill 
that they had hoped for. In the course of three or foui; days’ reign his 
bearing was changed, and his plans quite fixed : he determined to rule 
iustly and honestly, to depose Lady Southdo-wn, and to be on the 
friendliest possible terms with all the relations of his blood. 

So he dictated a letter to his brother Eawdon—a solemn and 
elaborate letter, containing the profoundest observations, couched in 
the longest words, and filling with wonder the simple little secretary, 
wh^vrSte under her husband’s order. “ What an orator this will be,” 
thought ^e, “ when he enters the House of Commons ” (on which 
point, and on the tyranny of Lady Southdown, Pitt had sometimes 
dropped hints to his wife in bed) ; “ how wise and good, and what a 
genius my husband is! I fancied him a little cold ; but how good, 
and what a genius! ” 

' The fact is, Pitt Crawley had got every word of the letter by heart, 

1 and had studied it, with diplomatic secrcsy, deeply and perfectly, long 
,.oefoi'e he thought fit to communicate it to his astonished wife. 


This letter, with a huge black border and seal, was accordingly 
despatched by Sir Pitt Crawley to his brother the Colonel, in London. 
Eawdon..Crawley was but half-pleased at the receipt of it. “ What’s 
thttJise of going down to that stupid place 1" thought he. “ I can’t 
stand being alone with Pitt after dinner, and horses there and back will 
cos(*us twenty pound.” 

He carried the letter, as he did all difficulties, to Becky, upstairs 
t Ijer bed-room—with her chocolate, which he always made and took 
_ ^ler of a morning. 
imOT^ put the tray with the breakfast and the letter on the dressing- 
before whiiffi Becky sate combing her yellow hair. She took up 
ck-edged missive, and having read it, she jumped, up from the 
■ - - “ Hurray! ” and waving the note roimd her head. 
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“Hurray?” said Eawdon, wondering at the little figure capering 
about in a streaming flannel dressing-gown, with tawny locks 
dishevelled. “He’s not left us anything, Becky. I had my share 
when I came of age.” 

“You’ll never be of age, you silly old man,” Becky replied. “Eun 
out now to Madam Brunoy’a, for I must have some mourning: and get 
a crape on your hat, and a black waistcoat—I don’t l;hink you’ve got 
one; order it to be brought home to-morrow, so that we may be able 
tc st.ort on Thursday.” 

“ You don’t mean to go ? ” Eawdon interposed. 

“ Of course I mean to go. I mean that Lady Jane shall present me 
at Court next year. I mean that y^iy brother shall give you a seat in 
Parliament, you stupid old creature. I mean that Loiti Steyne shall 
have your vote and his, my dear, old, silly m.an ; and that you shidl be 
an Irish Secrejpry, or a West Indian Governor: or a Treasurer, or a 
Consul, or some such thing.” 

“ Posting will cost a dooce of a lot of money,” grumbled Eawdon. 

“ We might take Southdown’s carriage, which ought to be present at 
the funeral, as*he is a relation of the family : but, no—I intend that 
we shall go by the coach. They’ll like it better. It seems more 
humble—” 

“ Eawdy goes of course ? ” the Colonel asked. 

“ No such thing ; why pay an extra place ? He’s too big to tjasial 
bodkin between you and me. Let him stay here in the nursery, and 
Briggs can make him a black frock. Go you : and do as I^Jiid you. 
And you had best tell Sparks, your man^that old Sir Pitt i^.'Sead, and 
that you will come in for something considerable when the affairs are 
arranged. He’ll tell this to Haggles, who Iftis been pressing for money, 
and it will console poor Eaggles.” And so Becky began sipping her 
chocolate. 

When the faithful Lord Steyne an-ived in the evening, he found 
Becky and her companion, who wa-s no other than our friend Briggs, 
busy culling, ripping, snipping, and tearing all sorts of black stuffs 
available for the melancholy occasion, 

“ Miss Briggs and I are plunged in grief and despondency for the 
death of our Papa,” Eebecca said. “Sir Pitt Crawley is dead, my 
lord. We have been tearing our hair all the morning, and now we are 
tearing up our old clothes.” 

“ Oh, Eebecca, how can you—” was all that Briggs could s.ay as she 
turned up her eyes. ^ 

“Oh, Eebecca, how can you—” echoed my Loid. “So that old 
scoundrel’s dead, is he ? He might have ’oeen a Peer if he had played/" 
his cards better. Mr. Pitt had very nearly made him; but he r"".,ed 
always at the wrong time. What an old Silenus it was.” , \X 

“I might have been Silenus’s widow,” said Eebecaa. “Doif’t you. 
remember, Miss Briggs, how you peeped in at the door, and saw old 
Sir Pitt on his knees to me ? ” Mias Briggs, our old friend^ blushed 
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very much at this reminiscence; and was glad when Lord Steyna 
ordered her to go down stairs and make him a cup of tea. 

Briggs was the house-dog whom Rebecca had provided as guardian 
of her innocence and reputation. Miss Crawley had left her a little 
annuity. She would have been content to remain in the Crawley 
family with Lady Jane, who was good to her and to everybody; but 
Lady Southdown dismissed poor Briggs as quickly as decency 
permitted; and Mr. Pitt (who thought himself much injured by the 
uncalled-for generosity of his deceased relative towards a lady who 
had only been Miss Crawley’s faithful retainer a score of years) made 
no objections to that exercise of the dowagers authority. Bowls 
.and Firkin likewise received their legacies, and their dismissals ; 
and married and set up a lodging-house, according to the custom of 
then- kind. 

Briggs tried to live with her relations in the country,^1but found that 
attempt was vain after the better society to which she had been 
accustomed. Briggs’s friends, small tradesmen in a country town, 
quarrelled over Miss Briggs’s forty pounds a-ycar, as eagerly and more 
openly than Miss Crawley’s kinsfolk had for that lady’s inheritance. 
Briggs’s brother, a radical hatter and grocer, called his sister a purse- 
proud aristocrat, because she would not advance a part of her capital 
to stock his shop: and she would have done so most likely, but that 
their sister, a dissenting shoemaker’s lady, at variance with the hatter 
and gre^r who went to another chapel, showed how their brother was 
on the veJge of bankruptcy, and took possession of Briggs for a while. 
The dissenting shoemaker wanted Miss Briggs to send his son to 
college, and make a genfieman of him. Between them the two 
fan)ilies got a groat portion of her private savings out of her: and 
finally she fled to London followed by the anathemas of both, and 
determined to seek for servitude again as infinitely less onerous than 
liberty. And advertising in the papers that a “Gentlewoman of 
agreeable manners, and accustomed to the best society, was anxious 
to,” &c., she took up her residence with Mr. Bowls in Half Moon 
Street, and waited the result of the advertisement. 

So it was that she fell in with Rebecca., Mrs. Rawdon’s dashing 
little cari’iage and ponies was whirling down the street one day, just as 
Miss Briggs, fatigued, h,ad reached Mr. Bowls’s door, after a weary 
walk to the Times office in the City, to insei’t her advertisement for 
the s^th time. Rebecca w.a3 driving, and at once recognised tlie 
gentlewoman with agi'eeable manners, and being a perfectly good- 
"^umoured woman, as we have seen, and having a regard for Briggs, 
Bthkpulled up tlie ponies .at the door-steps, gave the reins to the groom, 
and'y^umping out had hold of both Briggs’s hands, before she of the 
agreeable manners had recovered from the ehock of seeing an old 
friend.\ 

Briggs,cried, and Becky laughed a great deal, and kissed the gentle- 
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woman as soon as they got into the passage; and thence into Mrs. 
Bowls’s front parlour, with the red moreen curtains, and the round 
looking-glass, with the chained eagle above, gazing upon the back of 
the ticket in the window which announced “ Apai'tments to Let.” 

Briggs told all her history amidst those perfectly uncalled-for sobs 
and ejaculations of wonder with which women of her soft nature salute 
an old acquaintance, or regard a rencontre in the street; for though 
people meet other people every day, yet some there are who insist 
upon discoverbg miracles; and women, even though they have disliked 
each other, begin to cry when they meet, deploring and remembering 
the time when they last quarrelled. So, in a word, Briggs told all her 
history, and Becky gave a narrative* of her own life, wjtb her usual 
artlessness and candour. , 

Mrs. Bowls, late Firkin, came and listened grimly in the passage to 
the hysterical si^fBing and giggling which went on in the front parlour. 
Becky had never been a favourite of her’s. Since the establishment of 
the married couple in London they had frequented their former friends 
of the house of Eaggles, and did not like the latter’s account of the 
Colonel’s mhiage. “/ would’nt trust him, Eagg, my boy,” Bowls 
remarked : and his wife, when Mrs. Eawdon issued from the parlour, 
only saluted the lady with a very sour curtsey; and her fingers were 
like so many sausages, cold and lifeless, when she held them out in 
deference to Mrs. Eawdon, who persisted in shaking hands with the 
retired lady’s maid. She whirled away into Piccadilly, nodding, with 
the sweetest of smiles towards Miss Briggs, who hung nodding ^t the 
window close under the advertisement-card, and at the next moment 
was in the Park with a half dozen of daj^dies cantering after her 
carriage. 

"When she found how her friend was situated, and how having a snug 
legacy from Miss Crawley, salary was no object to our gentlewoman, 
Becky instantly formed some benevolent little domestic plans concerning 
her. This was just such a companion as W'ould suit her establishment, 
and she invited Briggs to come to dinner with her that very evening, 
when she should see Becky’s dear little darling Eawdon. 

Mrs. Bowls cautioned her lodger against venturing into the lion’s 
den, “ wherein you will ruefit. Miss B., mark my words, and as sure as 
my name is Bowls.” And Briggs promised to be very cautious. The. 
upshot of which caution was that she went to live with Mrs. Eawdon 
the next week, and had lent Eawdon Crawley si s hundred pounds upon 
annuity before six more months were over. “ 
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CHAPTEE XLI. 

IN wmm BECKT KBnsITS THE HALLS OF HEE ANCESTORS. 

So the mourning beine ready, and Sir Pitt Crawley warned of their 
arrival, Colonel Crawley and his wife took a couple of places in the 
same old Highflyer coach, by which Bebecca had travelled in the 
defunct Baronet’s company, on her first journey into the world some 
nine years before. How well olae remembered the Inn Yard, and the 
ostler to whom she refused money, and the insinuating Cambridge lad 
who wrapped her in his coat on the journey! Eawdon took his place 
outside, and would have liked to drive, but his giief fprbade him. He 
sate by the coachman, and talked about horses and the road the whole 
way; and who kept the inns, and who horsed the coach by which he 
had travelled so many a time, when he and Pitt were boys going to 
Eton. At Mudbury a carriage and a pair of horses received them, 
with a coachman in black. “ It’s the old drag, Eawdon,” Rebecca said, 
as they got in. “ The worms have eaten the cloth a good deal—^there’s 
the stain which Sir Pitt—^lia! I see Dawson the Ironmonger has his 
shutters up—which Sir Pitt made such a noise about. It was a bottle 
of cherry brandy he broke which we went to fetch for your aunt from 
Soutlflkmpton. How time flies, to be sure! that can’t be Polly 
Talboys, 'that bouncing gir l standing by her mother at the cottage 
there. I remember h^r a mangy little urchin picking weeds in 
the garden.” 

“ Fine gal,” said Eawdon, returning the salute which the cottage 
g:ive him, by two fingers applied to his crape hat-band. Becky bowed 
and saluted, and recognised people here and there graciously. These 
recognitions were inexpressibly pleasant to her. It seemed as if she 
‘‘■^was not an impostor any more, and was coming to the home of her 
aficestors. Eawdon was rather abashed, and cast down on the other 
hand. What recollections of boyhood'and innocence might have been 
flitting across his brain 1 What pangs of dim remorse and doubt and 
shame ? 

“Your sisters must be young women now,” Rebecca said, thinking of 
those girls for the first time perhaps since she had left them. 

“'Don’t know. I’m shaw,” replied the Colonel. “ Hullo ! here’s old 
Mother Lock. How-dy-do, Mrs. Lock. Remember me, don't you ? 
'^i.Master Eawdon, hey ? Dammy how those old women last; she was a 
hundred when I was a boy.” . 

They were going through the lodge-gates kept by old Mrs. Lock, 
whose hand Rebecca insisted upon shaking, as she flung open the creak¬ 
ing old iron gate, and the carriage passed between the two moss-grown 
pillars surmounted by the dove and serpent. 
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“The governor has cut into the timber,” Eawdon said,looking about, 
and then was silent—so was Becky. Both of them were rather agitated, 
and thinking of old times. He about Eton, and his mother, whom ho 
remembered, a Mgid demure woman, and a sister who died, of whom 
he had been passionately fond ; and how he used to thrash Pitt; and 
about little Bawdy at home. And Kebecca thought about her 
own youth, and the dark secrets of those early tainted days; and of 
her entrance into life by yonder gates; and of Miss Pinkerton, and 
Joe, and Amelia. 

The gr.avel walk and terrace had been scraped quite clean A 
grand painted hatchment was already over the great entrance, and 
two very solemn and tall personages in' black flung open §ach a leaf of 
the door as the carriage pulled up at the familiar steps. Eawdon 
turaed rod, and Becky somewhat pale, as they passed through the old 
hall, arm in arm* She pinched her husband’s arm as they entered the 
oak parlour, where Sir Pitt and his wife were ready to receive them. 
Sir Pitt in black. Lady Jane in black, and my Lady Southdown with a 
large black heajj-piece of bugles and feathers, which waved on hei 
ladyship’s head like an undertaker’s tray. 

Sir Pitt h.ad judged correctly, that she would not quit the premises. 
She contented herself by preserving a solemn and stony silenee, when 
in company of Pitt and his rebellious wife, and by frightening the 
children in the nursery by the ghastly gloom of her demeanour. Only 
a very faint bending of the head-dress and plumes welcomed Kqwdon 
and hi.s wjfe, as those prodigals returned to their family. 

To say the truth, they were not affected very much one vraf or other 
by this coolness. Her ladyship was a p^on,only of secondary consi¬ 
deration in their minds just then—^they were intent upon the reception 
which the reigning brother and sister would afford them. 

Pitt, with rather a heightened colour, went up and shook his brother 
by the hand ; .and saluted Eebecca with a hand-shake and a-very low 
bow. But Lady Jane took both the hands of her sister-in-law and 
kissed her affectionately. The embrace somehow brought t^ars into 
the eyes of the litt le adv enturess — which ornaments, as we know, 
she wore very seldoim The .artless mark of kindness and confidence 
touched and pleased her ; and Eawdon, encouraged by this demonstra¬ 
tion on his sister’s part, twirled up his moustachios, and took leave to 
salute Lady Jane with a kiss, which caused her ladyship to blush 
exceedingly. 

“Dev’lish nice little woman. Lady Jane,” was his verdict, whW he 
and his wife were together again. “ Pitt’s got fat, too, and is doing 
the thing handsomely.” “He can afford it,” said Eebecca, and 
agreed in her husband’s farther opinion, “ that the mother-in-law was 
a tremendous old Guy—and that the sisters were rather well-looking 
young women.” 

They, too, had been summoned from school to attend the funeral 
ceremonies. It seemed Sir Pitt Crawley, for the dignity of tHe house 
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and family, had thought right to have about the place as many persons 
in black as could possibly be assembled. All the men and maids 
of the house, the old women of the Alms House, whom the elder 
Sir Pitt had cheated out of a great portion of their due, the parish 
clerk’s family, and the specLal retainers of both Hall and Rectory 
were habited jn sable; added to these, the undertaker’s men, at least a 
score, with crapes and hat-bands, and who made a goodly show when 
the great burying show took place—^but these are mute personages in 
our drama j and, having nothing to do or say, need occupy a very little 
space here. 

With regal'd to her sisters-in-law Rebecca did not attempt to forget 
her former position of Govwsiess towards them, but recalled it 
ll'ankly and I^ndly, and asked them about their studies with great 
gravity, and told them that she had thought of them many and many 
a day, and longed to know of their welfare. In^ fact you would 
have supposed that ever since she had left them she had not ceased 
to keep them uppermost in her thoughts, and to take the tendercst 
interest in their welfs,r6. So supposed Lady Crawley herself and her 
young sisters. 

“She’s hardly changed since eight years,” said Miss Rosalind to 
Miss Violet, as they were preparing for dinner. 

“ Those red-haired women look wonderfully well,” replied the other. 

“ Hers is much darker than it was ; I think she must dye it,” Miss 
Rosalind added. “ She is stouter, too, and altogether improved,” con¬ 
tinued Miss Rosalind, who was disposed to be very fat. 

. “At Ibast she gives hejself no airs, and remembers that she was 
our Governess once,” Mias Violet said, intimating that it befitted all 
governesses to keep their proper place, and forgetting altogether that 
she was granddaughter not only of Sir Walpole Crawley, but of Mr. 
Dawson of Mudbury, and so had a coal-scuttle in her scutcheon. 
There are other very well-meaning people whom one meets every day 
in Vanity Fair, who are surely equally oblivious. 

“ It can’t be true what the girls at the Rectory said, that her mother 
was an opera-daneer —” 

“ A person can’t help their birth,” Rosalind replied with great libe¬ 
rality. “And I agree with our brother, that as she is in the family, of 
course we are bound to notice her. I am sure Aunt Bute need not 
talk: she wants to marry Kate to young Hooper, the wine-merchant, 
and absolutely asked him to come to the Rectory for orders.” 

‘‘i wonder whether Lady Southdown will go away, she looked very 
glum upon Mrs. Eawdon,” the other said. 

, “I wish she would, /won’t read the‘Washerwoman of Finchley 
Common,’ ” vowed Violet; and so saying, .andavoidinga passage at the 
end of which a certain cofifin was placed with a couple of watchers, and 
lights perpetually burning in the closed room, these young women came 
down to the family dinner, for which the bell rang as usual. 

But'before this, Lady Jane conducted Rebecca to the apartments 



A NOVEL WITHOUT A HERO. 


isa 


prepared for her, which, with the rest of the house, had assumed a very 
much improved appearance of order and comfort during Pitt’s regency 
and here beholding that Mrs. Eawdon’s modest little trunks had arrived 
and were placed in the bed-room and dressing-room adjoining, helped 
her to take oif her neat black bonnet and cloak, and asked her sister- 
in-law in what more she could be useful. 

“What I should like best,” said Eebecoa, “ would be* to go to the 
nursery; and see your dear little children: ” on which the two 
ladies looked very kindly at each other, and went to that apartment 
hand in hand. 

Becky admired little Matilda, who was not quite four years old, as 
the most charming little love in the world; and the boy, a little fellow 
of two years—^pale, heavy-eyed, and large-headed, she pronounced to 
be a perfect prodigy in point of size, intelligence, and beauty. 

“ I wish Mamma would not insist on giving him so much medicine,” 
Lady Jane said, with a sigh. “ I often think we should all be better 
without it.” And then Lady Jane and'her new-found friend had one 
of those confidential medical conversations about the children, which 
all mothers, and Jnost women, as I am given to understand, delight in. 
fifty' years ago, and when the present writer, being an interesting little 
Joy, was ordered out of the room with tiie ladies after dinner, I i-emem- 
)er quite well that their talk was chiefly about their ailments; and 
putting this question directly to two or three since, I have always got 
from them the acknowledgment that times are not changed. Let my 
fair readers remark for themselves this very evening when they qujt the 
dessert-table, and assemble to celebrate the drawing-room rqysteries. 
Well—in half-an-hour Becky and Lady Jane were close and intimate 
friends—and in the course of the evening het ladyship informed Sir 
Pitt that she thought her new sister-in-law was a kind, frank, unaffected, 
and affectionate young woman. 

And so having easily won the daughter’s good-will, the indefatigable 
little woman bent herself to conciliate the august Lady Southdown. . 
As soon as she found her ladyship alone, Bebecca attacked her on the ' 
nursery question at once, and said that her own little boy was saved, 
actually saved, by calomel, freely administered, when all the physicians 
in Paris had given the dear child up. And then she mentioned how 
often she had heard of Lady Southdown from that excellent man the 
Beverend Lawrence Grills, minister of the chapel in May Fair, which 
she frequented; and how her views were very much changed by 
circumstances and misfortunes; and how she hoped that a pasj^ife 
spent in worldliness and error might not incapacitate her from more 
eerious thought for the future. She described how in former aays sne 
had been indebted to Mr. Crawley for religious instruction, touched 
upon the “ Washerwoman of Finchley Common,” which she had read 
with the greatest profit, and asked about Lady Emily, its gifted author, 
now Lady Emily Hornblower, at Cape Town, where her husband had 
strong hopes of becoming Bishop of Caffraria. 
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But slie crowned all, and confirmed herself in Lady Southdown’s 
favour, by feeling very much agitated and unw;ell a^r the funeral, and 
requesting her ladysHp’s medical advice, which the Dowager not only 
gave, but, wrapped up in a bed-gown, and looking more like Lady 
Macbeth than ever, came privately in the night to Becky’s room, with 
a. parcel of favourite tracts, and a medicine of her own composition, 
which she insisted that Mrs. Bawdon should take. 

Becky first accepted the tracts, and began to examine them with 
great interest, engaging, the Dowager in a conversation concerning them 
and the welfare of her soul, by which means she hoped that her body 
might escape medication. But after the religious topics were exhausted, 
Lady Macbeth would not quit Becky’s chamber until her cup of night- 
drink was emptied too; and pddh Mra. Eawdon was compelled actually 
to assume a look of gratitude, and to swallow the medicine under 
the unyielding old Dowager’s nose, who left her victim finally with a 
benediction. * 

It did not much comfort Mrs. Bawdon; her countenance was very 
queer when Bawdon came in and heard what had happened; and his 
explosions of laughter were as loud as usual, when Becky, with a fun 
which she could not disguise, even though it was at her own expense, 
described the occurrence, and how she had been victimised by Lady 
Southdown. Lord Steyne, and her son in London, had many a laugh 
over the story, when Eawdon and his wife returned to their quarters 
in May Fair. Becky acted the whole scene for them. She put on a 
nlgh^-cap and gown. She preached a great sermon in the true serious 
manner \ she lectured on the virtue of the medicine which she pre¬ 
tended to administer, wittf a gravity of imitation so perfect, that you 
would have thought it "vas the Countess’s own Boman nose through 
which she snufiSed. “ Give us Lady Southdown and the black dose,” 

; was a constant cry amongst the folks in Becky’s little drawing-room in 
: May Fair. And for the first time in her life the Dowager Countess ot 
j Southdown was made amusing. 

Sir Pitt remembered the testimonies of respect and veneration 
which Eebecca had paid personally to himself in early days, and was 
. tolerably well disposed towards her. The marriage ill-advised as it 
was, had improved Bawdon verv much — that was clear from the 
.Colonel’s altered habits and demeanour—and had it not been a lucky 
union as regarded Pitt himself? The cunning diplomatist smiled 
inwardly as he owned that he owed his fortune to.it, and acknow- 
ledge4 that he at least ought not to cry out against it. His satisfaction 
was not removed by Eebecca’s own statements, behaviour, and 
conversation. 

She doubled the deference which before had charmed him, calling 
out his conversational powers in such a manner as quite to surprise 
Pitt himself, who, always inclined to respect his own talents, admired , 
them the more when Eebecca pointed them out to him. With her 
sister-ip-law, Eebecca was satisfactorily able to prove, that it was 
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J&s. Bute Crawley who brotjght about the marriage which she after-, 
wards so calumniated : that it was Mrs. Bute’s avarice—^who hoped to 
gain all Miss Crawley’s fortune, and deprive Eawdon of his aunt’s 
favour—which caused and invented all the wicked reports against 
Eebecca. She succeeded in making us poor,” Eebecca said, with an 
air of angelical patience ; “ but how can I be angry with a woman who 
has given me one of the best husbands in the world ? And has not her 
own avarice been sufficiently punished by the ruin of her ovm hopes, and 
the loss of the property by which she set so mucl* store ? Poor ! ” she 
cried. “ Dear Lady Jane, what care we for poverty ? I am xised to it 
from childhood, and I am often thankful that Miss Crawley’s money 
has gone to restore the splendour of the noble old family of which I 
am so proud to be a member. I am kure Sir Pitt will make a much 
better use of it than Eawdon would.” 

All these speeches, were, reported to Sir Pitt by the moat faithful of 
wives, and increiftsed^theJavouraWe impressipp which Eebecca made ; 
so much so, that when on the third day after the funeral the family 
party were at dinner. Sir Pitt Crawley, carving fowls at the head of 
the table, actually said to Mrs. Eawdon, “ Ahem! Kebeeca, may I give v 
you a wing ? ”—a speech which made the little woman’s eyes sparkle 
with pleasure. 

While Eebecca was prosecuting the above schemes and hopes, and 
Pitt Crawley arranging the funeral ceremonial and other matters con¬ 
nected with his future progress and dignity, and Lady Jane busy with 
her nursery, as far as her mother would let her, and the sun rising 
and setting, and the clock-tower bell of th^ Hall ringing to dinner and 
to prayers as usual, the body of the late owner of Queen’s Crawley 
lay in the apartment which he had occupied, watched unceasingly by 
the professional attendants who were engaged for that rite. A woman 
or two, and three or four undertaker’s men, the best whom South¬ 
ampton could furnish, dressed in black, and of a proper stealthy and 
tragical demeanor, had charge of the remains which they watched 
turn about, having the housekeeper’s room for their place of rendez¬ 
vous when off duty, where they played at cards in privacy and drank 
their beer. 

The members of the family and servants of the house kept away 
from the gloomy spot, where the bones of the descendant of an ancient 
line of knights and gentlemen lay, awaiting their final consignment to 
the family crypt. No regrets attended them, save those of th^oor 
woman who had hoped to be Sir Pitt’s wife and widow, and who had 
fled in disgrace from the Hall over which she had so nearly been a 
ruler. Beyond her and a favourite old pointer he ha<l, and between 
whom and himself an attachment subsisted during tlie period of his 
imbecility, the*old man had not a single friend to mourn him, Iiaving 
indeed, during the whole course of his life, never taken the least pains 
to secure one. Could the best and kindest of us who depart from the 
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earth,have an opportunity of revisitingit, I suppose he or she (assuming 
that any Vanity Fair feelings subsist in the sphere whither we are 
bound) would have a pang of mortification at finding how soon our 
survivors were consoled. And so Sir Pitt was forgotten—like the 
kindest and best of us—only a few weeks sooner. 

Those who will may follow his remains to the grave, whither they 
were borne omthe appointed day, in the most becoming manner, the 
family in black coaches, with their handkerchiefs up to their noses, 
^r^dy for the tears,which did not come: the undertaker and his 
gentlemen in deep tribulation: the select tenantry mourning out of 
c^jfiiment to the new landlord : the neighbouring gentry’s carriages 
at three miles an hour, empty, and in profound afEliction : the parson 
speaking out the formula about* our dear brother departed.” As long 
'as we have a man’s body, we play our Vanities upon it, surrounding it 
with humbug and ceremonies, laying it in state, and packing it up in- 
gilt nails and velvet: and we finish our duty by placing over it a stone, 
written all over with lies. Bute’s curate, a smart young fellow from 
Oxford, and Sir Pitt Crawley, composed between them an appropriate 
Latin epitaph for the late lamented Baronet: and the .former preached 
a classical sermon, exhorting the survivors not to give way to grief, 
and informing them in the most respectful terms that they also would 
be one day called upon to pass that gloomy and mysterious portal 
which had just closed upon the remains of their lamented brother. 
Then the tenantry mounted on horseback again, or stayed and 
refreshed themselves at the Crawley Arms. Then, after a lunch in the 
servants’ hall at Queen’s Crawley, the gentry’s carriages wheeled off to 
their different destination^': then the undertaker’s men, taking the 
ropes, palls, velvets, ostKch feathers, and other mortuary properties, 
clambered up on the roof of the hearse, and rode off to Southampton. 
Their faces relapsed into a natural expression as the horses, clearing 
the lodge gates, got into a brisker trot on the open road; and squads 
of them might have been seen, speckling with black the public-house 
entrances, with pewter pots flashing in the sunshine. Sir Pitt’s 
invalid-chair was wheeled away into a tool-house in the garden : the 
old pointer used to howl sometimes at first, but these were the only 
accents of grief which were heard in the Hall of which Sir Pitt 
Crawley, Baronet, had been master for some three-score years. 

As the birds were pretty plentiful, and partridge-shooting is as it 
were the duty of an English gentleman of statesman-like propensities. 
Sir Pitt Crawley the first shock of grief over, went out a little and 
partook ot that diversion in a white hat with a crape round it. Tho 
sight of those fields of stubble and turnips, now his own, gave him 
many secret joys. Sometimes, and with an exquisite humility, he took 
no gun, but went out with a peaceful bamboo cane ; flawdon, his big 
brother, and the keepers blazing away at his side. Pitt’s money and 
acres had a great effect upon his brother. The penniless Colonel 
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bwftcao quite obsequious and respectful to the head of his house, and 
despised the milk-sop Pitt no longer. Eawdon listened with sympathy 
to his senior’s prospects of planting and draining: gave his advice 
about the stables and cattle, rode over to Mndbury to look at a mare 
which he thought would carry Lady Jane, and offered to break her, 
&o.; the rebellioris dragoon was quite humbled and subdued, and 
became a most creditable younger brother. Ho had coj>stant bulletins, 
from Miss Briggs in London respecting little Eawdon, who was left 
behind there ; who sent messages of his own. “ I am very well,” he 
wrote. “ I hope you are very well. I hope Mamma is very well. The 
pony is very well. Grey takes me to ride in the Park. .1 can fiahter. 
rmetlhe little boy who rode before. He cried when he cantered. I s/ 
do not cry.” Bawdon read these lettei’s to his brother, and Lady Jane, 
who was delighted with them. The Baronet promised,to take charge 
. of tlie lad at school; and his kind-hearted wife gave Eebecca a bank¬ 
note, begging liar to buy a present with it for her little nephew. 

One day followed another, and the ladies of tlie house passed their 
life in those calm pursuits and amusements which satisfy country ladies. 
Bells rang to mjals, and to prayers. The young ladies took exercise on 
the piano-forte every morning after breakfast, Rebecca giving them the 
benefit of her instruction. Then they put on thick shoes and walked 
in the park or shrubberies, or beyond the palings into the village, 
descending upon "the cottages, with Lady Southdown’s medicine, and 
tracts for the sick people there.. Lady Southdown drove out in a pony- 
chaise, when Eebecca would take her place by the Dowager’s side, and 
listen to her soleihn talk with the utmost interest. She sang Handel '' 
and Haydn to the family of evenings, andsengaged in a large piece of 
worsted work, as if she had been born to thp business, and as if this 
kind of life was to continue with her until she should sink to the grave 
in a polite old age, leaving regrets and a great quantity of consols behind 
her—os if there were not cares and duns, schemes, shifts, and poverty, 
waiting outside the Park gates, to pounce upon her when she issued 
intqjihe world again. 

\“It isn’t difficult to be a country gentleman’s wife,” Eebecca thought. 

“I think I could be a good woman if I had five thousand a year. I 
could dawdle about in the nursery, and count the apricots on the wall. 

I could water plants in a green-house, and pick off dead leaves from 
the geraniums. I could ask old women about their rheumatisms, and 
order half-a-crown’s worth of soup for the poor. I shouldn’t miss it 
much, out of five thousand a year. I could even drive out ten miles 
to dine at a neighbour’s, and dress in the fashions of the yeaifPefore 
last. I copld go to church and keep awake in the great family pew : 
or go to sleep behind the curtains, with my veil down, if I only had 
practice. I could pay everybody, if I had but the money. This is 
what the conjurors here pride themselves upon doing. They rook 
down with pity upon us miserable sinners who have none. They thii^k 
themselves generous if they give oiir children a five-pound note, and 
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TI8 contemptible if we are without one.” And who knows but 
Hebecca was right in her speculations—and that it w.as only a question 
of money and fortune which made the difference between her and 
jiffl honest woman ? If you take temptations into account, who is to 

ay that he is better than his neighbour? A comfortable career of 
_prosperity, if it docs not m.ike people honest, at least keeps them so. An 
alderman coming from a turtle feast will not step out of his carriage to 
steal a leg of mutton ; but put him to starwe, and see if he will not 
purloin a loaf. Becky consoled herself by so balancing the chances and 
equafasing the distribution of good and evil in the world. 

The old haunts, the old fields and woods, the copses, ponds, and 
gardens, the rooms of the whole house where she had spent a couple ol 
years seven years ago, were all'c.arefully revisited by her. She had 
been young there, or corap,arativ’ely so, for she forgot the tune when 
she ever was young—bn; she remembered her thoughts and feelings 
seven ye.ans back, .and contrasted them with those which she had at 
present, now that she had seen the world and lived with great people, 
and raised herself far beyond her original liiimble station. 

“ I have passed beyond it, bec.auso I have brains,’!, Becky thonght, 

/ “and almost all the rest of the world .are fools. I could not go back 
.and consort with those people now, whom I used to meet in my father’s 
I.studio. Lords come up to my door with stiu’S and garters instead of 
1 poor artists with screws of tobacco in tbclr pockets. I have a gentleman 
for my husband, and an Earl’s daughter for my sister in the very houso 
whevejl was little better th.au a serv.ant a few ye.ars ago. But am 
I much better to do now in the world than I was when I w.as the poor 
painter’s diiughter, and wlntcdled the grocer round the coi ner for sugar 
and tea ? Suppose I had.m.arried Eraneis who was so fond of me—I 
couldn’t have been much poorer than I am now. Heigbo! I wish I could 
exchange my iwsition in sneiety, and all my relations for a snug sum in 
tlie Three per Cent. Consols; ” for so it w.as th.at Becky felt the V.anity 
of human affairs, .and it was in those securities that she would have, 
liked to cast anchor. 

It may perh.aps have struck her that to h.avo been honest and 
humble, to have done her duty, and to have marched straightforward 
on her way, would have brought her as near happiness as that path by 
•which slie was slriving to attain it. But,—just as the children at 
Queen’s Crawley went round the room, where the body of their father 
lay;—if ever Becky li.ad these thouglits, she was accustomed to walk 
round them, and not look in. She eluded them, .and despised them—or 
at lefet she was committed to the other path from which retreat was now 
impo.<i.sil)le. And for my part I believe that remorse is the least active 
of all a m.aii’s moral senses—the very easiest to be deadened when 
wakened : and in some never wakened at all. We gi’ieve at boitig 
found out, and at the idea of shame or jiimishment; but the mere 
sense of wi’ong makes veiy few jioople unh.appy in Vanity Fair. 

So I{ebece.a, during her st.aj ,ct Queen’s Crawley, made as many 
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friends of the Mammon of Unrighteousness as she could possibly bring 
under control. Lady Jane and her husband batle her fiirewell with the 
warmest demonstrations of good will. They looked forward with 
pleasure to the time when the family-house in Gaunt Sllfeet being 
repaired and beautified, they were to meet again in London. Lady 
Southdown made her up a packet of medicine, and sent a letter by 
her to the Rev. Lawrence Grills, exhorting that geqjileman to savo 
the brand who “honoured” the letter from the burning. Pitt accom¬ 
panied them with four horses in the carriage to Mudbury, having sent 
on their baggage in a cart previously, accompanied with loads of game. 

“ How happy you will be to see your darliiig little boy, again,” Lady 
Crawley said, taking leave of her kinswoman. 

“ O so happy ! ” said Rebecca throwsUg up the green eyes. She was 
immensely happy to be free of the place, and yet loth to go. Queen’s 
Crawley was abominably stupid ; and yet the air there was somehow 
purer than that avhich she ha(i been acemstomed to breathe. Everybody 
had been dull, but liad been kind in their way. “It is all the influence 
of a long course of Three per Cents.,” Becky said to herself and was 
right very likely 

However, the London lamps fljished joyfully as the stage rolled into 
Piccadilly, and Briggs had made a beautiful fire in Curzon Street, and 
little Riiwdon was up to welcome back his papa and mamma. 


CHAPTER XMI. 

WHICH TEEATS OP THE OSBORlfE FAKILY. 

CoNSiDSKABLE time has elapsed since we have seen our respectable 
friend, old Mi^Osborne of Russell Squai-e. He has not been the 
happiest of mortals since last we met him. Events have occurred which 
have not improved his temper, and in more instances than one he has 
not been allowed to have his own way. To be thwarted in this 
reasonable desire was always very injurious to the old gentleman ; and 
resistance became doubly exasperating when goutj age, loneliness, and 
the foi'ce of many disappointments combined to weigh him down. His 
stiff black hair began to grow quite white soon after his son’s death ; 
his face grew redder ; his hands trembled more and more as he poured 
out his glass of port wine. He led his clerks a dire life in the city • 
his family at home were not much happier. I doubt if Rebecca, whom 
we have seen piously praying for Consols, would have exchanged her 
poverty and the dare-devil excitement and chances of her life, for 
Osborne’s money and the humdrum gloom which envclojied him. Ha i 
had proposed for Miss Swartz, but had been rejected scornfully by ' 
the partisans of that lady, who married her to a young sprig of Scotch 
nobility. He was a man to haVe married a avom.an out of low life, and 
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bullied her dreadfully afterwards: but no person presented herself 
suitable to his taste ; and, instead, he tyrannised over his unmarried 
daughter, at home. She had a fine carriage and fine horses, and sate 
at the head of a table loaded with the grandest plate. She had a 
cheque-book, a prize footman to follow her when she walked, unlimited 
credit, and bows and compliments from all the tradesmen, and all the 
appurtenancesvof an heiress ; but she spent a woful time. The little 
charity-girls at the Foundling, the sweeperess at the crossing, the 
poorest under-kitchen-maid in the servants’ hall, was happy compared 
to that unfortunate and now middle-aged young lady. 

Frederick Bullock, Esq., of the house of Bullock, Hulker, and Bullock, 
Inid married Maria Osborne, not without a great deal of difficulty and 
grumbling oq Mi'. Bullock’s pafh George being dead and cut out of 
his father’s will, Frederick insisted that the half of the old gentleman’s 
property should be settled upon his Maria, and indeed, for a long time, 
refused to come to the scratch ” (it was Mr. Frederick’s own expres¬ 
sion) on any other terms. Osborne said Fred had agreed to take his 
daughter with twenty thousand, and he should bind himself to no more. 
“ Fred might take it, and welcome, or leave it, and go^and be hanged.” 
Fred, whose hopes had been raised when George h.ad been disinherited, 
thought himself infamously swindled by the old merchant, and for 
some time made as if he would break off the match altogether. 
Osborne withdrew his account from Bullock and Hulker’s, went on 
’Change with a horsewhip which he swore he would lay across the 
back of a certain scoundrel that should be nameless, and demeaned 
himself in his usual violent manner. Jane Osborne condoled with 
her sister Maria during‘this family feud. “I always told you, 
Maria, that it was your money he loved, and not you,” she said, 
soothingly. 

“ He selected me and my money at any rate: he didn’t choose you 
and yours,” replied Maria, tossing up her head. 

The rupture was, however, only temporary. Fred’s fatlicr'aiid 
senior partners counselled him to take Maria, even with tlie twenty 
thousand settled, half down, and half at the death of Mr. Osborne, 
with the chances of the further division of the property. So he 
“knuckled down,” again to use his own phrase ; and sent old Ilulkcr 
with peaceable overtures to Osborne. It was his father, he said, who 
would not hear of the match, and had made the difficulties; he was 
most anxious to keep the engagement. The excuse was sulkily 
accejited by Mr. Osborne. Hulker and Bullock were a high family of 
the city aristocracy, and connected with the “nobs” at the West 
Bud. It was something for the old man to be able to say “ My son, 
sir, of the house of Hulker, Bullock, and Co, sir; my daughter’s 
cousin. Lady Mary Mango, sir, daughter of the Right Hon. the Earl of 
Castlemouldy.” In his imagination he saw his house peopled by the 
“nobs.” So he forgave young Bullock, and consented tliat the marriage 
should take place. 
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It was a grand affair—the bridegroom’s relatives giving the break¬ 
fast, their habitations being near St. George’s Hanover Square, where 
the business took place. The “ nobs of the West End ” were invited, 
and many of them signed the book. Mr. Mango and Lady Mary 
Mango were there, with the dear young Gwendoline and Gwinever 
Mango as bridesmaids; Colonel Bludyer of the Dvagoon Guards 
(eldest son of the house of Bludyer Brothers, Mincing Lane), another 
cousin of the bridegroom, and the Honourable Mrs. Bludyer; the 
Honourable George Boulter, Lord Levant’s son, and lus lady. Miss 
Mango that was ; Lord Viscount Castletoddy ; Honourable J.ames 
McMull and Mrs. McMull (formerly Miss Swartz), and a host of 
fashionables, who have all married iiH’o Lombard Streep and done a 
great deid to ennoble Cornhill. 

The young couple had a house near Berkeley Square, and a small 
villa at Eoehamptou, among the banking colony there. Fred was con¬ 
sidered to have made rather a misaUiance by the ladies of his family, 
whose grandfather had been in a Charity School, and who were allied 
through the husbands with some of the beat blood in England. And 
Maria was bound, by superior pride and great care in the composition 
of her visiting-book, to make up for the defects of birth; and felt it her 
duty to see her father and sister as little as possible. 

That she should utterly break with the old man, who had still so 
many scores of thousand pounds to give away, is absurd to suppose. 
Fred Bullock would never allow her to do that. But she wqp still 
young .and incapable of hiding her feelings: and by inviting ^her papa 
and sister to her third-rate parties, and bSraving very coldly to them 
when they came, and by avoiding Bussell Square, and indiscreetly 
begging her father to quit that odious vulgar place; she did more 
h.arm th<an all Frederick’s diplomacy could repair, and perilled her 
cli.ance of her inheritance like a giddy heedless creature as she was. 

“ So Bussell Square is not good enough for Mrs. Maii.a, hay?” said 
the old gentleman, rattling up the o.arriage-windows, as he and his 
daughter drove away one night from Mrs. Frederick Bullock’s, after 
dinner. “ So she invites her father and sister to a second day’s dinner 
(if those sides, or ontrya, .as she calls ’em, weren’t served yesterd.ay. 
I’m d—d), and to meet City folks and littery men, .and keeps the 
Earls and the Ladies, and the Honourables to herself. Honourables ? 
Damn Honourables. I am a plain British merchant I am; and could 
buy the beggarly hounds over and over. Lords^ indeed !—why, one 
of her swarreys I saw one of them speak to a dam fiddler—a fi^ar I 
despise. And they won’t come to Bussell Square, won’t they ? Why, 
ril lay my life I’ve got a better glass of wine, and pay a better figiu’e 
for it, and can show a handsomer service of silver, and c.an lay a better 
dinner on my m.ahogany, than ever they see on theirs—the cringing, 
sneaking, stuck-up fools. Drive oh quick, James; I want to get b.aok 
to Bussell Square—^lia, ha 1 ” and he sank back into the corner with 
a furious laugh. With such i-cfleclions on his own superior merit, it 
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•was the custom of the old gentleman not unfroquently to console 
Limself. 

Jane Osborne could not but concur in these opinions respecting her 
sister’s conduct; and -when Mrs. Frederick’s first-bom, Frederic 
Augustus Howard Stanley Devereux Bullock, was bom, old Osborne, 
who wasinvitedtothe christening and to be godfather, contented himself 
with sending the child a gold cup, with twenty guineas inside it for the 
nurse. “ That’s more than any of your Lords will give. I’ll warrant,” 
he said, and refused to attend at the ceremony. 

The splendour of the gift, however, caused great satisfaction to the 
house of Bullock. Maria thought that her father was very much pleased 
with her, and Frederick augured the best for his little son and heir. 

One can fancy the pangs with which Mi8.s Osborne in her solitude in 
Eussell Square read the "'‘Morning Post,” where her sister’s name 
occurred every now and then, in the articles headffd “ Fashionable 
Edunions,” and where she had an opportunity of re.ading a description 
of Mrs. F. Bullock’s costume, when presented at the drawing-room by 
Lady Frederica Bullock. Jane’s own life, as we have caid, admitted of 
no such grandeur. It was an awful existence. She had to get up of 
black winter’s mornings to make breakfast for her scowling old 
father, who would have turned the whole house out of doors if his tea 
had not been ready at half-past eight. She remained silent opposite to 
him, listening to the um hissing, and sitting in tremor while the 
parent read his paper, and consumed his accustomed portion of mullins 
and tea. .At half-past nine he rose and went to the City, and she was 
almost free till dinner-time, to make visitations in the kitchen and to 
scold the servants : to di'ive abroad and descend upon the tradesmen, 
who were prodigiously respectful: to leave her cards and her p.apa’s at 
the great glum respectable houses of their City friends; or to sit alone 
in the Large drawing-room, expecting visitors; and working at a huge 
jnece of worsted by the fire, on the sofa, hard by the great lj)higenia 
clock, which ticked and told with mournful loudness in the dreary 
room. The great glass over the mantel-piece, faced by the other great 
console glass .at the opposite end of the room, increased and multiplied 
_ between them the browii Holland bag in which the chandelier hung; 
until you saw the.se brown Holhmd bags hiding away in endless 
perapectives, and this apartment of Miss Osborne’s seemed the centre 
of a system of drawing-rooms. 'When she removed the cordovan 
leatlj^r from the grand piano, and ventured to play a few notes on it, it 
sounded'with a mournful sadness, startling the dismal echoes of the 
house. George’s picture was gone, and laid upstairs in a lumber-room 
in'the garret; and though there was a consciousness of him, and father 
and daughter often instinctively knew that they were thinking of him, 
no mention was ever made of the brave and once darling son. 

At five o’clock Mr. Osborne came back to his dinner, which he and 
his daughter took in silence (seldom broken, except wh.en he swore and 
was savage, if tlie cooking was not to his liking), or which they shared 
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twice in a month with a party of dismal friends of Osborne’s rank and 
ago. Old Dr. Gulp and his lady from Bloomsbury Square: old 
Mr. Browser, the attorney, from Bedford Eow, a very great man, and 
from his business, hand-in-glovc with the “nobs at the West End;” 
old Colonel Livermore, of the Bombay Army, and Mrs. Livermore 
from Upper Bedford Place: old Serjeant Tofty and Mrs. Toffy; and 
sometimes old Sir Thomas Coffin and Lady C(^n, from Bedford 
Square. Sir Thomas was celebrated as a hanging judge, and the 
IKiiiicular tawny port was produced when he dined with Mr. Osborne. 

These people and their like gave the pompous Russell Square 
merchant pompous dinners back again. They had solemn rubbers of 
whist, when they wont up-stairs after ‘Pinking, and their carriages were 
called at half-p.ast ten. Many rich people, whom we poo# devils arc in 
the habit of envying, load contentedly an existence like that above 
rlo.scribod. J-ang Osborne scarcely ever met a man under sixty, and 
almost the only bachelor who appeared in their society was Mr. Smirk, 
the celebrated lady’s doctor. 

I can’t say that nothing had occurred to disturb the monotony of this 
awful exi.stenoo : the fact is, there had been a secret in poor .Lane’s life 
which had made her father more savage and ntorose than even nature, 
pride, and over-feeding had made him. Tliis secret was connected with 
Miss Wirt, who had a cousin an artist, Mr. Smee, very celebrated since 
as a portrait painter and E.A., but who once was gl.ad enough to give 
drawing-lessons to ladies of fashion. Mr. Smee has forgotten where 
Russell Square is now, but he was glad enough to visit it in thb year 
1818, when Miss Osborne had instruction from him. * 

Smee (formerly a pupil of Sharpe of Frith Stj^eet, a dissolute, irregular, 
and unsuccessful m.an, but a man with great Icnowledge of his art) 
being the cousin of Miss Wirt, wo say, and introduced by her to 
Mias Osborne, whoso hand and heart was still free after various 
incomplete love affairs, felt a groat attachment for this lady, .and it is 
believed inspired one in her bosom. Miss Wirt was the confidimto of 
this intrigue. I know not whether she used to leave the room w’nere 
the master and his pupil were painting, in order to give them an 
opportunity for exchanging those vows and sentiments which cannot 
be uttered advantageously in the presence of a third party: I know not 
whether she hoped that should her cousin succeed in carrying off the 
rich merchant’s daughter, he would give Miss Wirt a portion of the 
wealth which she Imd enabled him to win—all that is certain is, that 
Mr. Osborne got some hint of the transaction, came back from rtto city 
abruptly, and entei-ed the drawing-room with his bamboo-cane ; found 
the painter, the pupil, and the companion all looking exceedingly pale 
, there; turned the former out of doors with menaces that he would 
break every bone in his skin, and half-an-hour afterwards dismissed 
Miss Wirt likewise, kicking her trunks down the staii-s, trampUng on 
her band-boxes, and shaking his fist at her hackney-coach, as it Wre her 
away. • 
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Jane Osborne kept her bed-room for many days. She was not 
allowed to have a companion afterwards. Her father swore to her 
that she should not have a shilling of his money if she made any match 
without his concurrence ; and as he wanted a woman to keep his house, 
he did not choose that she should marry : so that she was obliged to 
give up all projects with which Cupid had any share. During her 
papa’s life, then, she resigned herself to the manner of existence here 
described, and was content to be an Old Maid. Her sister, meanwhile, 
was having children with finer names every year—and the intercourse 
between the two grew fainter continually. “ Jane and I do not move 
in the same sphere of life,” Mrs. Bullock said. “I regard her as a 
sister, of course ”—which means>^what does it mean when a lady says 
that she regards Jane as a sister i 

It has been described how the Misses Dobbin lived ijiith their father 
at a fine villa at Denmai'k Hill, where thei’e were beautiful graperies 
and peach-trees which delighted little Georgy Osborne. Tiie Misses 
Dobbin, who drove often to Brompton to see our dear Amelia, came 
sometimes to Russell Square too, to pay a visit to their oid acquaintance 
Miss Osborne. I believe it was in consequence of the commands of 
their brother the Major in India (for whom their papa had a prodigious 
respect), that they paid attention to Mrs. George ; for the Major, the 
godfather and guardian of Amelia’s little boy, still hoped that the 
child’s grandfather might be induced to relent towards him, and 
acknowledge him for the sake of his son. The Mi.ss Dobbins kept 
Miss Osborne acquainted with the state of Amelia’s affaira; how she 
was living with her £itl(er and mother; how poor they were; how 
they -wondered what men, and such men as their brother and dear 
Captain Osborne, could find in such an insignificant little chit; how 
she was still, as heretofore, a namby-pamby milk-and-water affected 
creature—^but how the boy was really the noblest little boy ever seen 
—^for the hearts of all women warm towards young children, and the 
sourest spinster is kind to them. 

One day, after great entreaties, on the part of the Misses Dobbin, 
Amelia allowed little-George to go and pass a day with them at 
' Denmark Hill—a part of which day she spent herself in writing to the 
Major in India. She congratulated him on the happy news which his 
sisters had just convoyed to her. She prayed for his prosperity, and 
that of the bidde he had chosen. She thanked him for a thousand 
thousfuid kind offices and proofs of steadfast friendship to her in her 
affliction. She told him the last news, about little Georgy, and how he 
was gone to spend that very day with his sisters in the country. She 
underlined the letter a great deal, and she signed herself affectionately 
his friend, Amelia Osborne. She forgot to send any message of 
kindness to Lady O’Dowd, as her wont was—^aud did not mention 
Glorvina by name, and only in italics, as the Major’s hnde, for whom 
sho begged blessings. But the news of the marriage removed tho 
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reserve which she had kept up towards him. She was glad to he able 
to own and feel how warmly and gratefully she regarded him—and as 
for the idea of being jealous of Glorvina, (Glorvina, indeed!) Amelia 
would have scouted it, if an angel from heaven had hinted it to her. 

That night, when Georgy came back in the pony-carriage in which 
he rejoiced, and in which he was driven by Sir Wip. Dobbin’s old 
coachman, he had round his neck a fine gold chain and watch. He 
said an old lady, not pretty, had given it him, who cried and kissed 
him a great deal. But he didn’t like her. He liked grapes very much. 
And he only hked his mamma. Amelia shrunk and .started; the 
timid soul felt a presentimeint of terror when she heard that the 
relivtions of the child’s father had seen him. ^ 

Miss Osborne came back to give her father his dinner. He had 
made a good speculation in the City, and was rather in a good humour 
that day, and •chanced to remark the agitation under which she 
laboured. “ What’s the matter. Muss Osborne ? ” he deigned to say. 

The woman burst into tears. “ O, Sir,” she s.iid, “ I’ve seen little 
George, He is «3 beautiful as an angel—and so like him ! ” The old 
man opposite to her did not say a word, but flushed up, and began to 
tremble in every limb. 


CIIAPTEE XLIII. 

IS WHlCn TUB KEADER HAS TO DOUBLE THE CAIE. 

• 

The astonished reader must be called upon to transport himself ten 
thousand miles to the military station of Bundlegunge, in the IVfodras 
division of our Indian empire, where our gallant old friends of the •—th 
regiment are quartered under the command of the brave Colonel, Sir 
Michael O’Dowd. Time has dealt kindly with that stout oflicer, as it 
does ordinarily with men who have good stomachs and good tempers, 
and are not perplexed over much by fatigue of the brain. The Colonel 
plays a good knife and fork at tiflin, and resumes those weapons with 
great success at dinner. He smokes his hookah after both meals, and i 
pufls as quietly while his wife scolds him, as he did under the fire of the 
Trench at Waterloo. Age and heat have not diminished the activity 
or the eloquence of the descendant of the Malonys and the Molloys. 
Her ladyship, our old acquaintance, is as much at home at MflHras as 
at Brussels—in the cantonment as under the tents. On the march you 
saw her at the head of the regiment seated on a royal elephant, a 
noble sight. Mounted on that beast, she has been into action with 
tigers in the jungle: she has been received by native princes, who 
have welcomed her and Glorvina into the recesses of their zenanas and 
oftered her shawls and jewels which it went to her heart to refuse. 
The sentries of aU arms salute her wherever she makes her apjfeorance; 
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and she touches her hat gravely to their salutation. Lady O’Dowd is 
one of the greatest ladies in the Presidency of Madras—^her quaiTel 
■with Lady Smith, wife of Sir Minos Smith the piiisne judge, is still 
remembered by some at Madras, when the Colonel’s lady snapped her 
fingers in the Judge’s lady’s face, and said she'd never walk behind 
ever a beggarly, civilian. Even now, though it is five-and-tweiity years 
ago, people remember Lady O’Dowd performing a jig at Government 
House, where she danced down two Aides-de-Camp, a Major of Madras 
cavalry and two gentlemen of the Civil Service ; and, persuaded by 
Major Dobbin, C.B., second in command of the —th, to retii-e to the 
supper room, lassata nondum satiata recessii, 

Peggy O’Dowd is indeed tim same as ever: kind in act and 
thought: impetuous in temper; eager to command; a tyrant over her 
Michael: a dragon amongst all the ladies of the regiment: a mother 
to all the young men, whom she tends in their sickness; defends in all 
their scrape.s, and with whom Lady Peggy is immensely popular. But 
the Subalterns’ and Captains’ ladies (tlie Major is unniarried) cabal 
against her a good deal. They say that Gloiwina gives hei-self airs, 
and that Peggy herself is intolerably domineering. She interfered with 
a little congregation which Mrs. Kirk had got up, .and laughed the 
young men away from her sermons, stating th.at a soldier’s wife had no 
business to be a parson : that Mrs. Kirk would be much better mend¬ 
ing her husband’s clothes : and, if the regiment wanted sermon.s, that 
she had the finest in the world, those of her uncle, the Dean. She 
abruptly put a teriuinalion to a flirtation which Lieutenant Stubble of 
the rogimdnt had comraoncoft with the Surgeon’s wife, threatening to 
come down upon Stubble.for the money which ho had bori-owed from 
her (for the young fellow was still of an extravagant turn) unless he 
broke off at once and went to the Cape, on sick leave. On the other 
hand, she house d and sheltered Mrs. Posky, who fled from her Bunga¬ 
low one night, pursued by her infuriate husband, wielding his second 
brandy bottle, and actually carried Posky through the delirium tremens, 
and broke him of the habit of druiking, which had grown upon that 
oflicer as all evil habits will grow upon men. In a word, in adversity 
she was the best of comforters, in good fortune the moat troublesome of 
friends; having a perfectly good opinion of herself always, and an 
indomitable resolution to have her own way. 

Among other points, she had made up her mind that Glorvina should 
marry our old friend Dobbin. Mrs. O’Dowd knew the Major’s expec- 
tations'and appreciated his good qualities, and the high character which 
he enjoyed in his profession. Glorvina, a very handsome, fresh- 
coloured, black-haired, blue-eyed young lady, who could ride a horse, 
or play a sonata with any girl out of the County Cark, seemed to be 
the very person destined to insure Dobbin’s happiness—much more 
than that poor good little weak-spur’ted Amelia, about whom he used 
to take on so.—“ Look at Glorvina enter a i^oom,” Mrs. O’Dowd would 
say, “and compare her with that poor Mrs. Osborne, who couldn’t say 
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bo to a goose. She’d be worthy of you, Major—^you’re a quiet man 
yourself, and want some one to talk for ye. And though she does not 
come of such good blood as the Malonys or MoUoys, let me tell ye, 
she’s of an ancient family that any nobleman might be proud to 
marry into.” 

But before she had come to such a resolution, amj determined to 
subjugate Major Dobbin by her endearments, it must be owned that 
Glorvina had practised them a good deal elsewhere. She had had a 
sejuson in Dublin, .and who knows how many in Cork, Kill.amey, and^ 
Mallow? She had flirted with all the marriageable offlccra whom! 
the depots of her countiy aifoided, and all the bivchelor squires who j 
seemed eligible. She had been engagsci to be married a h^lf score times | 
in Ireland, besides the clergyman at Bath who used her so ill. She 
h.ad flirted..all ,tlie__way to hla^ras with the Captain and' chief-mate of 
the Kamchundar East Indiaman, and had a se.ason at the Presidency 
with her brother and Mi-a. O’Dowd who was staying there, while the 
Major of the regiment was in command at the st.ation. Everybody 
.admired her th^re': everybody danced with her: but no one proposed; 
who was worth the marrying; one or two exceedingly young subalterns. 
sighed after her, and a beardless clv'ilian or two; but she rejected these; 
.as beneath her pretensions; and other and younger virgins than Glor- 
viiia were married before her. There are women, and h.andsome women 
too, who have this fortune in life. They fall in love with the utmost 
generosity ; they ride and walk with half the Army-list, though they 
<lr.a\v near to forty, .and yet the Miss O’Gradys are Miss O’Gradys still: 
Glorvina persisted that but for tjlTdy 0’rA)wd’s unlucky qifarrel with 
the Judge’s lady, she would have made a good match .at Madras, where 
old Mr. Chutney, who was at the head of-the civil seiwice, (and who 
afterwards married Miss Dolby, a young lady, only thirteen years of 
age, who had just arrived from school in Europe,) was just at the point 
of ]n-oposing to her. 

Well, although Lady O’Dowd and Glorvina quan-elled a great 
number of times every day, and upon .almost every conceivable subject 
—indeed, if Mick O’Dowd had not possessed the temper of an angel, two 
such women constantly about his ears would have driven him out of 
his senses—yet they agreed between themselves on this point, thet 
Glorvina should marry Major Dobbin, and were determined that the 
Major should have no rest until the arrangement was brought about.o. 
Undisin.aycd by forty or fifty previous defeats, Glorvina laid siege to 
him. She sang Irish Melodies at him unceasingly. She jiskcff him so'j 
frequently and pathetically, will ye come to the bower ? that it is a j 
wonder how ;iny man of feeling could have resisted the invitation.! 
She was never tired of inquiring, if Soitow had his young days fiided ; 
and was re.ady to listen and weep like Desdemona at the stories of his 
dangers .and his campaigns. It has been said that our honest and dear 
old friend used to perform on the flute in private : Glorvina insisted 
upon having duets with him, and Lady O’Dowd wmuld rise and artlessly 
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quit the room, when the young couple Vere so engaged. Glorvina 
forced the Major to ride ■with her of mornings. The whole cantonment 
? saw thorn set out and return. She was constantly writing notes over 
i to him at his house, borrowing his books, and scoring with her great 
■ pencil-marks such passages of sentiment or humour as awakened her 
I sympathy. Sl\e borrowed his horses, his servants, his spoons, and 
Ipalankin ;—no wonder that publi^tumour assigped her to him, and 
that the Major’s sisters in England should fancy they were about to 
have a sister-in-law. 

Dobbin, who was thus vigorously besieged, was in the meanwhile in 
a state of tlio moat odious tranquillity. Ho used to laugh when the 
yquug fellows of the regiment jSfed him about Glorvina’s manifest 
jtattentions to him. “ Bah! ” said he, “ she is only keeping her hand in 
—she practi^^upon me as she does upon Mrs. Tozer’s piano, because 
it’s the most handy instrument in the station. I am miwh too battered 
and old for such a fine young My as Glorvina.” And so he wesit 
on riding with her, and copying music and verses into her albums, and 
playing at chess with her very submissively; for it is wi/Ji these simple 
amusements that some oflicers in India are accustomed to while away 
their leism-e moments ; while others of a less domestic turn hunt hogs, 
and shoot snipes, or gamble and smoke cheroots, and befake themselves 
to brancly-and-water. As for Sir Michael O’Dowd, though his Lady 
and her sister both urged him to e.all upon the Major to explain him¬ 
self, and not keep on torturing a poor innocent girl in that shameful 

i way, the old soldier refused point-blank to have anything to do with 
the conspirhoy. “ Faith, the Major’s big enough to choose for himself,” 
Sir Michael said ; “ he’ll ask ye when he wants ye; ”—or else he would 
turn the matter off jocularly, declaring that “ Dobbin was too young to 
keep house, and had written home to ask lave of his mamma.” Nay 
he went fiu'ther, and in private communications with his Major, woula 
caution and rally him—crying, “Mind your oi. Dob, my boy, them 
girls is bent on mischief—me Lady has just got a box of gowns from 
, Europe, and there’s a pink satin for Glorvina, which will finish ye. Dob, 
if it’s in the power of woman or sivtin to move ye.” 

But the truth is, neither beauty nor fashion could conquer him. Our 
■' honest friend had but one idea of a woman in his head, .and that one 
. did not in the least resemble Miss Glorvina O’Dowd in pink satin. A 
gentle little wom.an in black, with large eyes and brown hair, seldom 
speaking, save when spoken to, and then in a voice not tlie least 
resemblfilg Miss Glorvina’s—a soft young motlier tending ah infant 
and beckoning the Major up with a smile to look at him—a rosy-cheeked 
lass coming singing into the room in Bussell Square or hanging on 
George Osborne’s arm, happy and loving—there was but this image 
that filled our honest Major’s mind by day and by night, and reigned 
over it always. Very likely Amelia was not like the portrait the Major 
had formed of her: there was a figure in a book of fashions which his 
sisters had in England, and with which William bad made uw.ay 



privately, pasting it into the lid of his desk, And fancying he saw some 
resemblance to Mrs. Osborne in the print, whereas I have seen it, and 
can vouch that it is but the picture of a high-waisted gown with an 
impossible doll’s face simpering over it—and, perhaps, Mr. Dobbin’s 
sentimental Amelia was no more like the real one than this absurd 
little print which he cherished. But what man in love, of us, is better 
informed ?—or is he much happier when he sees and owns his delusion ? 
Dobbin was under this spell. He did not bother his friends and the 
public much about his feelings, or indeed lose his natural zest or 
appetite on account of them. His head has grizzled since we saw him 
last; and a line or two of silver may be seen in the soft brown hair 
likewise. But his feelings are not in the least changed or oldened ; and 
his love remains as ifesh, as a man’s ficollections of boyhood are. 

We have said how the two Miss Dobbins and AmeJig.;. the Major’s 
coirespondents in Europe, wrote him letters from England; M!rs. j 
Osborne congratulating him with great candour and cordiality upon 
his approaching nuptials with Miss O’Dowd. 

“ Your sister has just kindly visited me,” Amelia wrote in her letter, 

“ and informed me of an inieresting event, upon which I beg to offer my 
most sincere congratulations. I hope the young lady to whom I hear 
you are to%e united will in every respect prove worthy of one who is 
himself all kindno.ss and goodness. The poor widow has only her| 
prayew to offer, and her cordial cordial wishes for your prosperity / ' 
Georgy seuds.his love to Im dear godpapa, and hopes that you will not ' 
forget him. I tell him that you are about to form other ties, with one 
who I am sure merits all your affection, but that although, such ties 
must of course be the strongest and most sacred, and supersede all 
others, yet that 1 am sure the widow and the «hild whom you have ever 
protected and loved will always have a comer in your heart." The 
letter, which has been before alluded to, went on in this strain, protesting 
throughout as to the extreme satisfaction of the writer. 

This letter, which arrived by the very same ship which brought out 
Lady O’Dowd’s box of millinery from London (and which you may be 
sure Dobbin opened before any one of the other packets which the mail 
brought him), put the receiver into such a state of mind that Glorvina, 
and W pink satin, and everything belonging to her, became peflectly 
od ious to him. The Major cursed the talk of women, andThe sex in 
general. Everything annoyed him that day—^the parade was insuffer¬ 
ably hot and wearisome. Good heavens ! was a man of intellect to 
waste his life, day after day, inspecting cross-belts, and puttiijg fools 
through their manceuvres ? The senseless chatter of the young men 
at mess was more than ever jarring. AYhat cared he, a man on the U 
high road to forty, to know how many snipes Lieutenant Smith had 
shot, or what were the performances of Ensign Brown’s mare ? The 
jokes about the table filled him with shame. He was too old to listen j 
to the banter of the assistant-surgeon and the skng of the youngsters, 
at which old O’Dowd, with his bald head and red face, laughed quite ; 
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easily. The old man had listened to those jokes any time these thirty 
years-—Dobbin himself had been fifteen years hearing them. And after 
the boisterous diilness of the mess-table, the quarrels and scandal of 
the ladies of the regiment! It was unbearable, shameful. “ 0 Amelia, 
Amelia,” he thought, “you to whom I have been so faithful—yon 
reproach me ! It is because you cannot feel for me, that I drag on this 
wearisome life.' And you reward me after years of devotion by giving 
me your blessing upon my marriage, forsooth, with this fl<auntiug Irish 
girl! ” Sick and sorry felt poor 'William : more than ever wretched 

I and lonely. Ho would like to h.ave done with life and its vanity alto¬ 
gether—so bootless and unsatisfactory the struggle, so cheerless and 
dreary the prospect seemed to him. He lay all that night sleepless, 
and yeaiTiin£«_to go Jiqme. Am'elia’s letter had fallen as a blaiikiipon 
him. ' No fi(igb'ty7no constant truth and passion, could move her into 
warmth. She would not see that ho loved her,''Tos.sing in his bod, he 
spoke out to her. “ Good God, Amelia! ” he said, “ don’t you know 
tluit I only love you in the world—you, who are a stone to me—you, 
whom I tended through months and months of illness and grief, and 
who bade me farewell with a smile on your face, and forgot me before 
the door shut between us! ” The native scrv.ants lying outside his 
verandahs beheld with wonder the Major, so cold and quiet ordinarily, 
at present so passion,atoly moved and cast down. Would she have 
pitied him had she seen him 1 He read over and over all the letters 
which he ever had from her—^letters of business relative to the little 
pi-operty which he had made her believe her husband had left to her— 
brief notes of invitation—every scrap of writing that she bad ever 
sent to him—^liow cold, how kind, how hopeless, how selfish they were i 
Had there been some "kind gentle soul near at hand who could read 
and appreciate this silent generous heart, who knows but that tho 
reign of Amelia might h.ave been over, .and that friend William’s lovo 
might have flowed into a kinder channel 1 But there was only G lorvin a 
of the jetty ringlets with whom his intercourse was familiar, and this 
dashing young woman was not bent upon loving the Major, but rather 
on making tho Major admire /ler —a most vain and hopeless task, too, 
at le<ast considering the means that the poor girl possessed to e.ai-ry it 
^but. She curled her hair and showed her shoulders at him, as much as 


to say, did ye over see such jet ringlets .and such a complexion 1 Sho 
grinned at him so th.-it he might see that every tooth in her head was 
sound—and ho never heeded all these charms. Very soon after the 
arrival, of tho box of millinery, and perluips indeed in honour of it, 
Lady O’Dowd and the ladies of the King’s Eegiment gave a ball to the 
Company’s Regiments and the civilians at the station. Glorvina 
sported the killing pink frock, and tho hl.ajor, who attended the party 
and walked vei y lucfully u]) and down the rooms, never so much as 


I perceived the pink garment. Glorvina danced past him in a fury with 
I all the young subalterns of the station, and tho Major was not in the 
t least jealous of her performance, or angry because Captain Bangles o. 



the Cavalry handed her to supper. It was nf)t jealousy, or frocks or' 
shoulders, that could move him, and Glcsrvina had nothing more. 

So these two were each exeniplifying the Vanity of this life, and eac'^ 
longi ng for what he or she cpjihtnot get. Glorvina cried with rage at 
the faiiureT She had set her mind-oh the Major “ more than on any of 
the others,” she owned, sobbing. “He’ll break my heart, he will, 
Peggy,” she would whimper to her sister-in-law when^hey were good 
friends; “ sure every one of me frocks must be taken in—it’s such 
a skeleton I’m growing.” Fat or thin, laughing or melancholy, 
on horseb.ack or the music-stool, it was all the same to the Major. 
And the Colonel, pulling his pipe and listening to these complaints, 
would suggest that Glory should have some black frocks out in the 
next box from London, and told a mysterious story a lady in 
Ireland, who died of grief for the loss of her husband before she got 
ere a one. 

While the M.tjor was going on in this tantalising way, not proposing, 
and' declining to fall in love, there came another ship from Europe 
bringing letters on board, and amongst them some more for the 
heartless m.iii. .These were home letter's bearing an earlier post mark 
than that of the former packets, .and .as M.ajor Dobbin recognised among 
his, the handm-iting of his si.ster, who always crossed and recrossed her 
letters to her brother,—gathered together .all the possible bad news '• 
which she could collect, .abused him and read him lectures with sisterly 
frankness, and always left him miserable for the day .after “dearest 
Willi.am ” had achieved the perusal of one of her epistles—^the^ truth 
must be told that, dearest William did not hurry himself to break the 
seal of Miss Dobbin’s letter, but waited for a particularly favourable 
ilay and mood for doing so. A fortnight before, moreover, he had 
written to scold her for tolling those absurd stories to Mrs. Osborne, 
an<l had despatched a letter in reply to that lady, undeceiving her with, 
respect to the reports concerning him, and assuring her that “he had] 
no sort of present intention of altering his condition.” 

Two or three nights after the arrival of the second pack.ago of lettens, 

I ho Major had passed the evening pretty cheerfully at Lady O’Dowd’s 
Iiouso, where Glorvina tliought that he listened with rather more 
a( tention than usual to the Meeting of the Wathers, the Minstlu-el 
'Buy, and one or two other specimens of song with whicli she favoured 
him, (the truth i.s, lie was no more listening to Glorvina th.an to llio 
howling of the jackalls in the moonlight outside, and the delusion was 
hor’s as usual,) and h.aviiig pl.aycd his game at cliess with her, (cribb.ago 
with the surgeon w.as Lady O’Dowd’s favourite evening ix^time,) 
Major Dobbin took leave of the Colonel’s family at his usual hour, and 
retii'ed to liis own house. 

There ou his table, liis sister’s letter lay reproaching him. Ho took 
it up, .ashamed rather of his negligence regarding it, and prepiired 
liiiiiself for a disagreeable hour’s communing with that crabbed-Iianded 
absent relative.It may have been an hour after the Major’s 
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depaifcure from the Cojonel’s house—Sir Michael waa sleeping the 
sleep of the just; Glorvina had arranged her black ringlets in the 
inutunerable little bits of paper, in which it was her habit to confine 
them.; Lady O’Dowd, too, had gone to her bed in the nuptial chamber. 
On the ground-floor, and had tuck^ her musquito curtains round her 
fair form, when the guard aTTIie gates of the Commanding-officer’s 
compound, beheld Major Dobbin, in the moonlight, rushing towards 
the house with a swift step and a very agitated countenance, and ho 
passed the sentinel and went up to the windows of the Colonel’s 
bed-chamber. 

“ O’Dowd-.—Colonel! ” said Dobbin, and kept up a great shouting. 

“ .Heavens, Meejor ! ” said Glorvina of the curl-papers, putting out 
her head too, from her window; • 

“ What is it, Dob, me boy ? ” said the Colonel, expecting there was a 
fire in the'sJation, or that the I’oute had come from he.ad-quarters. 

“ I—I must have leave of absence. I must go to England—on the 
most urgent private aflTairs,” Dobbin said. 

“ Gk)od heavens, what has happened ! ” thought Glorvimg trembling 
with all the papillotes. » 

“ I want to be off—now—to-night,” Dobbin continued ; and the 
Colonel getting up, came out to^mriey with him. 

In the postscript of Miss Dobbin’s cross-letter—^the Major had just 
come upon a paragraph, to the following effect:—“ I drove yesterday 
to see your old acquaintance, Mrs. Osborne. The wretched place they 
live at, since they were bankrupts, you know—Mr. S., to judge from a 
brass plate on the door of his hut (it is IHtle better) is a coal-merchant. 
The little boy, your godsob, is certainly a fine cbild, though forward, 
and inclined to be saucytand self-willed. But we have taken notice of 
him as you wish it, and have introduced him to his aunt. Miss O., who 
was rather pleased with him. Perhaps his grandpapa, not the bankrupt 
one, who is almost doting, but Mr. Osborne, of Eussell Square, may be 
induced to relent towards the child of your friend, Ais erring and self- 
wiUedstin. And Amelia will not be ill-disposed to give him, up. The 
widow is consoled, and is about to max-ry a revei-end gentleman, the 
Bev. Ml". Binney, one of the curates of Brompton. A poor matcli. 
But Mrs. O. is getting old, and I saw a great deal of gray in her hail"— 
she was in very good spirits: and your little godson over-ato himself at 
our house. Mamma sends her love with that of your affectionate, 
Ann Dobbin.” 


CHAPTER XLIV. 

A KOTJMD-ABOUT CHArTEB BETWEEN LONDON AND HAMPSIIIRB. 

The family house of our friends tlie Crawleys, in Great Gaunt 
Street, still bore ever its front the hatchment which had been placed 
there as a token of mouiming for Sir Pitt Crawley’s demise, yet this 
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heraldic emblem was in itself a very splendidland gaudy piece of fumi' 
turo, and all the rest of the mansion became more brilliant than it Lad 
ever been during the late baronet’s reign. The black outer-coating of 
the bricks was removed, and they appeared with a cheerful, blushing 
face streaked with white : the old bronze lions of the knocker were 
gilt handsomely, the railings painted, and the dismallest house in 
Great Gaunt Street, became the smartest in the wholb quarter, before 
the green leaves in Hampshire had replaced those yellowing ones 
which were on the trees in Queen’s Crawley avenue when old Sir Pitt 
Crawley passed under them for the last time. 

A little woman, with a carriage to correspond, was peVpetually seen 
about this mansion; an elderly spinster, accompanied by a little boy, 
also might be remarked coming thitfier daily. It was Miss Briggs and 
little :^wdon, whose business it was to see to the inword, renovation 
of Sir Pitt’s house, to superintend the female band engaged in stitching 
the blinds and* hangings, to poke and I'ummage in the drawers and 
cupboards crammed with the dirty relics and congregated trumperies 
of a couple of generations of Lady Crawleys, and to take inventories of 
the china, the g^ass, and other properties in the closets and store-rooms, 

Mrs. Bawd on Crawley was general-in-chief over these arrangements, - 
with full orders from Sir Pitt to sell, barter, confiscate, or purchase 
furniture ; and she enjoyed herself not a little in an occupation which 
gave full scope to her taste and ingenuity. The renovation of the 
house was determined upon when Sir Pitt came to town in November 
to see his lawyers, and when he passed nearly a week in CurzomStreet, 
nnder the roof of his affectionate brother ^nd sister. . 

He had put up at an hotel at first; but, Becky as soou as she heard 
of the Baronet’s arrival, went off alone to gfeet him; and returned in 
an hour to Curzon Street with Sii* Pitt in the carriage by her side. It 
was impossible sometimes to resist this artless little ereature’s hospitali¬ 
ties, so kindly were they pressed, so frankly and amiably offered. Becky 
seized Pitt’s hand in a transport of gratitude when he agreed to come. 
“Tliank you,” she said, squeezing it, and looking into the Baronet’s 
eyes, who blushed a good deal; “ how happy this will make Rawdon.” 
She bustled up about to Pitt’s bed-room, leading on the servants, who 
were carrying his trunks thither. She came in herself laughing, with 
a coal-scuttle out of her own room. A fire was blazing already in Sir 
Pitt’s apartment (it was Miss Briggs’ room, by the way, who was sent 
upstairs to sleep with the maid). “ I knew I should bring you,” she 
said, with pleasure beaming in her glance. Indeed, she was regjly and 
sincerely happy at having him for a guest. 

Becky mode Rawdon dine out once or twice- on business, while Pitt 
stayed with them, and the Baronet p.assed the happy evening alone' 
with her and Briggs. She went down stairs to the kitchen .and .actually 
cooked little dishes for him. “Isn’t it a good salmi?” she said; “I 
made it for you. I can make you better dishes than that; and will 
when you come to see me.” 
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“ Everything yon do, yofi do well,” said the Baronet, gallantly. “The 
salmi is excellent indeed.” 

“ A poor man’s wife,” Eebecoa replied, gaily, “ must make herself 
useful, you know on which her brother-in-law vowed that “ she was 
fit to be the wife of an emperor, and that to be skilful in domestic 
duties was surely one of the most charming of woman’s qualities.” 
And Sir Pitt thought, with something like mortification, of Lady Jane 
at home, and of a certain pie which she had insisted on making, and 
serving to him at dinner—a most abominable pie. 

Beside.s the salmi, which was made of Lord Steyne’s pheasants from 
liis lordship’s cottage of Stillbrook, Becky gave her brother-in-law a 
bottle of white wine, some that Eawdon had brought with him from 
France, and had picked up for nothing, the little story-teller said ; 
whereas the»li<?uor was, in truth, some White Hermitage from the 
Marquis of Steyne’s famous cellars, which brought fire uito the 
Baronet’s pallid cheeks and a. glow into his feeble frame."’ 

Then when he had drunk up the bottle of petit vin blanc she gave 
him her hand and took him up to the dr.awing-room, and made him 
snug on the sofa by the fire, and let him talk as she listened with the 
tenderest kindly interest, sitting by him, and hemming a shirt for her 
dear little boy. Whenever Miu. Eawdon wished to be particularly 
humble and virtuous, this little shirt used to come out of her work- 
box. It had got to be too small for Eawdon long before it was 
finished, though. 

Well,-Itebeeoa listened to Pitt, she talked to him, she sang to him, 
she coaxed him, and cuddled him, so that he found himself more and 
more glad every day to get back from the lawyer’s at Gray’s Inn, to 
the blazing fire in Curzoh’Strect—a gladness in which the men of law 
likewise participated, for Pitt’s harangues were of the longest—and so 
that when he went away he felt quite a pang at depai ting. How 
pretty she looked kissing her hand to him from the carriage and 
waving her handkerchief when he liad taken his place in the mail ! 
She ])ut the handkerchief to her eyes once. He pulled his sealskin 
cai> over his, !is the couch drove away, and, sinking back, he thought 
to himself how she respected him and how he deserved it, and how 
Eawdon was a foolish dull fellow who didn’t half appreciate his 
wife: and how mum and stupid his own wife was compared to 
that brilliant little Becky. Becky had hinted every one of these 
things herself, perhaps, but so delicately and gently, that you hardly 
knew when or where. And, before they parted, it was agreed that 
the house in Loudon should be redecorated for the next season, 
mul that the brothers’ families should meet again in the country at 
Christmas. 

“ I wish you could have got a little money out of him,” Eawdon said 
to his wife moodily when the Baronet was gone. “ I should like to 
give something to old Haggles, hanged if I shouldn’t. It ain’t right, 
yon know, that the old fellow should be kept out of all his money. 
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It may be inconvenient, and he might let tolsomebody else besides ns, 
you know.” 

“Tell him,” said Becky, “that as soon as Sir Pitt’s affairs 
settled, everybody will be paid, aiM give him a little something oi 
account. Ilere’s a check that Pitt left for the boy,” and she took from 
her bag and gave her husband a paper which his broyier had handed 
over to her, on behalf of the little son and heir of the younger branch 
of the Crawleys. 

The truth is, she had tried personally the ground on which her 
liusband expx’eased a wish that she should vcntui’e—tried it ever so 
delicately, and found it unsafe. Even at a hint about embari-assments. 
Sir Pitt Crawley was off and alarme^ And he began a long speech, 
explaining how straitened he himself was in money matlers; how the 
tenants would not pay; how his father’s affairs, ancP expenses 
attendant upon the demise of the old gentleman, had involved him ; 
how he wanteS to pay off incumbrances; and how the bankers and 
agents were overdrawn ; and Pitt Crawley ended by making a com¬ 
promise with his sister-in-law, and giving her a very small sum for the 
benefit of her little boy. 

Pitt knew how poor his brother and his brother’s family must be. 
It could not have escaped the notice of such a cool and experienced 
old diplomatist, that Rawdon’s family had nothing to live upon, and 
that houses and carriages are not to be kept for nothing. He know very 
well that ho was the proprietor or appropriator of the money, which, 
according to all proper calculation, ought to have fallen to his younger 
brother, and ho had, we may be sure, some secret pangs of remorse 
■within him, which warned him that he ought to perform some act of 
justice, or, let us say, compensation, tow.ards these disappointed rela¬ 
tions. A just, decent man, not without brains, who said his pr.ayers, 
and knew his catechism, and did his duty outwardly tliroiigli life, 
he could not be otherwise than aware that something was due to' 
his brotlier at his hands, and thaUmorally he was Eawdon’s debtor. 

But, as one reads in the columns of the Times newspaper every now 
and then, queer atinouncements from the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
acknowledging the receipt of 601. from A. B., or lOf. from W. T., as 
conscience-money, on account of taxes due by the said A. B. or W. T^ 
which payments the penitents beg the Bight Honourable gentleman 
to acknowledge through the medium of the public press ;—so is the 
filiancellor no doubt, and the reader likewise, always perfectly sure 
that the above named A. B. and W. T. are only paying a vcr^small 
instalment of what they really owe, and that the man who sends up a 
twenty pound-note has very likely hundreds or thousands more for 
which ho ought to account. Such, at least, are my feelings, when I 
see A. B. or \V. T.’s insufficient acts of repentance. And I have no 
doubt that Pitt Crawley’s contrition, or kindness if you will, towards 
his younger brother, by whom he had so much profited, was only a 
very small dividend upon the capital sum in which he was indebted 
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to Bawdon. Not everybody is ■willing to pay even so much. To part 
with money is a sacrifice beyond almost all men endowed with a sense 
of order. There is scarcely any man alive who does not think 
'^himself meritorious for giving his neighbour five pounds. Thriftless 
’'gives, not from a beneficent pleasure in giving, but from a lazy delight 
in spending. Ho jyould not deny himself one enjoyment; not his opera- 
ntal4 not his horse, not his dinner, not even the pleasure of giving 
Lazarus the five pounds. Thrifty, who is good, 'wise, just, and owes no 
man a penny, turns from a beggar, haggles with a hackney-coachman, 
or denies a poor relation, and I doubt which is the most selfish of the 
two. Money has only a different ■value in the eyes of each. 

So, in a wor(j, Pitt Crawley thought he would do something for his 
brother, and then thought that he would think about it some other time. 

And witlfregard to Becky, she was not a woman who expected too 
much from the generosity of her neighbours, and so wa{! quite content 
with all that Pitt Crawley had done for her. She was acknowledged by 
the h&a.d of the family. If Pitt would not give her anything, he would 
get something for her some day. If she got no money from her 
brother-in-law, she got what was as good as money—credit. Haggles 
was made rather easy in his mind by the spectacle' of the union 
between the brothers, by a small payment on the spot, and by the 
promise of a much larger sum speedily to be assigned to him.. And 
Bebecca told Miss Briggs, whose Ciiristmas dmdend upon the little 
sum lent by her, Becky paid with an air of candid joy, and as if her 
exchequer was brimming over with gold—^Bebecca, we say, told Miss 
Briggs, in strict confidence, tSiat she had conferred with Sir Pitt, who 
was famous as a financior, on Briggs’s special behalf, as to the most 
profitable investment of Miss B.’s remaining capital; that Sir Pitt, 
after much consideration, had thought of a most safe and advantageous 
way in which Briggs could lay out her money; that, being especially 
interested in her as an attached friend of the late Miss Crawley, and of 
the whole family, and that long before he left town, he had recom¬ 
mended that she should be ready with the money at a moment’s notice, 
so as to purchase at the most favourable opportunity the shares which 
Sir Pitt had in, his eye. Poor Miss Briggs was very grateful for this 
mai k of Sir Pitt’s attention—it came so unsolicited, she said, for she 
never should have thought of removing the money from tlie funds— 
and the delicjicy enhanced the kindness of the ofllce ; and she promised 
to see her man of business immediately, and be ready with her little 
cash arthe proper hour. 

And this worthy woman was so grateful for the’kindness of Bebecca 
in the matter, and for that of her generous benefactor, the Colonel, 
that she went out and spent a great part of her half year’s dividend 
in the purchase of a black velvet coat for little Eawdon, who by the 
way, was grown almost too big for black velvet now, and was of a size 
and age befitting him for the assumption of the virile jacket and 
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He ■was a fine open-faced boy, with blue eyes and waving fiazen hair 
sturdy in limb, but generous and soft in heart: fondly attaching himself 
to all who were good to him—^to the pony'*—to Lord Southdown, who 
gave him the horse—(hefised to blush and glow all over when he saw 
that kind young nobleman)—^to the groom who had charge of the pony 
—^to Molly, the cook, who crammed him with ghost stories at night, and 
with good things from the dinner—^to Briggs, whodl ho plagued and 
laughed at—and to his father especially, whose attachment towards the 
lad was curious too to witness. Hero, as he grew to be about eight 
years old, his attachments may be said to have ended. _ The beautiful 
mother-vision had faded away after a while. During near two years 
she had scarcely spoken to the chil(j.> She disliked him. He had the 
measles and the hooping-cough. He bored her. One <fay when he was 
standing at the landing-place, having crept down •froi* the upper 
regions, attracted by the sound of his mother’s voice, who was singing 
to Lord Steyne, the drawing-room door opening suddenly, disdu^ered 
the little spy, who but a moment before had been rapt in delight, and 
listening to the music. 

His mother came out and struck him violently a couple of boxes on 
the ear. He heard a laugh from the Marquis in the inner room, (who 
was amused by this free and artless exhibition of Becky’s temper,) 
and fled down below to his friends of the kitchen, bursting in an agony 
of grief. 

“ It is not because it hurts me,” little Eawdon gasped out—“only- 
only ”—sobs and tears wound up the sentence in a storm. It* was the 
little boy’s heart that was bleeding. “ Why mayn’t I hear her singing ? 
Why don’t she ever sing to me—as she dofs to that bald-headed man 
with the large teeth!” Ho gasped out at various intervals these excla¬ 
mations of rjige and grief. The cook looked at the housemaid; the 
housemaid looked knowingly at the footman—the awful kitchen inqui¬ 
sition which sits in judgment in every house, and knows everything,— 
sate on Rebecca at that moment. 

After this incident, the mother’s dislike increased to hatred ; the 
consciousness that the child was in the house was a reproach and a pain 
to her. His very sight annoyed her. Fear, doubt, and resistance 
sprang up, too, in the boy’s o'wn bosom. They were separated from that 
day of the boxes on the ear. 

Lord Steyne also heartily misliked the boy. When they met by 
mischance, lie made sarcivstic bows or remarks to the child, or glared at 
him with savage-looking eyes. Eawdon used to stare him iiWhe face, 
and double his little fists in return. He knew his enemy; and this 
gentleman, of all who came to the house, was the one who imgered him 
most. One day the footman found him squaring his fists at Lord 
Steyne’s hat in the hall. The footman told the circumstance as a good 
joke to Lord Steyne’s coachman ; that officer imparted it to Lord 
Steyne’s gentleman, and to the servants’ hall in general. And very 
soon afterwards, when Mi-s. Bawdon Crawley made her appejirance at 
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Gaiint House, the porter Ivho unbarred the gates, the servants of all 
uniforms in the hall, the fimotionaries in white waistcoats, who bawled 
out from landing to landiJig the names of Colonel and Mrs. Eawdou 
Crawley, knew about her, or fancied they did. The man who brought 
her refreshment and stood behind her chair, had talked her character 
over with the lai^e gentleman in motley-coloured clothes at his side. 
Bon Dieu! it is awful, that servants’ inquisition! You see a woman in 
a gre.at party in a splendid saloon, surrounded by faithful admirers, 
distributing sparkling glances, dressed to perfection, curled, rouged, 
smiling and happy:—Discovery walks respectfully up to her, in the 
shape of a huge powdered man with large calves and a tray of ices— 
with Calumny (which is as fatal truth)—^behind him, in the shape of 
the hulkirg fellow cari-ying the wafer-biseuita. Madam, your secret 
will be talked 7>ver by those men at their club at the public-house 
to-night. Jeames will tell Chawls his notions about you over their 
pipes and pewter beer-pots. Some people ought to have mutes for 
servants in Vanity Fair—mutes who could not write. If you are guilty, 
tremble. That follow behind your chair may be a Janissary with a bow¬ 
string in his plush breeches pocket. If you are not guilty, have a care 
of appearances : wdiichare as ruinous as guilt. 

“ Was Rebecca guilty or not 1 ” The Vehmgcricht of the servants’ 
hall had pronounced against her. 

And, I shame to say, she would not have got credit had they not 
believed her to bo guilty. It was the sight of the Mai'quis of Steyne’s 
carriagi-lamps at her door, contemi>lated by Haggles, bunting in the 
blackness df midnight, “ that deep him up,” as he afterwards said ; that 
even more than Rebecca’s prts and coaxings. 

And so—guiltless very likely—she was writhing and pushing onward 
towards what they call “a position in society,” and the servants were 
pointing at her as lost and ruined. So you see Molly, the housemaid, 
of a morning, watching a spider in the door-post lay his thread and 
laboriously crawl up it, until, tired of the sport, she raises her broom 
and sweeps away the thread and the artificer. 

A day or two before Cliristmas, Becky, her husband and her son 
made ready and went to pass the holidays at the seat of their ancestors 
at Queen’s Crawley. Becky would have liked to leave the little hrat 
behind, and would have done so hut for Lady Jane’s urgent invitations 
t o the youngster; and the symptoms of revolt and discontent which 
Rawdoif manifested at her neglect of her son. “ He’s the finest boy in 
England,” the fivther said, in a tone of reproach to her, “ and you don’t 
seem to care for him, Becky, as much as you do for your spaniel. He 
shan’t bother you much: at home he will he away from you in the 
nursery, and ho shall go outside on the coach with me.” 

“Where j’ou«go yourself because you want to smoke those filthy 
fdgars,” replied Mi-s. Eawdon. 

“ I remember when you liked ’em though,” answered the husband. 
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Becky laughed: she was almost always gJod-humoured. “ Tiiat Wiia 
when I was on my promotion, Goosey,’’^he said. “Take Kawdon 
outside with you, and give him a cigar too if you like.” 

Kawdon did not warm his little son for the winter’s journey in this 
way, hut he and Briggs wr.apped up the child in shawls and corafortei’s. 
and he was hoisted respectfully on to the roof of th^coach in the dark 
morning, under the humps of the White Hm’se Cellar: .and with no 
.small delight he watched the dawn rise, and made his first joux’ney to 
the place which his father still called home. It was a journey of 
infinite pleasure to the boy, to whom the incident^ of the road 
ail'orded endless intci'est: his father answering to him all questions 
connected with it, and telling him itdio lived in the great white house 
to the right, and whom the park belonged to. llis mother, in!?ide the 
vehifde with her maid and her furs, Jicr wrappers, aud*iior Scent bottles, 
made such a tr>-do that you would h.ave thought she never h.ad been in a 
stage co.ach before—much loss, that she had been turned out of this very 
one to make room for a p.aying passenger on a eertoin journey j^m-formed 
some half-score yofirs a,go. 

It was dark*agaiu wlieu little Ejuvdon w.ts weakened up lo enter his 
uncle's carriage at Mndbury, and he sate and looked out of it wondering 
as the great iron gates flew open, and at the white trunks of the limes 
as they swcjit hy, until they stopped, at length, before the light windows 
of tlie Hall, which w’cre blazing and comfortable with Christmas 
welcome. The hall-door w.as flung open—a big fire was burning in the 
great old fire-place—a c.avpet was down over tho chequered black flags 
—It’s the old Turlcey one that used tb be in tho Ijadios’ Gallei-y,” 
thought Kebecca, and tlie next instant was kissing Lady Jane. 

She anil Sir Pitt performed the s.atue salute with gro.at gravity : but 
Kawdon having hocii smoking, hung back i-atlier from his sister-in-law, 
wliose two ehiklreu e.amc iip to their cousin : and, while Matilda 
held out her ii.and and kissed him, Pitt Binkie Southdown, tlie son 
and heir, stood aloof ratlier, and examined him as a little dog does 
a big dog. 

Then the kind hoste.ss conducted her guests to the snug apartments 
Mazing wltli cheerful fire.s. Then tlie young Ladies came and knocked 
at Mrs. Bawdoii’s door, under the pretence that they were desirous to 
be useful, Imt in reality to have tlie pleasure of inspecting the contents 
of her band and bonnet-boxes, and her dre.sses which, tliough black, 
were of the newest London fashion. And they told her how innch the 
Hall was ch.angod for the better, .and how old Lady Southfibwn was 
gone, and how Pitt was taking his station in tlie country, .as became a 
Crawley in fact. Then the great dinner-bell having rung, tlie family 
assembled at dinner, at whleh meal Kawdon Junior was jiLaced by his 
aunt, the good-natured lady of tho house ; Sir Pitt being uncommonly 
attentive to his sister-in-law at his own right hand. 

Little Kawdon exhibited a fine appetite, and showed a gentlemanlike 
behaviour. 
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“I like to dine here,” he^said to his aunt wlien he liad completed Ins 
meal, at the conclusion of '^vliich, and after a decent f,'race by Sir Pitt, 
the young son and heir was introduced, and was perched on a hinh 
chair by the Bai'onet's side, while the daughter took iiosseasion of the 
place and the little wine-glass prepared for her near her mother. “ I 
like to dine her(^” said Eawdon Minor, looking up at his relation’s 
kind face. 

Why 1” said the good Lady Jane, 
dine in the kitchen when I am at home,” replied Eawdon Minor, 
“or else with Briggs.” But Becky w.as so engaged with the Baronet, 
her host, pouring out a flood of compliments and delights and raptures, 
and admiring young Pitt Binki#,»whom she declared to be the most 
beautiful, intelligent, noble-looking little creature, and so like his 
father, thaf’hhe did not hear the remarks of her own. flesh and blood at 
the other end of the broad shining table. . 

As a guest, and it being the first night of his amral, Eawdon the 
Second was allowed to sit up until the hour when tea being over, and a 
great gilt book being laid on the table before Sir Pitt, ajl the domestics 
of the family streamed in, and Sir Pitt read prayers. It was the 
first time the poor little boy had ever witnessed or heard of such a 
ceremonial. 

Thehouse had been much improved even since the Baronet’s brief reign, 
and wa? pronounced by Becky to be perfect, charming, delightful, when 
she surveyed it in his company. As for little Eawdon, who examined 
it with the children for his gfiides, it seemed to him a perfect palace of 
enchantment and wonder. > There were long galleries, and ancient state- 
bedrooms, there were pictures and old china, and armour. There were 
the rooms in which gi-andpapa died, and by which the children walked 
with terrified looks. “ Who was grandpapa ? ” he asked ; and they 
told him how he used to be veiy old, and used to be wheeled about in 
a garden-chair, and they showed him the garden-chair one day rotting 
in the outhouse in which it had lain since the old gentleman had been 
wheeled away yonder to the church, of which the spire was glittering 
over the park elms. 

The brothers h.ad good occupation for several mornings in examining 
the improvements which had been effected by Sir Pitt’s genius and 
economy. And as they walked or rode, and looked at them, they 
could talk without too much boring each other. And Pitt look cai-o 
to tell ifawdon what a heavy outlay of money these improvements had 
occasioned; and that a man of landed and funded property was often 
very hard pressed for tweut/'pounds. “There is that new lodge 
gate,” said Pitt, pointing to it humbly with the bamboo cane, 
“I can no more pay for it before the dividends in January than 
I can fly.” 

“ I can lend you, Pitt, till then," Eawdon answered rather ruefully ; 
and they went in and looked at the restored lodge, where the family 
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arms were just new scraped in stone; an* where old Mrs. Lock, for 
the first time tliese many long years, had tight doors, sound roois, and 


wholn window.s. 


CHAPTEE XLV. 

BETWEEN HAMPSHIRE AND LONDON. 

Sir Pitt Crawley had done more than repair fencps and restore 
dilapidated lodges on the Queen’s Crawley estate. Like a wise man 
he had set to work to rebuild the injured popularity of his house, and 
stop up the gaps and ruins in which his name had 6een left by his 
disreputable and thriftless old predecessor. He waS eleeted for the 
borough speedily after his father’s demise ; a magistrate, a member of 
parliament, a county magnate and representative of an ancient family, 
he made it his duty to show himself before the Hampshire public, 
subscribed handsomely to the county charities, called assiduously upon 
all the county tblks, and laid himself out in a word to take that position 
in Hampshire, and in the Empire afterwards, to which he thought his 
prodigious talents justly entitled him. Lady Jane was instructed to be 
friendly with the Euddlestones, and the Wapshots, and the other 
famous baronets, their neighbours. Their carriages might frequently 
be seen in the Queen’s Crawley avenue now; they dined pretty 
frequently at the Hall (where the cookery was so good, that it was 
clear Lady Jane very seldom had a lian(>in it), and in retuVn Pitt and 
his wife most energetically dined out in all sorts of weather, and at all 
sorts of distances. For though Pitt did not care for joviality, being a 
frigid man of poor health and appetite, yet he considered that to be 
hospitable and condescending was quite incumbent on his station, and 
every time that he got a headache from too long an after-dinner sitting, 
he felt that he was a martyr to duty. He talked about crops, corn-laws, 
Xwlitics, with the best country gentlemen. He (who had been formerly 
inclined to be a sad freethinker on these points) entered into poaching 
and game preserving with ardour. He didn’t hunt: he wasn’t a 
hunting man; he was a man of books and peaceful habits: but he 
thought that the breed of horses must be kept up in the eountry, and 
th.at the breed of foxes must therefore be looked to, and for his part, 
if his friend. Sir Huddlestone Fu4dl^tone, liked to draw his country, 
and meet as of old the F. hounds us^ to do at Queen’s Crtlwley, he 
should be happy to see him there, and the gentlemen of the Fuddle- 
stone hunt. And to Lady Southdown’s dismay too he became orthodox 
in his tendencies every day : gave up preaching in public and attending 
meeting-houses; went stoutly to Church: called on the Bi.shop, and 
all the Clergy at Winchester; and made no objection when the 
Venerable Archdeacon Trumper asked for a game of whist. What 
pangs must have been those of Lady Southdown, and what, an utter 
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eaat-away she must have hought her son-in-law for permitting such .a 
godless divei’sion! and ■ nhcn, on the return of the family from an 
oratorio at Winchester, i e Baronet announced to the young ladies 
that lie should next year very probably take them to the “county balls.” 
They worshipped him for his kindness. Lady Jane was only too 
obedient, and perhaps gl.ad herself to go. The Dow.ager wrote off the 
direst descriptions of her daughter’s worldly behaviour to the authoress 
of the'“Washerwoman of Finchley Common ” at the Cape; and her 
house in Brighton being about this time unoccupied, returned to tint 
watering-placf, her absence being not vei’y much deplored by her 
children. We may suppose, too, that Eebecca, on paying a second 
visit to Queen’s Crawley, did n»t feel particularly grieved at the 
absence of the lady of the medieine-chest; though she wrote a Chri.st- 
mns letter ■fro heV ladyship, in whieh she respectfully recalled herself 
to Lady Southdown’s recollection, spoke with gratitude, of the delight 
which her ladyship’s conversation had given her on the former visit, 
dilated on the kindness with which licr ladyship had treated her in 
sickness, and declared that everything at Queen’s Crawley reminded 
her of her absent friend. 

A great part of the altered demeanour and popularity of Sir Pitt 
Crawley might have been tivaced to the counsehs of that astute little 
lady of Curzon Street. “ You remain a baronet—you consent to be a 
mere country gentleman,” she said to him, while he had been her guest 
in Loudon. “No, Sir Pitt Crawley, I know jmu better. I know your 
talents and your ambition. You hvney you hide them both: but you 
can conceal'neither from nfe. I showed Lord Steyne your pamphlet 
on malt. He was familiar with it: and said it was in the opinion of 
the whole Cabinet the most masterly thing that had appeared on the 
subject. The Ministry has its eye upon you, and I know what you 
want. You w.ant to distinguish yourself in Parliament; every one 
says you are the finest speaker in England (for your spccehcs at Oxford 
are still remembered). You want to be Member for the County, where 
with your own vote and your borough at y'our back, you can command 
anything. And you want to be Baron Crawley of Queen’s Ci-awley, 
and will be before you die. I saw it all. I could read your heart. Sir 
Pitt. If I had a husband who possessed j’Otir intellect as he docs your 
name, I sometimes think I should not be unworthy of him—but—but 
I am your kinswoman now,” she added with a laugh. “Poor little 
penniless I have got .a little interest—and who knows, perhaps the 
mouse rfiay be able to aid the lion.” 

Pitt Crawley' Awas amazed and enraptured with her speech. “ IIo-w' 
that woman comprehends me ! ” he said. “ I never could get J.ane to 
read these pages of the malt-pamphlet. S/ie has no idea that I have 
commanding talents or secret ambition. So they remember my 
speaking at 0.xford, do they ? The i-asc-als ! now that I rci>reseut 
my borough and may sit for the county, they begin to rceollcid me! 
Why, Lord Steyne cut me at the levee lost year : they are beginning 
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to find out that Pitt Crawley is some one atl last. Yes, the man was 
always the same whom these people neglpoted : it was only the 
opportunity that was w.anting, and I will sljow them now that 1 can 
speak and act ns well as write. Achilles did not declare himself until 
they gave him the sword. I hold it now, and the world shall yet hear 
of Pitt Crawley.” 

Therefore it was that this roguish diplomatisf had grown so 
hospitable; that he was so civil to oratorios and hospitals; so kind 
to Ilo.ans and Chapters ; so generous in giving and accepting dinners ; 
so uncommonly gracious to farmers on market-days; and so much 
interested about county business ; and that the Christmas at the 
Hall was the gayest which had ^(jen known there for many a 
long day. ’ 

On Christm.as day a great family gathering took ^jlaca* All the 
Crawleys from^the Eectory came to dine. Rebecca was as fi’ank and 
fond of Mrs. Bute, as if the other had never been her enemy : she was 
alTcctioii.atcly interested in the dear girls, .and surprised at the progress 
which they had made in music since her time : and insisted upon 
encoring one o^the duets out of the great song-books which Jim, 
grumbling, had been forced to bring under his ai-m from the Rectory. 
Mrs. Bute, perforce, was obliged to adojit a decent demeanour towards 
the litt le a dventuress—of course being free to discourse with her 
d.aughtcrs afterwards about the absurd respect with ■which Sir Pitt 
tro.ated his sistcr-in-haw. But Jim, who had sate next to her at 
dinner, declared she was a trump: and one .and all of the Rector’s 
family agreed that the little Rawdon w’.as «i fine boy. They respected 
a possible baronet in the boy, between whon^ and the title there was 
only the little sickly p.ale Pitt Binkic. 

'J’ho children were very good friends. Pitt Binkio was too little a 
ilog for such a big dog .os Rawdon to pl.ay with : anil Matilda being 
only a girl, of course not fit companion for a young gentleman who was 
near eight years old, and going into jackets very soon. He took the 
command of this small party at once—the little girl and the little boy 
following him about with great revei-ence at such times as he conde¬ 
scended to sport with them. His happiness and plcasiu-e in tho 
country wore extreme. Tlie kitchen-gai-den pleased him hugely, the 
flowers moderately, but the pigeons and the poultry, and the stables 
when he was allowed to visit them, were delightful objects to him. 
Ho resisted being kissed by the Miss Crawleys: but he allowed Lady 
Jane sometimes to embrace him : and it was by her side that he liked 
to sit when the signal to retire to the drawing-room being given, tho 
ladies left the gentlemen to their claret—^by her side rather than by his 
mother. For Rebecca seeing that tenderness was tho fashion, called 
Rawdon to her one evening, and stooped down and kissed him in tho 
presence of aU the ladies. 

He looked her full in the face after the operation, trembling and 
turning very red, as his wont was when moved. “ You never kiss mo 
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at liome, Mamma,” he said ; at which there was a general silence and 
consternation, and a by rito means pleasant look in Becky’s eyes. 

Eawdon was fond of itis sister-in-law, for her regard for his son. 
Lady Jane and Becky did not get on quite so well at this visit as on 
occasion of the former one, when the Colonel’s wife was bent upon 
pleasing. Tho^e two speeches of the child struck rather a chill. 
Perhaps Sir Pitt was rather too attentive to her. 

But Eawdon, .as became his age and size, was fonder of the society of 
the men than of the women ; and never wearied of accompanying his 
sire to the stables, whither the Colonel reth-ed to smoke his cigar— 
Jim, the Eecfbi's son, sometimes joining his cousin in that and other 
amusements. He and the Baronet’s keeper were very close friends, 
their mutual taste for “ dawgs ” bringing them much together. On one 
day, Mr. "James, the Colonel, and .Horn, the keeper, went and shot 
pheasants, taking little Eawdon with them. Cn another most blissful 
morning, these four gentlemen partook of the amusement of rat-hunting 
in a barn, than which sport Eawdon as yet had never seen anything 
more noble. They stopped up the ends of certain drains in the bam, 
into the other openings of which feiycts were inserted; and then stood 
silently aloof with uplifted stakes in their hands, and an anxious little 
terrier (Mr. James’s celebrated “dawg” Forceps, indeed,), scarcely 
breathing from excitement, listening motionless on three legs, to the 
faint squeaking of the rats below. Desperately bold at last, the 
persecuted animals bolted above-ground ; the terrier accounted for one, 
the keeper for another, Eawdon, from flurry and excitement, missed his 
rat, but dh' the other hand he half murdered a ferret. 

But the greatest day. of all was that on which Sir Huddlesfeone 
Fuddlestono’s hounds met upon the lawn at Queen’s Crawley. 

' ^ That was a famous sight for little Eawdon. At half-past ten, Toni 
Moody, Sir Hnddlestone Fuddfestone’s huntsman, was seen trotting up 
the avenue, followed by the ncide pack of hound.s in a compact body— 
the rear being brought up by tile two whips clad in stained scarlet frocks 
—light hard-featured lads on well-bred lean l).orses, possessing mar¬ 
vellous dexterity in casting the points of their long heavy whips at the 
thinnest part of any dog’s skin who dares to straggle from the main 
body, or to take the slightest notice, or even so much as wink at the 
hares and rabbits starting under their noses. 

Next comes boy Jack, Tom Moody’s son, who weighs five stone, 
measures eight-and-forty inches, and will never be any bigger. He is 
perchdd on a large raw-boned hunter, half-covered by a capacious saddle. 
This animal is Sir Hnddlestone Fuddlestone’s favourite horse—^the Nob. 
Other horses, ridden by other small boys, arrive from time to time, 
awaiting their masters, who will come cantering on anon. 

Tom Moody rides up to the %)or of the Hall, where he is welcomed 
by the butler, who ofiers him drink, which he declines. He and hU 
pfick then draw off into a sheltered corner of the lawn, where the dogs 
roE on the grass, and play or growl angrily at one another, ever and 
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.aiion breaking out into furious figlit speedilyjto be quelled by Tom’a 
voice, unmatched at rating, or the snaky thong of the whips. 

Many young gentlemen canter up on thorAgh-bred hacks, spatter- 
dashed to the knee, and enter the house to drink cherry-brandy and 
pay their respects to the ladies, or more modest and sportsman-like, 
divest themselves of their mud-boots, exchange their hacks for their 
hunters, and wai-m their blood by a preliminary gdllop round tho 
lawn. Then they collect round tho pack in the corner, and talk with 
Tom Moody of past sport, and the merits of Sniveller and Diamond, 
and of the state of the country and of the wretched breed of foxes. 

Sir Huddlestone presently appears mounted on a iclever cob, and 
rides up to the Hall, where he enters ^nd does the civil thing by the 
ladies, after which, being a man of few words, he proceeds to business. 
The hounds are drawn up to the Hall-door, and little HiAvdon .descends 
amongst them, excited yet half alarmed by the caresses which they 
bestow upon him, at the thumps he I'eceives from their waving tails, 
and at their canine bickerings, scarcely restrained by Tom Moody’s 
tongue and lash. 

Meanwhile, Sil* Huddlestone has hoisted himself unwieldily on the 
Nob : Let’s try Sowster’s Spinney, Tom,” says the Baronet, “ Farmer 
Mangle tells me there ..are two foxes in it.” Tom blows his horn and 
trots off, followed by the pack, by the whips, by the young gents from 
Winchester, by the farmers of the neighbourhood, by tho habourers of 
. the .parisji on foot, with whom the day is a great holiday ; Sir Huddle¬ 
stone bringing up tho rear with Colonel Crawley, and the whole eortige 
disappears down the avenue. • 

Xtie Reverend Bute Crawley (who has been too modest to appear at 
the public meet before his nephew’s windows,^ and whom Tom Moody 
remembers forty years back a slender divine riding the wildest horses, 
jumpiitg the widest brooks, and larking over the newest gates in the 
couiiliy,—^liis Reverence, we say, happens to trot out from the Rectory 
Lane on his powerful black horse, just as Sir Huddlestone passes; ho 
joins the worthy baronet. Hounds and horsemen dis.aj)pear, and little 
Rjiwdon remains on tlfe door-steps, wondering and happy. 

During the progress of this memorable holiday, little Rawdon, if he 
had got no special liking for his uncle, always awful and cold, and 
locked up.in his study, plunged in justice-business and surrounded by 
bailiffs and farmers—has gained the good graces of his married and 
maiden aunts, of the two little folks of the Hall, and of Jim of the 
Rectory, whom Sir Pitt is encouraging to pay his addresses to*one of 
tho young ladies, with an understanding doubtless that he shall be 
presented to the living when it shall be vacated by his fox-hunting old 
sire. Jim has given up that sport himself, and confines himself to a 
little haimless duck or snipe shootinm or a little quiet trifling with 
the rats during the Christmas holiday* after which he will return.^ 
the University and try and not be plucked, once more. He 1^ 
already eschewed green coats, red neckcloths, and other worldly 
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ornaments, and is preparing himself for a change in his condition. 
In this cheap and thriftT way Sir Pitt tries to pay off his debt to his 
family. 

Also before this merry Christmas was over, the Baronet had screwed 
.-"up courage enough to give his brother another draftpn his b.ankers, and 
for no less a suni than a hundred pounds, an act which cau sed S ir Pitt 
cruel pangs at first, but which made him glow afterwards to tliiuk 
• himself one of the most generous of men. Pawdon and his son went 
away with the utmost heaviness of heart. Becky .and the ladies parted 
with some .alacrity, however: and our friend returned to London to 
commence those avocations with^which we find her occupied when this 
chapter begins. Under her care the Crawley House in Great Gaunt 
Street waa quite rejuvenescent, and ready for the reception of Sir Pitt 
and his family, when the Bai’onet came ib London to attend his duties 
in Parliament, and to assume that position in the county for which his 
vast genius fitted him. 

For the firat session, this profound dissembler hid his projects and 
never opened his lips but to present a petition from MVidbury. But he 
attended assiduously in his place, and learned thoroughly the routine 
and business of tlie house. At home he gave himself up to the perusal 
of Blue Books, to the alarm and wonder of Lady Jane, who thought he 
was killing himself by late hours and intense application. And he 
made acquaintance with the ministers, and the chiefs of his party, 
determining to rank as one of them before many years were over. 

liady Jane’s sweetness and kindness had inspired Eebecca with such 
a contempt for her ladyship as the little woman found no small 
difficulty in concealing. 'Phat sort of goodness and simplicity whicli 
Lady Jane possessed annoyed our friend Becky, and it was impossible 
for her at times not to show, or to let the other divine her scorn. Her 
presence, too, rendered Lady Jane uneasy. Her husband talked 
constantly with Becky. Signs of intelligence seemed to pass between 
thorn: and Pitt spoke with her on subjects on which he never thought 
of discoursing with Lady Jane. The latter did not understand them 
to be sure, but it was mortifying to remain silent; still more mortifying 
to know that you had nothing to say, and hear that little audacious 
Mrs. Bawdon d yfiiin g on from subject to subject, with a word for every 
man, and a joke alw.ays p.at; and to sit in one’s own house alone, by 
the fireside, and watching all the men round your rival; 

In tU? country, when Lady Jane was telling stories to tire children, 
who clustered about her knees, (little Eawdon into the bargain, who 
w.aa very fond of her)—and Becky came into the room, sneering, with 
green scornful eyes, poor Lady Jane grew silent under those baleful 
glances. Her simple little fancies shrank away tremulously, as fairies 
in the story-books, before a superior bad angel. She could not go on, 
although i^bccca, with the smalle.st inflection of sarcasm in her voice, 
' besought her to continue that cliarming story. And on her side 




gentle thoughts and simple pleasures were odious to Mrs. Becky, they 
• discorded with her; she hated people for liltng them; she .spurned 
children and children-lovers. “ I have no ta^ for bread and butter,” 
i she^TOutd-say, when caricaturing Lady JaJo and her ways to my 
Lord Steyne. / 

“ ITo more has a certain person for holy water,” his lordship replied 
with a bow and a grin, and a great jarring laugh afterjyarda. 

So these two ladies did not see much of each other except upon those 
occasions, when the younger brother’s wife, having an object to gain 
from the other, frequented lier. The.v my-loved and uiy-dcared cacli 
other assiduously, but kept apart geuer.ally : whereas Six* Pitt, in 
the midst of his multiplied avocations, found daily time to see his 
sister-in-law. • ^ . 


On the occasion of his first Speaker’s dinner. Sir Pitt took the 
opportunity of appearing before his sister-in-law in his uniform—that 
old diplomatic'* suit which he Lad worn when attachd to the 
Pumpernickel legation. 

Becky coraiilimentcd him upon that dress, and admired him almost 
as mucli as his o»’n wife and children, to whom he displayed himself 
before he sot out. She said that it was only llio thorough-bred 
genlloman who could wear the Court suit with advantage : it was only 
your men of ancient race whom the adotte courle hecaiuo. Pitt looked 
down with complacency at his legs, which had not, in truth, much 
more symmetry or swell than the lean Court sword which dangled by 
his side : looked down at his legs, and thought iu his heart that ho was 
killing. 

When he was gone, Mrs. Becky made*a caricature otitis figure, 
which she showed to Lord Steyne when h« arrived. His lordship 
carried olf tlie .skotcli, delighted witli tlie accuracy of the reseniblaneo. 
Ho had done Sir Pitt Crawley the honour to meet him at Mrs. Becky’s 
house, and had been most gracious to the new baronet and member. 
Pitt was struck too by the deference witli which the great Peer treated 
his sister-in-law, by her ease and sprightliness in the conversation, and 
by the delight with which the other men of the party listened to her 
talk. Lord Steyne made no doubt but that the baronet bad only 
comracncod his career in public life, and expected rather anxiously to 
hear him as an orator ; as they were neighbours (for Great Gaunt 
Street lea<ls into Gaunt Square, whereof Gaunt House, as everybody 
knows, forms one side) my lord hoped that as soon as Lady Steyne 
arrived in London she would have the honour of making the 
r-cqnaiutance of Lady Cr.awley. He left a cax’d upon his iidtglihour 
in the coui’se of a day or two ; having never thought fit to notice 
his predecessox’, though they had lived near each other for near a 
Jcutury jxast. 

■ In the midst of these intrigues and fine parties .and wise and 
brilliant personages Eawdon felt himself more aud more isolated every 
day. He was allowed to go to flic club more; to dine abroad with 
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bachelor Mends; to come and go when he liked, without any questions ■ 
.being asked. And he ahd Eawdon the younger many a time would 
, walk to Gaunt Street, and sit with the lady and the children there 
while Sir Pitt was closetai withj^becca, on his way to the House, or 
,on his return from it. ^ 

The ex-Colonel would sit for hours in his brother’s house very silent, 

' and thinking and doing as little as possible. He was glad to be employed 
. of an errand: to go and make inquiries about a horse or a servant: or 
1 to carve the roast mutton for the dinner of the children. He was beat 
'and cowed into laziness^m^.submission. Dalilah had impri.snned hi m 
and c u t his hair o& too. The bold and reckless young blood o?Ten 
years back was subjugated, and was turned into a torpid, submissive, 
midjjle-aged, stout gentleman. • » 

I And poor iLady Jane was aware that Rebecca had captivated her 
I husband -. -although she and Mrs. Bawdon my-deared and my-lovcd 
each other eiJ^ry day they met. 


CHAPTER XLVI. 

sthdooles and tbials. 

Our friends at Brompton were meanwhile passing their CHiristmas 
after their fashion, and in a manner by no means too cheerful. 

Out t of the hundred pounds a year, which was about the amount of 
her incora?,. the widow Osborne had been in the habit of giving up 
nearly three-fourths to her father and mother, for the expenses of her- 
^If and he^little boy. With 120Z. more, supplied by Jos, this family 
"of four people, attended by a single Irish servant who also did for 
Clapp and his wife, might manage to live in decent comfort through the 
year, and hold up their heads yet, and be able to give a friend a dish 
of tea still, after the storms and disappointments of their early life. 
Sedley still maintained his ascendancy over the family of Mr. Clapp, 
his ex-clerk.- Clapp remembered the time when, sitting on the edge 

of the chair, he tossed off a bumper to the health of “ Mrs. S- , Miss 

Emmy, and Mr. Joseph in India,” at the merchant’s rich table in 
I Russell Square. Time magnified the splendour of those recollections 
in the honest clerk’s bosom. Whenever he. came up from the kitchen- 
parlour to the drawing-room, and partook of tea or gin-and-water with 
Mr. Seijley, he would say, “ This was not what you was accustomed to 
once. Sir,” .and as gravely and reverentially drink the health of the 
ladies as he had done in the days of their utmost prosperity. He 
thought Miss ’Melia’s playing the divinest music ever performed, and 
her the finest lady. He never would sit down before Sedley at the 
club even, nor would he hear that gentleman’s character abused by any 
member of the society. He had seen the first men in London shaking 
hands with Mr. S-; he said, “ He’d known him in limes when 



385 


A NOVEL .WITHOLT A ^RO. 

Hothscluld might be seen on ’Change with him any day, and he owed 
him personally eveiythink.” j 

Clapp , with the best of characters and hawd-writings, had been able 
ver^soon after his master’s disaster to find c^er employment for him¬ 
self. “.Such a little fish, js .me can swim jli .an y. , l^imket .’’ he used to' 
remark, and a member of the house from which old Sedley had seceded 
was very glad to make use of Mr. Clapp’s services, and to rew.ard them 
with a comfortable salary. In fine, all Sedley’s wealthy friends had | 
dropped off one by one, and tliis {>oor ex-dependent still remained 
faithfiilly attached to him. 

Out of the small residue of her income, which Amelia kept back for 
herself, the widow had need of all the thrift and care possible in order 
to enable her to keep her darling dtby ffPiSse3nSr suqji a manner asj 
became George Osborne’s son, and to defray the expenses of the little' 
school to which, after much misgiving and reluctance, and many secret 
pangs and fears on her own part, she had been induced to Send the lad. 
She had sate up of nights conning lessons and spelling over crabbed 
grammars and geography books in order to teach them to Georgy.' 
She had workejJ even at the Latin accidence, fondly hoping that she^ 
might bo capable of instructing him in that language. To part with' 
him .all day : to send him ont to the mercy of a schoolmaster's cane' 
and his sclioolfellows’ roughness, was almost like weaning him over' 
again, to that weak mother, so tremulous and full of sensibility. He, 
for his part, rushed off to the school with the utmost happiness. Ho 
was longing for the change. That childish gladness wo'an(^ed his 
mother, wlio was herself so grieved to part with him. ^he would 
rather Imve had him more sorry,%he thought: and then was deeply 
repentant within herself, for daring to be so Selfish as to wish her own . 
son to bo unhappy. 

Georgy made great progress in the school, which was kept by a 
friend of his mother’s constant' admirer, the Bev. Mr. Binney. He 
brought home numberless prizes and testimonials of ability. He told 
Ids mother countless stories every night about his school-companions: 
and what a fine fellow Lyons was, and what a sneak Snifiin was ; and 
how Steel’s father actually supplied the meat for the establishment, 
whereas Golding’s mother came in a carriage to fetch him every 
Saturday; and how Neat had straps to his trowsers—might ho have 
straps 'I —and how Bull Major was so strong (though only in Eutropius) 
that it was believed he could lick the Usher, Mr. Ward, himself. Soi 
Amelia learned to know every one of the boys in that school as well as j 
Georgy himself: and of nights she used to help him in his exercises 
and puzzle her little head over his lessons as eagerly as if she was 
herself going in the morning into the presence of the master. Once, 
after a certain_combat with Master Smith, George came home to his 
mother with a black eye, and bragged prodigiously to his parent and 
his delighted old grandfather about his valour in the fight, in which, if 
the truth was known, he did not behave with particular heroism, and 
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ID wliich ho decidedly had the worst. But Amelia has never forjjivec 
that_Smjth_totIiiajiJay,(though he is now a peaceful a^thhcary near' 
liioeater Square. I 

In these quiet labouni .and harmless cai’es the gentle widow’s life 
was passing away, a,silve\- hair or two marking the progress of time on 
,^er head, and a lino deepening ever so little on her fair forehead. She 
'^jnsed'to smile at these marks of time. “What matters it,” she asked, 
j “ for an old woman like me 1 ” All she hoped for was to live to see 
j her son great, famous, and glorious, as he deserved to be. She kept 
j his copy-books, his drawings, and compositions, and showed them about 
j in Lor little circle, as if they were miracles of genius. She confided 
some of these specimens to Miss Dobbinto show them to Miss 
Osborne, Gearge’s aunt, to sKtfvv them to Mr. Osborne himself—to 
make that old ;maa repent of his cruelty and ill-feeling towiirds him 
who was'gone. ^ifti er husband’s feults and foibles she Jiad_buried in' 
the grave with him: she only remembered the lo'rerj'wTio Sad married 
her at all sacrifices; the noble husband so brave and beautiful, in 
whose arms she had hung on the morning when he had gone away to 
fight, and die gloriously for his king. From heaven »the hero must be 
smiling doivn upon that paragon of a boy whom he had left to comfort 
and console her. 

We have seen how one of George’s grandfathers (Mr. Osborne), in 
his easy ehah* in Russell Square, daily grew more violent and moody, 
and how his daughter, with her fine carriage, and her fine horses, and 
lier name on half the public charity lists of the town, was a lonely, 
miserable, persecuted old piaid. ^e thought again and again of the 
beautiful little boy, her brother’s sm, whom she had seen. She longed 
to be allowed to drive In the fine carriage to the house in which he 
lived ; and she used to look out day after day as she took her solitary 
drive in the Park, in hopes that she might see him. Her sister, the 
banker’s lady, occasionally condescended to pay her old home and 
companion a visit in Russell Square. She brought a couple of sickly 
children attended by a prim nurse, and in a faint genteel giggling tone 
cackled to her sister about her fine acquaintance, and how her little 
Frederick was the image of Lord Claud Lollypop, and her sweet Maria 
had been noticed by the Baroness as they were driving in their donkey- 
chaise at Eoehampton. She urged her to make her papa do something 
tor the dai-lings. Frederick she had determined should go into the 
Guards ; and if they made an elder son of him (and Mr. Bullock was 
positively ruining and pinching himself to death to buy land), how was 
the dai-Iiug girl to bo provided for? “I expect yoti, dear,” Mrs. 
Bullock would say, “ for of course my share of our Papa’s pi-ojjerty 
must go to the head of the house, you know. Dear Ehoda Miiemull 
will disengage the whole of the Castletoddy property as soon ns poor 
dear Lord Castletoddy dies, who is quite epileptic; and little Macduff 
MscmuU will be Tiscount Castletoddy. Both the Mr. Bludyers of 
Mincing Lane have settled their fortunes on Fanny Bludyer’s little 
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boy. My darling Frederick must positively be an eldest son ; and— 
and do ask Papa to bring us back his accouni in Lombard Street, -will 
you, dear 1 It doesn’t look well, his going ip Stumpy and Eowdy’s.” 
After which kind of speeches, in which fasMon and the main chance 
were blended together, and after a kiss, 'wfiich was like the contact 
of an oyster—^Mrs. Frederick Bullock would gather her starched 
nurslings, and simper back into her carriage. • 

Every visit which this leader of ton p aid to her family was more 
unlucky for her. Her father paid more money into Stumpy and 
Rowdy’s. Her patronage became more and more insufferable. The 
poor widow in the little cottage at Bronipton, guarding ’her treasure 
there, little knew how eagerly some people coveted it. 

On that night when Jane Osborn^ faad told her father that she had 
seen his grandson, the old man had made her no reply: but he had 
shown no anger—and had bade her good night going huuMlf to his 
room in rather a kindly voice. And he must Have meditated on what 
she said, and have made some enquiries of the Dobbin family regarding 
her visit; for a fortnight after it took place, he asked her where was 
her little Frencll watch and chain she used to wear ? 

“I bought it with my money, sir,” she said in a great fright. 

“ Go and order another like it, or a better if you can get it,” said the 
old gentleman, and lapsed again into silence. 

Of late, the Miss Dobbins more than once repeated their entreaties 
to Amelia, to allow George to visit them. His aunt had shown her 
inclination ; perhaps his grandfather himself, they hinted, might be 
disposed to be reconciled to him. Surely, Amelia couhl-not refuse 
such advantageous chances for the bey. Nor could she : but she 
acceded to their overtures with a very heavy and suspicions heart, was 
always uneasy during the child’s absence from her, and welcomed him ■ 
back as if he was rescued out of some danger. Ho brought back 
money and toys, at which the widow looked with alarm and jc.alousy: 
she asked him always if he had seen any gentleman—“Only old 
Sir William, who drove him about in the four-wheeled chaise, and 
Mr. Dobbin, who arrived on the beautiful bay horse in the afternoon 
—in the green coat .and pink neck-cloth, with the gold-headed whip, 
who promised to show him the Tower of London, and take him out 
with the Surrey hounds.” At last, he said “ There leos an old gentle¬ 
man, with thick eye-brows and a broad hat, and large chain and seals. 
He came one day as the coachm.an was lunging Georgy round the 
lawn on the grey pony. He looked at ftie very much. ^Je shook 
very much. I said ‘ My name is Norval ’ after dinner. My aunt 
bcg.an to cry. She is always crying.” Such was George’s report on 
that night. 

Then Amelia knew that the boy had seen his grandfather: and 
looked out feverishly for a proposal which she was sure would follow, 
and which came, in fact, in a few days afterwards. Mr. Osborne 
formally offered to take the boy, and make him heir to the fortune 
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wMch he had intended that his father should inherit. He would 
make Mrs. George OsboAe an allowance, such as to assure her a decent 
^ competency. If Mrs. Gfeorge Osborne proposed to marry again, as 
Mr. O. heard was her ii tention, he would not withdraw that allow¬ 
ance. But it must be understood, that the child would live entirely 
with his grandfather in Russell Square, or at whatever other place 
Mr. 0. should select; and that he would be occasionally permitted to 
see Mrs. George Osborne at her own residence. This message wi\s 
brought or read to her in a letter one day, when her mother was from 
home, and her father absent as usual, in the City. 

\ She was never seen angry but twice or thrice in her life, and it was 
jn one of these moods that Mr. Osborne’s attorney had the fortune to 
''' behold her. She rose up trembling and flushing very much as soon as, 

( after reading the letter, Mr. Poo handed it to her, and she tore the 
paper into a hundred fragments, which she trod on. “ I marry again! 
—I take money to part from my child ! Who dares insult me by pro¬ 
posing such a thing 1 Tell Mr. Osborne it is a cow.ardly letter, sir—a 
cowardly letter—1 will not answer it. I wish you good morning, sir— 
and she bowed me out of the room like a tragedy Queen,” said the 
lawyer who told the story. 

Her parents never remarked her agitation on that day, and she never 
told them of the interview. They had their own affairs to interest them, 
affairs which deeply interested this innocent and unconscious lady. 
The old gentleman, her father, was always dabbling in speculation. 
We have seen how the Wine Company and the Coal Company had 
failed him, ^ But, prowling about the City always eagerly and restlessly 
still, he lighted upon some other scheme, of which he thought so well 
that he embarked in it in spite of the remonstrances of Mr. Clapp, to 
whom indeed he never dared to tell how far he had engaged himself in 
it. And as it was always Mr. Sedley’s maxim not to tjvlk about money 
matters before women, they had no inkling of the misfortunes that 
were in store for them until the unhappy old gentleman was forced to 
make gradual confessions. 

; The bills of the little household, which had been settled weekly, fimt 
fell into arrear. The remittances had not arrived from India, 
Mr. Sedley told his wife with a disturbed face. As she had paid her 
bills very regularly hitherto, one or two of the tradesmen to whom 
the poor lady was obliged to go round asking for time were very 
angry at a delay, to which they were perfectly used from more 
irregular customers. Emmy’s contribution, paid over cheerfully with¬ 
out any questions, kept the little company in half rations however. 
And the first six months passed away pretty easily : old Sedley still 
keeping up with the notion that his shares must rise, and that all 
would be well. 

No sixty pounds, however, came to help the household at the end of 
the half year; and it fell deeper and deeper into trouble—^hlrs. Sedley, 
wiio was growing infirm and was much shaken, remained silent or 
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• -wept a great deal with Mrs. Clapp in the kitchen. The butcher was 
particularly surly: the grocer insolent: once or twice little Georgy had 
grambled about the dinners ; and Amelia, who still would have 
been satisfied with a slice of bread for her ipm dinner, could not but > 
perceive that her son was neglected, and purchased litlde things out of ’ 
her private purse to keep the boy in health. , 

At last they told her, or told her such a garbled story as people in 
difficulties tell. One day, her own hioney having been received, and 
Amelia about to pay it over: she who had kept an account of the 
moneys expended by her, proposed to keep a certain portion back out 
of her dividend, having contracted engagements for a new suit for 
Georgy. , ^ ' 

Then it came out that Jos’s remittances were not paid ; th.at the - 
house was in difficulties which Amelia ought to have seen before, her 
mother said, but she cared for nothing or nobody except Georgj'. At 
this she passed all of her money across the table, without a word, to her 
mother, and returned to her room to cry her eyes out. She had a great 
access of sensibi'ity too that day, when obliged to go and countermand 
the clothes, the daiding clothes on which she had set her heart for 
Christmas day, and the cut and fashion of which she had arranged in 
many conversations with a small milliner, her friend. 

Ilardost of all, she had to break the matter to Georgy, who made a 
loud outay. Everybody had new clothes at Christmas. The others 
would laugh at him'. He woitfcf have new clothes. She had premised 
them to him. The poor widow had on^ kisses to givi^him. Shel 
darned tlie old suit in tears. She cast about among her little orna-1 
meiits to see could she sell anything to procfire the desired novelties 'I f 
There was her India shawl that Dobbin had sent her. She remembered 
in former days going with her mother to a fine India shop on Ludgate 
Hill, where the ladies had all sorts of dealings and bargains in these 
.articles. Her cheeks flushed and her eyes shone with pleasure as she 
thought of this i-esourco, and she kissed away George to school in the 
morning, smiling brightly after him. The boy felt that there was good 
news in her look. 

Hacking up her shawl in a handkerchief, (another of the gifts of the 
good M.ajor,) she hid them under her cloak, and walked flushed and 
eager alh the way to Ludgate Hill, tripping along by the Park wall, 
.and running over the crossings, so that many a man turned as she 
hurried by him, and looked after her rosy pretty face. She calculated! 
how she should spend the proceeds of her shawl: how, beSides the I 
clothes, she would buy the books that he longed for, and pay his half- ' 
year’s schooling ; and how she would buy a cloak for her father instead 
of that old great-coat which he wore. She was not mistaken as to the 
value of the Major’s gift. It was a very fine and beautiful web : and 
the merch.ant made a very good, bargain when he g.avo her twenty 
guineas for her shawl. 

She ran on amazed and flurried with her riches to Darton’s shop in 
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1 st. Paul’s Church Yard, tnd there purchased the “Parent’s Assistant," 
and the “ Sandford and Merton” Georgy longed for, and got into the 
coach there with her p«i-cel, and went home exalting. And she 
pleased herself by writinjf in the fly-leaf m her neatest little hand, 
“George Osborne, A Christmas gift from his affectionate mother.” 
The books are extant to this day, with the fair delicate superscription. 
/ She was going from her own rpom with the books in her hand to 
place them on George’s table, where he might find them on his return 
from school; when in the passage, she and her mother met. The gilt 
bindings of tile seven handsome little volumes caught the old lady's eye. 
“ What .are those ?” she said. 

, “Some books for Georgy,” Amelia replied—“I—I promised them to 
^him at Christmas.” 

“ Books!” cried the elder lady, indignantly, “ Books, when the whole 
I house wants bread! Books, when to keep you and your son in luxury, 
and your' dear father out of gaol, I’ve sold every trinket I had, the 
India shawl from my b.ack—even down to the very spoons, that our 
tradesmen mightn’t insult us, and that Mr. Clapp, which indeed he is 
justly entitled, being not a hard landlord, and a civil man, and a father, 
might have his rent. 0 Amelia! you break my lieart with your books 
and that boy of yours, whom you are ruining, though part with him 
you will not. 0 Amelia, may God send you a more dutiful child than 

( I have had. There’s Jos deserts his father in his old age: and there’s 
George), who might be provided for, and who might be rich, going to 
school like.?, lord, with a gojd watch and chain round his neck—while 
my dear, dear old man is without a sh— shilling.” Hysteric sobs and 
cries ended Mrs. Sedley’s ‘speech—it echoed through every room in the 
small house, whereof the other female inmates heard every word of the 
colloquy. ^ 

“0 mother, mother! ” cried the poor Amelia in reply. “ You told 
;;ue nothing—I—I premised him the books. I—I only sold my shawl 
this morning. Take the money—take eveiytliing”—and with quivering 
hands she took out her silver, and her sovereigns—^her precious golden 
! sovereigns, which she thrust into the hands of her mother, whence they 
overflowed and tumbled, rolling down the stairs. 

And then she went into her room, and sank down in despair and 
■ utter misery. She saw it all now. Her selfirimess was sacrificing tlie 
boy. But for her he might h.ave we.aRF, station, education^ andTiis 
fatlier’s place, which the elder George had forfeited for her sake. She 
had but to speak the words, and her father was restored to competency; 
and the boy raised to fortune. 0 what a conviction it was to that 
tender and stricken heart! 
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OAUST HOUSE. 

T 

t 

Aii_the_>xoj!id_lc!jpiV 3 f, that Lord St^iie’s town palace stands in 
Gaunt ^uare, out of which GreatThiunf Street leaJt, whither we first 
conducted Rebecca, in the time of the departed Sir Pitt Crawley. 
Peering over the railings and through the black trees into the garden of 
the square, you see a few miserable governesses with wan-faced pupils 
wandering round and I’ound it, and I’ound the dreary gsass-plot in the 
centre of which rises the statue of Lord Gaunt, who fqpght at Minden, 
in a three-tailed wig, and otherwise habited like a Roman Emperor. 
Gaunt House occupies noaidy a side of the Square. The remaining 
three sides are composed of mansions tliat have passed away into 
Dowagerism ;—tall, dark houses, with window-frames of stone, or 
picked out of a fighter red. Little light seems to be behind those lean, 
comfortless casements now : and hospitality to have passed away from 
those doors as much as the l.aced lacqueys and link-boys of old times 
who used to put out their torches in the bbank iron extinguishers that 
still flank the lamps over the steps. Brass plates have penetrated into 
the Square — Doctors, the Diddlesex Bank Western Branch — the 
English and European Reunion, &c.—it has a clreary look—nov is my 
Lord Stcyne’s palace less dreary. All I hjive ever seen of 'fc is the vast 
wall in front, with the rustic columns at the great gate, through which 
an old porter peer’s sometimes with a fat and gloomy red face—and 
over the wall the garret and bedroom windows, and the chimrie 3 ’s, out 
of which there seldom comes any smoke n^w. For the present Lord'“ 
Steyne lives at Niiples, preferring the view of the Bay and Capri and 
Vesuvius, to the dreary aspect of the wall in Gaunt Square. 

A few score yards down New Gaunt Street, and leading into Gaunt 
Mews indeed, is a little modest back door, which you would not remark 
from that of any of the other stables. But many a little close eai’riage 
has stopped at that door, as my informant(little Tom Eaves, who knows 
everything, and who showed mo the place) told me. “ The Prince and 
Perdita have been in and out of that door, sir,” he has often told me ; 

“ Marianne Clarke has entered it with the Duke of-. It conducts 

to the famous 'petiU apparianeTUt of Lord Steyne—one, sir, fitted up all 
in ivory and white satin, another in ebony and black velvet; there is a 
little banqueting-room taken from Sallust’s house at Pompeii, and 
painted by Cosway—a little private kitchen, in which every saucepan 
was silver, and aU the spits were gold. It was there that Egalitd 
Orleans roasted partridges on the night when he and the Marquis oi 
Steyne won a hundred thousand, from a great personage at Hombre, 
Half of the money went to the French involution, half to purchase 
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Lord Gaunt’s Marquisate and Garter—and the remainder—” but it 
forms no part of our schepie to tell what became of the remainder, for 
every shilling of wliich, and a great deal more, little Tom Eaves, who 
knows everybody’s affairs, ts ready to account. 

^"'Besides his town palac^ the Marquis had castles and palaces in 
various quarters of the three kingdoms, whereof the descriptions may 
be found in the Road-books—Castle Strongbow, with its woods, on tlie 
' Shannon shoi-e ; Gaunt Castle, in Carmarthenshire, where Richard 11. 
wiis taken prisoner—Gauntly Hall in Yorkshire, where I have been 
informed tiiere were two hundred silver tea-pots for the breakfa.sts of 
the guests of' the house, with everything to coiTespond m splendour ; 
and Stillbrook in Hampshire, which was my lord’s farm, an humble 
place of residence, of which we a’iH remember the wonderful furniture 
which was sold aj; my lord’s demise by a late celebrated auctioneer. 

The Marchioness of Steyne was of the renowned and ancient family 
of the Caerlyons, Marquises of Camelot, who have preserved the old 
faith ever since the conversion of the venerable Druid, their firat 
ancestor, and whose pedigree goes far beyond the date of the arrival of 

( King Brute in these islands. Pendragon is the title of' the eldest son 
of the house. The sons have been called Arthurs, Uthers, and Caradocs, 
from immemorial time. Their heads have fallen in many a loyal 
r conspiracy. Eliziibeth chopped off the head of the Arthur of her day, 
(who had been Chamberlain to Philip and Mary, and carried letters 
between the Queen of Scots and her uncles the Guises. A cadet of the 
house was an officer of the great Duke, and distinguished in the 
famous Saint. Bartholomew cpnspiracy. During the whole of Mary’s 
confinement, the house of Camelot conspired in her behalf. It was as 
much injuj'ed by its charges in fitting out an armament against the 
Spaniards, during the time of the Ai’mada, as by the fines and con¬ 
fiscations levied on it by Elizabeth for harbouring of priests, obstinate 
recusancy, and Popish misdoings. A recreant of James’s time was 
momentai'ily perverted from his i-eligion by the arguments of that great 
theologian, and the fortunes of the family somewhat restored by his 
timely weakness. But the Earl of Camelot, of the reign of Charles, 
returned to the old creed of his family, and they continued to fight for 
it, and ruin themselves for it, as long as there was a Stuart loft to he.ad 
or to instigate a rebellion. 

Lady Mary Caerlyon w.os brought up at a Parisian convent; the 
Dauphiness Marie Antoinette was her godmother. In the pride of her 
beauty slip had been manned—sold, it was said—to Lord Gaunt, then 
at Paris, who won vast sums from the lady’s brother at some of Philip 
of Orleans’ banquets. The Earl of Gaunt’s famous duel with the Count 
de la Marche, of the Grey Musquetcors, was attributed by common 
report to the pretensions of that officer (who had been a page, and 
remained a favourite of the Queen) to the hand of the beautiful Lady 
Mary Caerlyon. She was married to Lord Gaunt while the Count lay 
ill of his wound, and came to dwell at Gaunt House, and to figufe for 
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a short time in the splendid Court of the Prince of Wales. Fox had 
toasted her. Morris and Sheridan had ■written songs about her. 
Malmsbury had made her his best bow; Walpole had pronounced her 
charming; Devonshire had been almost jeajfous of her; but she was 
scared by the wild pleasures and gaieties of^he society into which she 
was flung, and after she had borne a couple of sons, shrank away into a 
life of devout seclusion. No wonder that my Lord Steyne, who liked 
pleasure and cheerfulness, was not oiten seen after their marriage, by 
the side of this trembling, silent, superstitious, unhappy lady. 

The before-mentioned Tom Eaves, (who has no part in .this liistory, 
except that he knew all the great folks in Loudon, and the stories and 
mysteries, of each family,) had furth(;r, information regarding my lady 
Steyne, which may or may not bo true. “ The humifiations,” Torn) 
used to say, “ which that woman has been made to undSrgo, in her own, 
house, have beep frightful; Lord Steyne has made her sit do-wn to table,' 
with women with whom I would rather die than allow Mrs. Eaves toj 
associate — ■with Lady Crackenbury, with Mrs. Chippenham, withj 
Madame de la Gruchecassoe, the French secretary’s wife,” (from every 
one of which ladies Tom Eaves—who would have sacrificed his wife for 
knowing them—was too glad to get a bow or a dinner), “ with the 
reigning favourite, in a word. And do you suppose that that woman, of' 
that family, who are as proud as the Bourbons, and to whom the 
Steynes are but lackeys, mushrooms of yesterday (for after all, they are 
not of the old daunts, but of a minor and doubtful branch of the house); 
do you suppose, I say,” (the reader must bear in mind that it is always 
Tom Eaves who speaks,) “that the Marchioness of fe’teyne, the 
haughtiest woman in England, would bend down to her husband so 
submissively, if there were not some cause 1 Pooh ! I toll you there 
are secret reasons. I tell you, that in the emigration, the Abb6 de la 
Marche who was here and was employed in the Quiberoon business 
with Puisaye and Tinteniac, was the same Colonel of Mousquotaircs 
Gris with whom Steyne fought in the year ’86—that he and the 
Marchioness met again; that it was after the Reverend Colonel was 
shot in Brittany, that Lady Steyne took to those extreme practices of 
devotion which she carries on now : for she is closeted with her director 
every day—she is at service at Spanish-place, every morning, Pve 
watched her there—that is, I’ve happened to be passing there—and 
depend on it there’s a mystery in her case. People are not so unhappy 
iiules they have somethii^ to. repent of,” added Tom Eaves with a 
knowmg wag of his head ; “ and depend on it, that woman wdbld not 
be so submissive as she is, if the Marquis.had not some sword to hold 
over her.” 

So, if Mr. Eaves’s infoimation be correct, it is very likely that this 
lady, in her high station, had to submit to many a private indignity, and 
to hide many secret griefs under a calm face. And let us, my brethren 
who have not our names in the Bed Book, console ourselves by thinking 
comfortably how miserable our betters may be, and that Damocles, 
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■who Bits on satin cushions, and is served on gold plate, has an a'wful 
•aword hanging over his head in the shape of a bailiff, or an hereditary 
disease, or a family secret, which peeps out every now and then from 
the embroidered arras in ghastly manner, and will be sure to drop 
one day or the other in thd right place. 

v/ln comparing, 'too, the poor man’s situation with that of the great, 
there is (always a!ccording to Mr. Eaves) another source of comfort for 
the former. You who have little or no patrimony to bequeath or to 
inherit, may be on good terms with your father or your son, wliereas 
the heir of a.great prince, such as my Lord Steyne, must naturally be 
angry at being kept out of his kingdom, and eye the occupant of it 
with no very agreeable glances. Take it as a rule,” this sardonic old 
Eaves would say, “ the fathers and elder sons of all great families hate 
e.ach othei'. Thfe Crown Prince is always in opposition to the crown 
or hankering after it. Shakspeare knew the world, my good sir, and 
when he describes Prince Hal (from whose family the Gaunts pretend 
to be descended, though they are no more related to John of Gaunt 
than you are,) trying on his father’s coronet, he gives you a natm-al 
description of all heirs-qpparent. If you were heir to'a dukedom and 
a thousand pounds a day, do you mean to say you would not wish for 
possession 1 Pooh ! And it stands to reason that every great man 
having experienced this feeling towards his father, must be aware that 
his son entertains it towards himself; and so they can’t but be sus¬ 
picious and hostile. 

“ Jben again, as to the feeling of elder towards younger sons. My 
dear sir, you ought to kno'v.' that every elder brother looks upon the 
cadets of the house as his natural enemies, who deprive him of so 
much ready money which ought to be his by right. I have often heard 
George M;io Turk, Lord Bajazet’s oldest son, say that if he had his will 
when he came to the title, he would do what the sultans do, and clear 
the estate by chopping off all his younger brothers’ heads at once ; and 
BO the case is, more or less, with them all. I tell you they arc all Turks 
in their hearts. Pooh ! sir, they know the world.” And here, haply 
a great man coming up, Tom Eaves’s hat would drop off his head, and 
he would rush forward with a bow and a grin, which showed that ho 
knew the world too—in the Tomeavesian way, that ia. And having 
laid out every shilluig of his fortune on an annuity, Tom could afford 
to bear no malice to his nephews and nieces, and to have no other 
feeling with regard to his betters, but a constant and generous desire 
to dine Vith them. 

Between the Marchioness and the natural and tender regard of 
mother for children, there was that cruel barrier placed of difference 
of faith. The very love which she might feel for her sons, only^served 
toTrender the timid and pious lady more fearful and unhappy. The 
gulf which separated them was fatal and impassable. She could not 
stretch her weak anas across it, or draw her children over to that side 
away from which her belief told her there was no safety. During the 
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• youth of his sons, Lord Steyne, who was a good scholar and amateur 
casuist, had no better sport in the evening after diimer in the country 
than in setting the boys’ tutor, the EevercndyMr. Trail, (now my Lord 
Bishop of Ealing,) on her ladyship’s dii-ectoj. Father Mole, over their 
wine, and in putting Oxford against St. Acheul. He cried “ Bravo, 
Latimer! "Well said, Loyola! ” alternately; he promised Mole a 
bishopric if he would come over; and vowed he would use all bis 
influence to get Trail a cardinal’s hat if he would secede. Neithej 
divine allowed himself to be conquered; and though the fond mother 
hoped that her youngest and favourite son would be reconciled to her 
church—his mother church—a sad and awful disappointment awaited 
the devout lady—a disappointment which seemed to l^e a judgment 
upon her for the sin of her marriage. 

My Lord Gaunt married, as every person who frequents tin? Peerage 
knows, the Lady Blanche Thistlewood, a daughter of the noble house of 
Bareaeres, before mentioned in this veracious history. A wing of 
Gaunt House was assigned to this couple; for the head of the family 
chose to govern it, and while he reigned to reign supreme : his son and 
heir, however, living little at home, disagreeing with his wife, borrowing 
upon post-j:)bits such moneys .as he required beyond the very modor.ate 
sums which his father was disposed to allow, him. The marquis 
know every .shilling of hi.s son’s debts. At his lamented demise, he 
was found himself to be possessor of many of his heir’s bonds, pur¬ 
chased for their benefit, .and devised by his Lordship to the chijdren of 
his younger son. 

As, to my Lord Gaunt’s dismay, and ftie chuckling delight of his 
n.atural enemy and father, the Lady Gaunt h!ld no children—the Lord 
George Gaunt was desired to return from Vienna, where lie was 
engaged in waltzing and diplomacy, .and to contract a matrimonial 
alliance with the Honour.able Joan, only daughter of John .Tohnes, 
First Baron Helvcllyn, and head of the firm of Jones, Brown, and 
Eobiuson, of Threadneedle Street, Bankers ; from which union 
sprang several sous and daughters, whose doings do not appertain 
to this story. 

The marriage at first was a happy and prosperous one. My Lord 
George Gaunt could not only read, but write pretty correctly, lie 
spoke French with considerable fluency; and was one of the finest 
waltzors in Europe. With these talents, and his interests at home, 
there was little doubt that his lordship would rise to the highest dig¬ 
nities in his profession. The lady, his wife, felt that courts were her 
sphere; and her wealth enabled her to receive splendidly in those 
continental towns whither her husband’s diplomatic duties led him. 
There was talk of appointing him minister, and bets were laid at the 
Travellers’ that ho would be ambassador ere long, when of a sudden, 
rumours arrived of the secretary’s extraordinary behaviour. At a 
grand diplomatic dinner given by his chief, he had started up, and 
declared that a ds foie rvas was poisoned. He went to a ball at 
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the hotel of the Bavarian envoy, the Count de Springboek-Hohenlaufen, 
with his head shaved, and dressed as a Capuchin friar. It was not 
a masked ball, as some folks wanted to persuade you. It was some¬ 
thing queer, people whisp^^red. His grandfather was so. It was in 
the faniil}'. 

His wife and family returned to this country, and took up their abode 
at Gaunt House. Lord Georg^ave up his post on the European 
continent, and was gazetted to Kazil. But people knew better; he 
never returned from t^t Brazil expedition—never died there—^never 
lived there—never was there at all. He was nowhere : he was gone 
out altogether. “ Brazil,” said one gossip to another, with a grin— 
, “ Brazil is St. John’s Wood. Bio Janeiro is a cottage surrounded by 
four walls; and George Gaunt is accredited to a keeper, who has 
invested ‘nim with the order of the Straight Waistcoat,” These 
are the kinds of epitaphs which men pass over one another in Vanity 
Fair. 

Twice or thrice in a week, in the earliest morning, the poor mother 
went for her sins and saw the poor invalid. Sometimes he laughed at 
her (and his laughter was more pitiful than to hear him cry); some¬ 
times she found the brilliant dandy diplomatist of the Congress of 
Vienna dragging about a child’s toy, or nursing the keeper’s baby’s 
doll. Sometimes he know her and Father Mole, her director and com¬ 
panion : oftener he forgot her, as he had done wife, children, love, 
ambitio’i, vanity. But he remembered his dinner-hour, and used to cry 
if his wine-5,nd-watcr was not strong enough. 

It was the mysterious taint of the blood: the poor mother had 
brought it from her own “ancient race. The evil had broken out 
once or twice in the father’s family, long before Lady Steyno’s sins 
had begun, or her fasts and tears and penances had been offered 
in their expiation. The pride of the race was struck down as the 
firstborn of Pharaoh. The dark mark of fate and doom was on the 
threshold,—the tall old threshold surmounted by coronets and carved 
henaldry. 

The absent lord’s children meanwhile prattled and grew on quite 
unconscious that the doom was over them too. First they talked of 
their father, and devised plans against his return. Then the name of 
- the living dead man was less frequently in their mouths—then not 
mentioned at all. But the stricken old grandmother trembled to think 
that thesg, too were the inheritors of their father’s shame as well as of 
hjs honour’s : and watched sickening for the day when the awful 
ancestral curse should come down on them. 

This dark presentiment also haunted Lord Steyne. He tried to lay 
-^the horrid bed-side ghost in Bed Seas of wine and jollity, and lost sight 
of it sometimes in the crowd and rout of his pleasures. But it always 
came back to him when alone, and seemed to grow more threatening 
with years. “ I have taken your son,” it said, “ why not you ? I may 
shut you up in a prison some day like your son George. I may tap 
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vou on the head to-morrow, and away go pleasure and honoui-s, feasts 
and beauty, friends, flatterers, French cooks, fine horses and houses— 
in exchange for a prison, a keeper, and a straw mattrass like George 
Gaunt’s.” And then my lord would defy the ghost which threatened 
him : for he knew of a remedy by which he^could baulk his enemy. 

So there was splendour and wealth, but no great happi ness perchance 
behind the tall carved portals of Gaunt House with its smoky coronets, 
and ciphers. The feasts there wer^ of the grandest in London, but; 
there was not over-much content therewith, except among the guests | 
who sate at my lord’s table. Had he not been so great a Prince very 
few possibly would have visited him: but in Vanity Fair the sins ojCl, 
very great personages are looked at indulgently. “ Nmia regardona it 
dcuxfoia" (as the French lady said) l)efore we condemn a person of 
my lord’s undoubted quality. Some notorious carpers and squeamish 
moralists might be sulky with Lord Steyne, but they were glad enough 
to come when*lie aske^them. 

“Lord Steyne is really too, bad,” Lady Slingstone said, “but every¬ 
body goes, and of .course I shall see that my girls come to no harm.” 

“ His lordship fs a man to whom I owe much, everything in life,” said 
the Eight Eeverend Doctor Trail, thinking that the Archbishop was 
rather shaky; and Mrs. Trail and the young ladies would as soon 
have missed going to church as to one of his, lordship’s parties. “ His 
morals are bad,” said little Lord Southdown to his sister, who meekly 
expostulated, having heard terrific legends from her mamma with 
respect to the doings at Gaunt House ; “ but hang it, he’s got ttie best 
dry Sillery in Europe ! ” And as for Sir Pitt Crawley, Bart.—Sir Pitt 
that pattern of decorum. Sir Pitt who had led off at missionary 
meetings,—he never for one moment thought of not going too. 
“Where you see such persons as tlie Bishop of Ealing and tlio 
Countess of Slingstone, you may be pi-etty sure, Jane,” the Baronet 
would say, “tliat we cannot be wrong. The great rank and station of 
Lord Steyne put him in a i 30 sition to command people in our station in 
life. The Lord Lieutenant of a County, my dear, is a respectable man. 
Besides George Gaunt and I were intimate in early life: he was my 
junior when we were attaches at Pumpernickel together.” 

In a word everybody went to w.ait upon this great man—everybody 
who was asked: as you the reader (do not say nay) or I the writer 
hereof would go if we had an invitation. 
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CHAPTEE XLVm. 


IK WHICn TDB EEADBB 18 INTRODUCED TO TUB VERT BEST OV 
OOMPANT. 

At last Beef’s kindness and attention to the chief of her hnaband’n 
family, were destined to meet with an exceeding great reward ; a 
reward which, though certainly somewh.at uusiibStatflTaT,~tlie little 
woman coveted with greater eagerness than more positive benefits. 
If slip did not'wish to lead a virtbous life, at least she desii’ed to enjoy 
^ character for virtue, and we know that no lady in the genteel world 
I can possess this desideratum, until she has put on a train and feathers, 
and has been presented to her Sovereign at Court. Prom th.at august 
interview they come otit stamped as honest women. The Lord 
Chamberlain gives them a certificate of virtue.- And as dubious 
goods or letters are passed through an oven at quariinttne, sprinkled 
with aromatic vinegar, and then pronounced clean—^many a lady 
whose reputation would be doubtful otherwise and liable to give 
infection, passes through the wholesome ordeal of the Eoyal presence, 
and issues from it free from all taint. 

It might be very well for my Lady Bareacres, ray Lady Tufto, 
Mrs. Bute Crawley in the country, and other ladies who had come 
into contact with Mrs. Eawdon Crawley, to cry fie at the idea of the 
odious little adventuress making her curtsey before the Sovereign, and 
to declare, that if dear good Queen Charlotte had been alive, she never 
would have admitted such an extremely ill-regulated personage into 
Her chaste drawing-room. But when we consider, that it was tho 
Pirst Gentleman in Europe in whose high presence Mrs. Eawdon 
passed her examination, and as it were, took her degree in reputation, 
• it surely must be flat disloyalty to doubt any more about her virtue. 
I, for my part, look back with love and awe to that Great Character in 
history. Ah, what a high and noble appreciation of Gentlowomauhood 
there must have been in Vanity Pair, when that revered and august 
being was invested, by the universal acclaim of the refined and educated 
portion of this empire, with the title of Premier Gentilhomme of his 

Kingdom. Do you remember, dear M-, oh friend of my youth, 

. how one. blissful night five-and-twenty years since, the Hy pocr ite being 
•teted, Elliston being manager, Dowton and Liston performers, two boys 
had leave from their loyal masters to go out from Slaugliter House 
School where they were educated, and to appear on Drury Lane stage, 
amongst a crowd which assembled there to greet the king. THE 
•KING 1 There he was. Beef-eaters were before the august box : the 
. Marquis of Steyne (Lord of the Powder Closet,) and other great officers 
of state were behind the chair on which he sate, He sate—florid of face, 
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portly of person, covered with orders, and in a rich curling head of 
hair—^How we sang God save him! How the house rocked and 
shouted with that magnificent music. How they cheered, and cried, 
and waved handkerchiefs. Ladies wept: mothers clasped their 
children ; some fainted with emotion. Peijple were suffocated in the 
pit, shrieks and groans rising up amidst the writhing and shouting 
mass there of his people who were, and indeed showed themselves 
inmost to bo, ready to die for hhn^ Yes, we saw him. Fate cannot 
deprive us of that. Others have seen Napoleon. Some few still existj 
wlio have beheld Frederick the Great, Doctor Johnson, Mari ' 
Antoinette, &c.—^be it our reasonable boast to our children, that W‘ 
saw George the Good, the Magnificent, the Great. 

Well, there came a happy day in’Mrs. Eawdon Cr.awley’s existence 
when this angel was admitted into the paradise of a.Coui’t which she 
coveted ; her sister-in-law acting as her godmother. On the appointed 
day, Sir Pitt and his lady, in their great family carriage (just newly 
built, and ready for the baronet’s assumption of the office of High 
Sheriff of his coupjy), drove up to the tittle house in Curzon Street, to 
the edification t)f toggles who was watching from his green-grocer’s 
shop, and saw fine plumes within, and enormous bunches of flowers in 
the breasts of the new livery-coats of the footmen. 

Sir Pitt, in a glittering uniform, descended and went into Curzon 
Street, his sword between his legs. Little Eawdon stood with his face 
against tlie parlour window panes, smiling and nodding with all his 
might to his aunt in the carriage within ; and presently Sir Pitt issued 
forth from the house again, leading fortlt a lady with grand feathers, 
covered in a white shawl, and holding up daintily a train of magnificent 
broc.ade. She stepped into the vehicle as it she were a princess and 
.accustomed all her life to go to Court, smiling graciously on the footman 
at the door, and on Sir Pitt, who followed her into the carriage. 

Then Eawdon followed in his old Guards’ uniform, which had grown 
wofully shabby, and was much too tight. He was to have followed the 
procession,’and waited upon his sovereign in a cab ; but that his good- 
natured sister-in-law insisted that they should be a family party. The 
coaeli was large, the Ladies not very big, they would hold tlieir trains in 
their laps—finally, the four went fraternally together ; and their 
carriage presently joined the line of loyal equipages which was making 
its way down Piccadilly and St. James’s Street, towards the old brick 
palace where the Star of Brunswick was in waiting to receive his nobles 
!ind gentlefolks. ^ ^ 

Becky felt as if’she could bless the people otit of the carriage windowsj 
so elated was she in spirit, and so strong a sense had she of the dignified 
position which she had at last attaine'd in life. Even our Becky had 
hep weaknesses, and as one often sees how men pride themselves upon 
excellencies which others are slow to perceive: how, for instance, 
Comus firmly believes that he is the ^eatest tragic actor in England ; 
how Brown, the famous novelist, longs to be considered, not a man of 
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genios, but a man of fashion; while Eobinson, the great lawyer, does 
not in the least care about his reputation in Westminster Hall, but' 
believes himself incomparable across country, and at a five-barred gate 
—so to be, and to be thought, a respectable woman, was Becky’s aim 
in life, and she got up the genteel with amaiiing assiduity, readiness, 
and success. We have said, there were times when she believed herself 
to be a fine lady, and forgot that there was no money in the chest at 
home—duns round the gate, tradesmen^epax amd wheedle—no ground 
to walk upon, in a word. And ab she went to Court in the carriage, 
the family carriage, she adopted a demeanour so grand, self-satisfied, 
deliberate, and imposing, that it made even Lady Jane laugh. She 
yj^Sked into the royal apartments with a toss of the head which would 
have befitted,an empress, and ■'ii have no doubt had she been one, she 
would have become the character perfectly. 

We ale autliorised to state that Mrs. Ilawdon Crawley’s costume de 
eowr on the occasion of her presentation to the Sovereign was of the 
most elegant and brilliant description. Some ladies we may have seen 
—^we who wear stars and cordons, and attend the St. James’s assemblies, 
or we who, in muddy boots, dawdle up and down'ral,' Mall, and peep 
into the Coaches as they drive up with the great folks in their feathers 
—some ladies of fashion, I say, we may have seen, about two o’clock of 
the forenoon of a levee day, as the laced-jackotod band of the Life 
Guards are blowing triumphal marches seated on those prancing music- 
stools, their cream-coloured chargers—who are by no means lovely and 
enticing objects at that early period of noon. A stout countess of sixty, 
deccXUlu, painted, wrinkled, with rouge up to her drooping eyelids, and 
diamonds twinkling in her -wig, is a wholesome and edifying, but not a 
- pleasant sight. She has the faded look of a St. James’s Street ilhimina- 
' tion, as it may be seen of an early morning, when half the lamps are 
out, and the others are blinking wanly, as if they wore about to vanish 
like ghosts before the dawn. Such charms as those of which we catch 
gfimpses while her ladyship’s carriage passes, should appear abroad at 
night alone. If even Cynthia looks haggard of an afternoon, as we may 
see her sometimes in the present winter season, with Pheebus staring 
her out of countenance from the opposite side of the heavens, how much 
more can old Lady Castlemouldy keep her head up when the sun is 
shining full upon it through the chariot windows, and showing all the 
chinks and crannies with which time has marked her face ? No. 
Drawing-rooms should be announced for November, or the first foggy 
day: or the elderly sultanas of our Vanity Pair should drive up in 
closed lilters, descend in a covered way, and make their curtsey to the 
Sovereign under the protection of lamplight. 

Our beloved Eebecca had no need, however, of any such a friendly 
halo to set off her beauty. Her complexion could bear any sunshine as 
yet; and her dress, though if you were to see it now, any present lady 
of Vanity Fair would pronounce it to be the most foolish and prepos¬ 
terous attire ever worn, was as handsome in her eyes'and those ot the 
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public, some five-and-twenty years since, as the most brilliant costume 
•of the most famous beauty of the present season. .A score of years 
hence that, too, that milliner’s wonder, will have passed into the domain 
of the absurd, along with all previous vanities. But we are wandering 
too much. Mrs. Rawdon’s dress was pronounced to be charmante on 
the eventful day of her presentation. Even good little Lady Jane was 
foi'ced to acknowledge this effect, as she looked at her kinswoman ; 
and owned sorrowfully to herself tliat she was quite inferior in taste to 
Mrs. Becky. * 

She did not know how much care, thought, and genius Mrs. Eawdon 
had bestowed upon th.at garment. Rebecca had as good taste as any 
milliner in Europe, and such a clever way of doing things as Lady 
Jane little understood. The latter quickly spied out the magnificence 
of the brocade of Becky’q train, and the splendour oT the lace on 
her dress. • , 

The brocadefwas an old remnant, Becky said ; and as for the lace, it 
was a great bargain. She had had it these hmidred years. 

“ My dear Mrs. Crawley, it must have cost a little fortune,” Lady 
Jane said, lookii^ CRtwn at her own lace, which was not nearly so good j 
and then, examining the quality of the ancient brocade which formed 
the material of Mrs. Eawdon’s court dress, she fejt inclined to say that 
she could not afford such fine clothing, but checked that speech, with 
an effort, as one uncharitable to her kinswoman. 

And yet, if Lady Jane had known all, I think even her kindly temper 
would have failed her. The fact is, when she was putting Sir Pitt’s 
house in order, Mrs. Eawdon had found the lace and the brocadb in old 
wardrobes, the property of the former Kidies of the house, and had 
quietly carried the goods home, and had suited them to her own little 
person. Briggs saw her take them, asked no questions, told no stories; 
but I believe quite sympathised with her on this matter, and so would 
many another honest woman. 

And the diamonds—“ Where the doose did you get the diamonds, 
Becky 1 ” said her husband, admiring some jewels whicli he had never 
seen before, and which sparkled in her ears and on her neck with 
brilliance and profusion. 

Becky blushed a little, and looked at him hai’d for a moment. Pitt 
Crawley blushed a little too, and looked out of window. The fact is, 
ho had given her a very small portion of the brilliants ; a pretty 
diamond clasp, which confined a pearl necklace which she wore ; and 
the Baronet had omitted to mention the circumstance to his lady. 

Becky looked at her husband, and then at Sir Pitt, with an air of 
saucy triumph, as much as to say, “ Shall I betr.ay you 1 ” 

“ Guess ! ” she said to her husband. “ Why, you silly man,” she con-^ 
tinued, “ whei-e do you suppose I got them—all excei^t the little c1asp,~ 
which a dear friend of mine gave me long ago. I hired them, to be 
sure. I. hired them at Mr. Poldnius’s in Coventry Street. You don’t 
suppose that all the diamonds wliich go to Court belong to the owners; 

» D 
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like-those beautiful stones -which Lady Jane has, and which are much 
handsomer than any which I have, I am certain,” 

“ They fire family jewels,” said Sir Pitt, again looking u-neasy. And 
in this family conversation the carriage rolled down the street, until its 
cargo was finally discharged at the gates of the palace where the 
Sovereign was sitting in stite. 

The diamonds, jvhich had created Rawdon’s admiration, never went 
back to HiC Polonius, of Coventry Street, and that gentleman never 
[applied for their restoration; but they retired into a little private reposi¬ 
tory, in an old desk, which Amelia Sedley had giveh her yeaSrandyeai-s 
ago, and in which Becky kept a number of useful and, perhaps, valuable 
things, about which her husband knew nothing. To know nothing, or 
Ijltle, is in the^ nature of some^husbands. To hide, in the nature of 
how many women ? O ladies ! how many of you have surreptitious 
millinersVbills ? * How many of you have gowns and bracelets, which 
you daren’t show, or which you wear trembling 1 —trembling, and 
coaxing with smiles the husband by your side, who does not know the 
new velvet gown from the old one, or the new bracelet from last year’s, 
or has any notion that the ragged-looking j'ellow See .ucarf cost foidy 
guineas, and that Madame Bobinot is writing dunning letters every 
week for the money! , 

Thus Eawdon kne'w nothing about the brilliant diamond ear-rings, 
or the superb brilliant ornament which decorated the fair bosom of his 
lady ; but Lo rd Ste yne, who was in his place at court, as- Lord of the 
Powder Closet, and one of the great dignitaries and illustrious defences 
of the throne of England, and came up with all his stars, garters, collars, 
and cordons, and paid particular attention to the little woman, knyv 
whence the jewels ^me, and who paid for them. 

As he bowed over her he smiled, and quoted the hackneyed and 
beautiful lines, from the Rape of the Lock, about Belinda’s diamonds, 
“ which Jews might kiss and infidels adore.” 

“But I hope your lordship is orthodox,” said the little lady, with a 
toss of her head. And many ladies round about whispered and talked, 
and many gentlemen nodded and whispered, as they saw what marked 
attention the great nobleman was paying to the little adventuress. 

What were the circumstances of the interview between Rebecca 
Crawley, n6e Sharp, and her Imperial Master, it does not become such 
a feeble and inexperienced pen as mine to attempt to relate. The 
dazzled eyes clo.se before that Magnificent Idea. Loyal respect and 
decency toll even the imagimation not to look too keenly and auda¬ 
ciously about the sacred audience-chamber, but to back away rapidly, 
•silently, and respectfully, making profound bows out of the August 
Presence. 

This may be said, that m all London there was no more loyal heart 
than Becky’s aft£}' this interview. The name of her king was always 
on her lips, and he was proclaimed by her to be the most chai-ming of 
men. She went to Coluaglu’s and ordered the finest portrait of him 





A NOVEL ^THOUT: A HEEO. 


403 


that art had produced, and credit could supply. She chose tHat .'j 
■famous one in which the best of monarohs is represented in a frock- 
coat with a fur collar, and breeches and silk stockings, simpering on a 
sofa from under his curly brown wig. She had him painted in a 
brooch and wore it—indeed she amused and somewhat pestered her 
acquaintance with her perpetual talk about *his urbanity and beauty., 
Who knows 1 Perhaps the little woman thought shq might play the 
part of a Maint enon or a Pom nadomt 

But the'Hnest -sport o f-jll after Ifer presentation was to hear her 
ta lk virt uouslr. She had a few female acquaintances, not, it must bo 
owned, of the very highest reputation in Vanity Fair. . But being 
made an honest woman of, so to speak, Becky would not consort any 
longer with these dubious ones, and aiA Lady Crackenbpry when the 
latter nodded to her from her opera-box ; and gave Mrs. Washington 
White the. go-by in the Ring. “ One must, my dear, show oness some¬ 
body,” she said. “ One musn’t be seen with doubtful people. I pity 
Lady Crackenbury from my heart; and Mrs. Washington White may 
be very a good-natured person. Fbu may go and dine with them, as 
you like your rubb?? But / mustn’t, and won’t; and yon will have 
the goodness to tell Smith to say I am not at home when either of 
them calls.” 

The particulars of Becky’s costume were in the newspapers— 
feathers, lappets, superb diamonds, and all the rest. Mrs. Crackenbury 
read the paragraph in bitterness of spirit, and discoursed to her fol¬ 
lowers about the airs which that woman was giving heraelf Mrs. Bute 
Crawley and her young ladies in the country hiid a copy of the Moruv- 
ing Post from town; and gave a vent to their honest indignation. “ If 
y'ou had been sandy-hair^ ^een-eyed, and* a French rope-dancer’s 
daughter,” Mrs. ButeWcl to Tier eldest girl (who, on the contrary, was 
a very swarthy,"Short, and snub-nosed young lady), “ you might have 
had superb diamonds forsooth, and have been presented at coiu't, by 
your cousin, the Lady Jane. But you’re only a gentlewoman, my poor 
dear child. You have only some of the best blood in England in your 
veins, and good principles and piety for your portion. I, myself, the 
wife of a Baronet’s younger brother, too, never thought of such a 
thing as going to court — nor would other people, if good Queen 
Charlotte had been alive.” In this way the worthy Eectoress con¬ 
soled herself; and her daughters sighed, and sate over the Peerage 
all night. 

A few days after the famous presentation, another great anif exceed¬ 
ing honour was vouchsafed to the virtuous Becky. Liidy Steyne’s \ 
carriage drove up to Mr. Eawdon Crawley’s door, and the footman, 
instead of driving down the front of the house, as by his tremendous 
knocking he appeared to be inclined to do, relented, and only delivered 
in a couple of cards, on which were engraven the names of tho\ 
Marchioness of Steyne and the Countess of Gaunt. If these bits of | 
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pasteboard had been beautiful pictures, or had had a hundred yards 
of Malines lace rolled round them, worth twice the number of guineas,' 
j Becky could not have regarded them with more pleasure. You may 
:be sure they occupied a conspicuous place in the china bowl on the 
drawing-room table, where Becky kept the cards of her visitoi-s. 
Iiord ! lord! how poor*Mrs. Washington White’s card and Lady 
Craekcnbury’s card, which our little friend had been glad enough to 
get a few months back, and of which the silly little creature was 
rather proud once—Lord I lord^ I say, how soon at the appearance 
of these grand court cards, did those poor little neglected deuces sink 
down to the bottom of the pack. Steyne! Bareacres, Johnes of 
Helvellyn I and Caerlyon of Camelot! we may be sure that Becky and 
Briggs looked, out those august hames in the Peerage, and followed the 
noble races up through all the ramifications'of the family tree. 

My Lord Steyne coming to call a couple of hours afterwards, and 
looking about him, and observing everything as was His wont, found 
his lady’s cju’ds already ranged as the trumps of Becky’s hand, and 
grinned, as this old cynic always did at any naive display of human 
weakness. Becky came down to him presently: whenever the dear 
girl expected his lordship, her toilette was prepared, her hair in 
perfect order, her mouchoirs, aprons, scarfs, little morocco slippers, and 
other female gimerabks arranged, and she seated in some artless 
and agreeable posture ready to receive him—whenever she was sur¬ 
prised, of course she had to fly to her apartment to take a rapid 
survey of matters in the glass, and to trip down again to wait upon the 
great peer. , 

She found him grinning over the bowl. She was discovered, and she 
blushed a little. “ Thanft you, Monscigneur,” she said. “ You see your 
ladies have been here. How good of you ! I couldn’t come before—I 
was in the kitchen making a pudding.” 

“ I know you were, I saw you through the area-railings as I drove 
up,” replied the old gentleman. 

“ You see everything,” she replied. 

“ A few things, but not that, my pretty lady,” he said good-naturedly. 

You silly little fibster! I heard you in the room overhead, where I 
have no doubt you were putting a little rouge on ; you must give 
some of yours to my Lady Gaunt, whose complexion is quite prepos¬ 
terous ; and I heard the bed-room door open, and then you came down 
stairs.” 

“ Is it a crime to tiyr and look my best when .yow come here 1 ” 
answered Mrs. Bawdon plaintively, and she rubbed her cheek with her 
j handkerchief .os if to show there was no rouge at all, only genuine 
I blushes and modesty in her case. About this who can tell 1 I kqow 
there is some rouge that won’t come off on a pocket-handkerchief; and 
some so good that even tears will not disturb it. 

“ ^yell,” said the old gentleman, twiddling round his wifc'.s card, 

“ you ai'O bent upon becoming a fine lady. You pester my poor old 
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. life oat to get you into the world. You won’t be able to hold your own 
there, you silly little fooL You’ve got no money.” 

“You will get us a place,” interposed Becky, as quick as possible. X 
“ You’ve got no money, and you want to compete with those who i 
have. You poor little, earthenwara. pipkin,, you, wa nt to swim down j 
the stream along with the groat copper kettles. All women are'’alike.' 
Eve:^bocly is smving for what is not worth the hhVlUg! Uail'l I 
dined with the King yesterday and Tje had neck of mutton and turnips, 


A dinner of herbs is better than a stalled ox very often. You will go 
to Gaunt House. You give an old fellow no rest until you get there. 
It’s not half so nice as here. You’ll be bored there. I am. My wife 
is as gay as Lady Macbeth, and my daughters as cheerful as Began 
and Goneril. I daren’t sleep in wliat they call my Wed-room. The 
bed is like the baldaquin of St. Peter’s, and the pictures frighten me. 


I have a little d)rass bed in a dressing-room: and a little hair mattrass 
like an anchorite. I am an anchorite. Ho ! ho ! You’ll be asked to f 


dinner next week. And ffare aux femmes, look out and hold your own!' 
How the womeij wsH bully you! ” This was a very long speech for a 
man of few words like my Lord Steyne ; nor was it the first which he 
uttered for Becky’s benefit on that day. 

Briggs looked up from the work-table at which she was seated in the 
farther room, and gave a deep sigh as she heard the great Marquis 
speak so lightly of her sex. 

“ If you don’t turn off that abominable sheep-dog,” said Lord Steyne, 
with a savage look over his shoulder at her, “I will have her 
poisoned.” • 

“ I alwiiys give my dog dinner from my, own plate,” said Bebecca, 
laughing misehievously; and having enjoyed for some time the discom¬ 
fiture of my lord, who hated poor Briggs for interrupting his t6te-i-t6te 
with the fair Colonel’s wife, Mi's. Bawdon at length had pity upon her 
•admirer, and calling to Briggs, praised the fineness of the weather to 
her, and bade her to take out the child for a walk. 

“ 1 can’t send her away,” Becky said presently, after a pause, and in 
,1 very sad voice. Her eyes filled with tears as she spoke, and she 
turned away her head. 

“ You owe her her wages 1 I suppose,” .said the Peer. 

“Worse than that,” said Becky, still casting down her eyes, “ I have' 
ruined her.” 


“ Bulned her?—then why don’t you turn her out ? ” the gentleman 
asked. • 


“.Men do that,” Becky answered bitterly. “Women are not so bad] 
as you. Last year when we were reduced to our last guine.a, she gave' 
us every thing. She shall never leave me, until we are ruined utterly 
oui-selves, which does not seem far off, or until I can pay her the utter¬ 
most farthing.” 

“-it, ho-^much is it ? ” said the peer with an oath. And Becky, 

reflecting on the largeness of his means, mentioned not only the sum 
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;rhicli she had borrowed from Miss Briggs, but one of nearly double 
the amount. 

This caused the Lord Steyne to break out in another brief and ener¬ 
getic expression of anger, at which Rebecca held down her heau the 
more, and cried bitterly. *“I could not help it. It was my only chance. 
I dare not tell m^ husband. He would kill me if I told him what I 
have done. I have kept it a secret from every body but you—and you 
/forced it from me. Ah, what shall I do. Lord Steyne i for I am very, 
veiyjjnhappy 1 ” 

Lord Steyne made no reply except by beating the devil’s tattoo, and 
biting his nails. At last he clapped his hat on his head, and flung out 
of the room. Rebecca did not rije from her attitude of misery until 
the door slammed upon him, and his carpage whirled away. Then 
she rose.up with the queerest expression of victorious mischief glitter¬ 
ing in her green eyes. She burst out laughing once or tevice to herself, 
as she sate at work ; and sitting down to the piano, she rattled away a 
triumphant voluntary on the keys, which made the people pause under 
her window to listen to her brilliant music. *- ■ ^ 

That night, there came two notes from Gaunt House for the little 
woman, the one containing a card of invitation from Loi-d and Lady 
Steyne to a dinner at Gaunt House next Friday: while the other 
enwosed a slip of gray paper bearing Lord Steyne’s signature and the 
address of Messrs. Jones, Brown, and Robinson, Lombard Street. 

Eawdon heard Becky laughing in the night once or twice. It wns 
only her delight at going to Gauut House and facing the ladies there, 
she said, which amused heV so. But the truth w'as, that she was 
occupied with a great number of other thoughts. Should she pay olf 
old Briggs and give her her cong6'f Should she astonish Haggles by 
settling his account ? She turned over all these thoughts on her 
pillow, and on the next day, when Bawdon went out to pay his 
morning visit to the Club, Mrs. Crawley (in a modest dress with a veil 
on) whipped off in a hackney-coach to the City: and being landed at 
Messrs. Jones and Robinson’s bank, presented a document there to 
the authority at the desk, who, in reply, aslied her “ How she would 
take it 1 ” 

She gently s.aid “she would take a hundred and fifty pounds i 
small notes and the remainder in one note: ” and passing throng 
St. Piiul’s Church Yard stopped there and bought the handsomest 
black silk gown for Briggs which money could buy ; and which, with 
a kiss afid the kindest speeches, she pi'esented to the simple old 
spinster. 

! 'Then she walked to hir. Haggles, inquired about his children affec- 
' tionately, and gave him fifty pounds on account. Then she went to the 
I livery-man from whom she jobbed her carriages and gratified him with 
' a similar sum. “ And I hope this will be a lesson to you. Spavin,” she 
said,‘‘and that on the next drawing-room day my brother. Sir Pitt, 
will not be inconvenienced by being obliged to take four of us in his 
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carriage to wait upon his Majesty, because my otm carriage is not 
forthcoming.” It appears there had been a difference on the last 
drawing-room day. Hence the degradation which the Colonel had 
almost suffered, of being obliged to enter the presence of his Sovereign 
in a hack cab. 

Xliese arrangements concluded, Becky paid a visit up-stairs to the 
before-mentioned desk, which Amelia Sedley had given her years and 
ye.ars ago, and which contained a number of useful and valuable little 
things: in which private museum she placed the one note whicli Messrs 
Jones and Bobinson’s cashier bad given her. 


CIIAPTEE XLIX. 

IN WHICH WE EN.IOY THREE COURSES AND A DESSERT. 

When the of Gaunt Ifousa were at breakfast that morning 
Lord Stcyne (rflio took his chocolate in private, and seldom disturbed 
the females of his household, or saw them except upon public days, or 
when they crossed each other in the hall, or wlien from his pit-box at 
the Opera he surveyed them in their box on the grand tier)—^His lord.v 
ship, we say, appeared among the ladies and the children who were 
assembled over the tea and toast, and a battle royal ensued apropos of 
Rebecca. , 

“ My Lady Steyne,” he said, “ I w.mt Jto see the list for your dinner 
on Friday ; and I want you, if you please, to write a card for Colonel 
and Mrs. Crawley.” ' 

“ Blanche writes them,” Lady Steyne said in a flutter. “ Lady Gaunt 
writes them.” 

“ I will not write to that person,” Lady Gaunt said, a tall and stately 
l.-uly, who looked up for an instant and then down ag.ain after she had 
sjjoken. It was not good to meet Lord Steyne’s eyes for those who had 
offended him. 

“ Send the children out of the room. Go ! ” said he, pulling at the 
bell-rope. The urchins, always frightened before Iiim, retired: tlieir^ 
mother would have followed too. “ Not you,” he said. “ You stop.” 

“My Lady Stcyne,” he said, “once more will you have the goodness 
to go to the desk, and write that card for your dinner on Friday ? ” 

“ My Lord, I will not be present at it,” Lady Gaunt said; “ I will go 
home.” • 

~“I wish you would, and stay^there. You will find the bailiffs at 
Bareacres very pleasant company, and I shall be freed from lending 
, money to your relations, and from your own damned tragedy_ airs. 

t VVho are you to give orders here ? You have no money. You’ve got 
no brains. You were here to have cluldren, and you have not had anj'. 
Gaunt’s tired of you ; and George’s wife is the only person in the 
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family wlirf doesn’t wish you were dead. Gaunt would marry .again if _ 
you were.” 

“I wish I were,” her ladyship answered, with tears and rage in her 
eyes. 

“You, forsooth, must i^ive yourself airs of virtue ; while my wife, 
who is an immaculate sainc, as everybody knows, and never did wrong 
in her life, has no objection to meet my young friend, Mrs. Cr.awley. 
My lady Steync knows that appearances are sometimes against the 
best of women; that lies are often told about the most innocent of 
^them. Pray, madame, shall I tell you some little anecdotes about my 
' Lady Bareacres, your mamma 1 ” 

“You may strike me if you like, sir, or hit any cruel blow,” Lady 
Gaunt said. Tg. see his wife arid daughter suffering always put his 
lprdshipjnto..ajgood humour. ' 

“ My sweet Blanche,” he said, “ I am a gentleman, and never lay my 
hand upon a woman, save in the way of kindness. 1 only wish to 
correct little faults ip your character. You women are too proud, and 
sadly lack humility, as Father Mole, I’m sure, ffiould tell my Lady 
Steyne if he were here. You mustn’t give yourselves airs : you must 
be meek and humble, my blessings. For all Lady Steyne knows, this 
calumniated, simple, good-humoured Mrs. Crawley is quite innocent— 
even more innocent than herself. Her husband’s chai-acter is not good, 
but it is as good as Rareacres’, who has played a little and not payed a 
great deal, who cheated you out of the only legacy you ever had, and 
left you a pauper on my hands. And Mrs. Crawley is not very well 
born; but she is not worse tjian Fanny’s iUustrious ancestor, the first 
de la Jones.” 

“The money which I brought into the family, sir,” Lady George 
cried out- 

“ You purchased a contingent reversion with it,” the Marquis s.aid, 
darkly. “If Gaunt dies, your husband m<ay come to his honours ; your 
little boys may inherit them, and who knows what besides 1 In the 
meanwhile, ladies, be as proud and virtuous as you like abroad, but don’t 
give me any airs. As for Mrs. Crawley’s character, I shan’t demean myself 
or thpt most spotless and perfectly irreproachable lady, by even hinting 
1 that it requires a defence. You will be pleased to receive her with the 
utrnost cordiality, as you will receive all persons whom I present in this 
house. This house?” He broke out with a laugh. “ Who is the master 
of it ? and what is it 1 This Temple of Virtue belongs to me. And ff I 

i ^tvi te alUJewgate or all Bedlam here, by-they shiill be welcome.^ 

, /After this vigorous allocution, to one of which sort Lord Steyne 
' treated h ia(ItH nreem.” whenever symptoms of insubordination appeared _ 
in his household, the crest-fallen women had nothing for it but to obey. 
Lady Gaunt wrote the invitation which his lordship required, and she 
and her mother-in-law drove in person, and with bitter and humiliated 
hearts, to leave the c.ards on Mrs. Rawdon, the reception of which 
caused that innocent woman so much pleasure. ' 
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. There were families in London who would have sacrificed a year’s 
income to receive such an honour at the hands of those great ladies 
Mrs. IVederick Bullock, for instance, would have gone on her knees 
from Mayfair to Lombard Street, if Lady Steyne and Lady Gaunt had 
been waiting in the City to raise her up, ayd say, “ Come to us next 
rriday,”—not to one of the great crushes, and grand balls of Gaunt 
House, whither everybody went, but to the sacred,* unapproachable, 
mysterious, delicious entei-tainment3,^to be admitted to one of which 
was a privilege, and an honour, and a blessing indeed. 

Severe, spotless, and beautiful. Lady Gaunt held the very highest 
rank in Vanity Fair. The distinguished courtesy with which Lord 
Steyne treated her, charmed everybody who witnessed his behaviour, 
c<aused the severest critics to admit how perfect a gentleman he was, 
and to own that his lordship’s heart at le.ast was in the. right place. 

The ladies of Gaunt House called Lady Bareacres in to their aid, in v 
order to repulse the common enemy. One of Lady Gaunt’s carri.ages 
went to Hill Stj^'.» for her ladyship’s mother, all whose equipages 
were in the hands of the bailiffs, whose very jewels and wardrobe, it 
was said, had been seized by those inexorable Israelites. Bareacres 
Castle was theirs, too, with all its costly pictures, furniture, and 
articles of virth—the magnificent Vandykes ; the noble Eeynolds 
pictures; the Lawrence portraits, tawdry and beautiful, and, thirty 
years ago, deemed as precious as works of real genius; the matchless 
Dancing Nymph of Canova, for which Lady Bareacres had Sate in 
her youth—Lady Bareacres splendid then, and radiant in wealth, 
rank, and beauty—a toothless, bald, old lyoman now—a mere rag 
of a former robe of state. Her lord, painted at the same time by 
Lawrence, as waving his sabre in front of Bareacres Castle, and 
clothed in his uniform as Colonel of the Tliistlewood Yeomanry, w.os a 
withered, old, lean man in a great coat and a Brutus wig: slinking 
about Gray’s Inn of mornings chiefly, and dining alone at clubs. He 
did not like to dine with Steyne now. They had run i:aces of pleasure 
together in youth when Bareacres was the winner. But Steyne had 
more bottom th.an he, and had lasted him out. The Marquis was ton 
times a greater man now than the young Lord Gaunt of ’85 ; and 
Bareacres nowhere in the race—old, beaten, bankrupt, and broken down. 
He had borrowed too much money of Steyne to find it pleasant to moef 
his old comrade often. The latter, whenever he wished to be men-y, 
used jeeringly to ask Lady Gaunt, why her father had not come to soo 
her ? “ He has not been here for four mouths,” Lord Steyne would ^ 
say. “ I c.an always tell by my cheque-book afterwards, when I get a 
visit from Bareacres. What a comfort it is, my ladies, I bank with one 
of my sous’ fathers-in-law, and the other banks With me! ” 

Of the other illustrious persons whom Becky had the honour to'^' 
encounter on this her first presentation to the grand world, it does not 
become the present historian to say much. There was his Excellency 
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the Prince of Peterwaradin, with his Princess; a nobleman tightly, 
girthed, with a large military chest, on which the plaque of his order 
shone magnificently, and wearing the red collar of the Golden Fleece 
round his neck. He was the owner of countless flocks. “ Look at his 
face. I think he must descended from a sheep,” Becky whispered to 
Lord StejTie. Indeed, his Excellency’s countenance, long, solemn, and 
white, with the ornament round his neck, bore some resemblance to 
that of a venerable bell-wether. • 

There was Mr. John Paul Jefferson Jones, titularly attached to the 
American Embassy, and correspondent of the New York Dem.agogue; 
who, by way of making himself agreeable to the company, asked Lady 
Steync, during a pause in tlia ponvei-sation at dinner, how his dear 
friend, George Gaunt, liked the Brazils ?—He and George had been 
most intimate‘at Naples, and had gone up Vesuvius together. Mr. 
Jones wrote a full and particular account of the dinner^which appeared 
duly in the Demagogue. He mentioned the names and titles of all the 
guests, giving bicrgraphical sketches of the principal people. He 
described the persons of the ladies with great rtoCjjenee ; the service 
of the table ; the size and costume of the servants ; enumerated the 
dishes and wines served; the ornaments of the side-board, and the 
probable value of the plate. Such a dinner he calculated could not be 
dished up under fifteen or eighteen dollars per head. And he was in 
the habit, until very latel}', of sending over prot^qis, with letters of 
recommendation, to the present Marquis of Steyne, encouraged to do 
so by'the intimate terms on which ho had lived with his dear friend, 
the late lonl. He was most indignant that a young .and insignificant 
aristocrat, the E.irl of Southdown, should have taken the pas of him in 
their procession to the dining-room. “ Just as I was stepping up to 
bfifer. my hand to a very pleasing and witty fashionable, the brilliant 
and exclusive Mrs. Eawdon Crawley,”—he wrote—“the young patrician 
interposed between me and the lady, and whisked my Helen oft' with¬ 
out a word of apology. I was fain to bring up the rear with the 
Colonel, the lady’s husband, a stout red-faced warrior who distinguished 
himself at Waterloo, where he hiid better luck than befel some of his 
brother red-coats at New Orleans.” 


The Colonel’s countenance on coming into this polite society wore as 
-miiny blushes as the face of a boy of sixteen assumes when he is con¬ 
fronted with his sister’s schoolfellows. It has been told befoi-e that 
honest Rnwdo n had not been much used at any period of his life to 
ladies’ coihpany. With the men at the Club or the Mess-room, he was 
well enough; and could ride, bet, smoke, or play at billiards with the 
boldest of them. He had had his time for female friendships too ; but 
that was twenty ye.ars .ago, and the ladies were of the rank of those with 
whom Young Marlow in the comedy is represented as having been 
familiar before he became abashed in the presence of Miss Hardcastle. 


^he times are such that one scarcely dares to aUude to that kind of 
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company which thousands of our young men in Vanity Fair are fre¬ 
quenting every day, which nightly fills' casinps and dancing-rooms, ■' 
which is known to exist as well as the Ring in Hyde-Park or the Con¬ 
gregation at St. James’s—^but which the most squeamish if not the most 
moral of societies is determined to ignore. Ii^ a word, although Colonel 
Crawley was now five-and-forty years of age, it had not been his lot in 
life to meet with a half-dozen good women, besides liis paragon of a 
wife. All except her and his kind* sister Lady Jane, whose gentle 
nature had tamed and won him, scared the worthy Colonel; and on t 
occasion of his first dinner at Gaunt House he was not hearjd to make a/ 
single remark, except to state that the weather was very hot. Indeed 
Becky would have left him at home, ^nt that virtue ordained that her 
.husband should be by her ^ide to protect the timid and fluttering little 
creatin-e on her first appeai'ance in polite society. 

On her first vappearanee Lord Steyne stepped forward, taking her 
hand, and greeting her with great courtesy, and presenting her to 
Lady Steyne, and their ladyships, her daughters. Their ladyships 
made throe stat^jf»o«rtsies, and the cider lady to be sure gave her 
hand to the new comer, but it was as cold and lifeless as marble. 

Becky took it, however, with grateful humility; and performing a 
reverence which would have done credit to the best dancing-master, 
j>ut herself at Lady Steyne’s feet, as it were, by saying that his Lordship 
had been her father’s earliest friend and patron, and that she, Becky, 
had learned to honour and respect the Steyne family from the days of, 
her childhood. The fact is, that Lord Steyne had once purcKased a 
co^jde of pictures of the late Shai'p, and the affectionate orphan could, 
never forget her gratitude for that favour. • 

The Liuly Bareaeres then came under Becky’s cognisance—to whom 
the Colonel’s lady made also a most respectful obeisance; it was 
returned with severe dignity by the exalted person in question. 

“ I had the pleasure of making your Ladyship’s acquaintance at 
Brussels ten years ago,” Becky said, in the most winning manner. 
“I had the good fortune to meet Lady Bareaeres, at the Duchess of 
Richmond’s ball, the night before the Battle of Waterloo. And I 
recollect your Ladyship, and my Lady Blanche, your daughter, sitting 
in the carriage in the porte-cochere at the Inn, waiting for horses. I 
hope your Ladyship’s diamonds are safe.” 

Everybody’s eyes looked into their neighbour’s. The famous diamonds^ 
had undergone a famous seizure, it appears, about which Becky, of 
coux-se, knew nothing. Rawdon Crawley retreated with Lortl South- 
down into a window, where the latter was heard to laugh immoderately, 
as Rawdon told him the story of Lady Bareaeres wanting horses, and] 
“knuckling down by Jove,” to Mrs. Crawley. “1 think I needn’t be 
afraid of that woman,” Becky thought. Indeed, Lady Bareaeres 
exchanged terrified and angry’looks with her daughter, and retreated 
to a table, where she began to look at pietures with great energy. 

When the Potentate from the Danube made his appearance, the 
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conversation was carried on in the French language, and the lady. 
Bareacres and the younger ladies found,"to their farther mortification, 
that Mrs. Crawley was much better acquainted with that tongue, and 
spoke it with a much better_acoent than they. Becky had met other 
Hungarian magnates wil^h lHe army in France, in 1816-17. She asked 
after her friends with great interest. The forei^ personages thought 
that she was a‘ lady of great distinction; and the Prince and the 
Princess asked severally of Lorjl Steyne and the Marchioness, whom 
they conducted to dinner, wlio was that petite dame who spoke so well ? 

Finally, the procession being formed in the order described by the 
American diplomatist, they marched into the apartment where the 
banquet was served; and which, as I have promised the reader he 
shall enjoy it, he shall have the liberty of ordering himself so as to 
suit his fancy. ■ 

But it was when the ladies were alone that Becky knew the tug of 
war would come. And then indeed the little woman found herself in 
such a situation, as made her acknowledge the correctness of Lonl 
Steyne’s caution to her to beware of the society oifc^jes above her own 
sphere. As they say the persons who hate Irishmen most are Irishmen; 
^ so, assuredly, the greatest tyrants over women are women. Wlien poor 
little Becky, alone with the ladies, went up to the fire-place whither the 
great ladies had repaired, the great ladies marched away and took 
possession of a table of drawings. When Becky followed them to the 
table of drawings, they dropped ofif one by one to the fire again. She 
tried to speak to one of the children (of whom she was commonly fond 
in public places,) but Master George Gaunt was called away by his 
mamma ; and the stranger was treated with such cruelty finally, that 
even Lady Steyne herself pitied her, and went up to speak to the 
friendless little woman. 

“Lord Steyne,” said her L.adyship, as her wan cheeks glowed with a 
blush, “says you sing and play very beautifully, Mrs. Crawley—I wish 
you would do me the kindness to sing to me.” 

“ I will do anything that may give pleasure to my Lord Steyne or to 
you,” said Eebecca, sincerely grateful, and seating herself at the piano, 
began to sing. 

sang religious songs of Mozart, which had been early favourites 
of Lady Steyne, and with such sweetness and tenderness that the lady 
'Vlingering round the piano, sate down by its side, and listened' until the 
tears rolled down her eyes. It is time that the opposition ladies at the 
other end of the room kept up a loud and ceaseless buzzing and talking: 
but the Lady Steyne did not hear those rumours. She ivas a child 
again—and had wandered back through a forty years’ wilderness to 
her Convent Garden. The chapel organ had pealed the same tones, 
the organist, the sister whom she loved best of the community, had 
taught them to her in those early happy days. She was a girl once 
more, and the brief period of her happiness bloomed out again for an 
hour—she started when the jarring doors were flung open, and with 
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a. loud laugh from Lord Steyne, the men of the party entered full of 
gaiety. • 

He saw at a glance what had happened in his absence : and was 
grateful to his wife for once. He went and spoke to her, and called 
her by her Christian name, so as again to bring blushes to her pale 
face —“ My wife says you have been singing Uke an angel,” he said to 
Becky. Now there are angels of two kinds, and both .sorts, it is said, 
are charming in their way. 

Whatever the previous portion of tfte evening had been, the rest of 
tliat night was a great triu^ph_for.Becky. She sang her very best, 
and it was so good tKaTevery one of the men came and crowded round 
the piano. The women, her enemies, were left quite alone. And 
Mr. Paul’^Jefferson Jones thought ho had made a conquest of Lady 
Gaunt by going up to her Lkdyship, and praising her delightful friend’s 
first-rate singing. 


CHAPTER L. 

CONTAIJfS A VCMAB INCtDBaiT, 

The Muse, whoever she be, who presides over this Comic History, 
must now descend from the genteel heights in which she has been 
80 !iring, and have the goodness to drop down upon the lowly joof of 
John Sedley at Brompton, and describe w%t events are taking place 
thcfel Here, too, in this humble tenement, live care, and distrust, and 
dismay. Mrs. Clapp in the kitchen is gruhibling in secret to her 
husband about the rent, and urging the good fellow to rebel against 
his old friend and patron and his present lodger. Mrs. Sedley has 
ceased to visit her landlady in the lower regions now, and indeed is in 
a position to patronise Mrs. Clapp no longer. How can one be 
condescending to a lady to whom one owes a matter of forty pound, 
and who is perpetually thi-owing out hints for the money ? The Irish 
maidservant has not altered in the least in her kind and respectful 
behaviour; but Mrs. Sedley fancies that she is growing insolent and 
ungrateful, and, as the guilty thief who fears each bush an officer, secs 
threatening innuendoes and hints of capture in all the girl’s speeches^ 
and answers. Miss Clapp, grown quite a young woman now, is 
ileclared by the soured old lady to be an unbearable and impudent 
little minx. Why Amelia can be so fond of her, or have her in her 
room so much, or walk out with her so constantly, Mrs. Sedley cannot 
conceive. The bitterness of poverty has poisoned the life of the once 
cheerful and kindly woman. She is thankless for Amelia's constant 
and gentle bearing towards her; carps at her for her efforts at kindness 
Or service; railsher for her silly pride in her child, and her nej»lecfc 
of her parents. Georgy’s house is not a very lively one since uncle j os’s 
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Bimoity haa been -withdrawn, and the little family are almost upon 
fam ine die t 

Amelia thinks, and thinks, and racks her brain, to find some means 
of increamng the small pittance upon which the household is starving. 
Can she give lessons in anything? paint card-racks? do fine work? 
She finds that women ara working hard, and b^ter than she can, for 
twopence a-day.. She buys a couple of begilt Bristol boai-ds at the 
Fancy Stationer’s, and paints her very best upon them—a shepherd 
with a red waistcoat on one, and n pink face smiling in the midst of a 
pencil landscape—a shepherdess on the other, crossing a little bridge, 
with a little dog, nicely shaded. The man of the Fancy Eepositoryand 
Brompton Emporium of Fine Arts, (of whom she bought the screens, 
vainly hoping,that he would re-*p»rchase them when ornamented by her 
hand,) can hardly hide the sneer with which he examines these feeble 
works of art. He looks askance at the lady who waits in the shop, and 
ties up the cards again in their envelope of whitey-brCwn paper, and 
hands them to the poor widow and Miss Clapp, who had never seen 
such beautiful thin^ in her life, and had been quite confident that the 
man must give at least two guineas for the screenST^^Elhey try jit other 
r-Wiops in the interior of London, with faint sickening hopes. “Don’t 
want ’em,’’ says one. “Be off,” says another fiercely. Thi-ee and 
sixpence have been spent in vain—^the screens retire to Mias Clapp’s 
- bed-room, who pereists in thinking them lovely. 

She writes out a little card in her neatest hand, and after long 
thought and labour of composition; in which the public is informed 
that “ A Lady who has some time at her disposal, wishes to undertake 
the education of some little ‘girls, whom she would instruct in English, 
in French, in Geography,'in History, and in Music—address A. 0., at 
i Mr. Brown’s; ” and she confides the card to the gentleman of the Fine 
I Art Eepository, who consents to allow it to lie upon the counter, where 
I it grows dingy and flyblown. Amelia passes the door wistfully many a 
time, in hopes that Mr, Brown will have some news to give her; but he 
never beckons her in. When she goes to make little purchases, there 
i.s no news for her. Poor simple lady, tender and weak—how are yon 
to battle with the struggling, violent world ? 

She grows daily more care-worn. and.sad: fixing upon her child 
alarmed eyes, whereof the little boy cannot interpret the expression, 
^^e starts up of a night and peeps into his room stealthily, to see that 
AaB is sleeping and not stolen away. She sleeps hut little now. A 
; constant thought and terror is haunting her. How she weeps .and 
: prays in file long silent nights—how she tries to hide from herself the 
thought whicTTwill'felurh to her, that she ought to part with the boy, 
—that she is the only barrier between him and prosperity. She can’t, 
she can’t! Not now, at least. Some other day. Oh! it is too hard 
to think of and to bear. 

A thought comes over her which makes her blush and turn from 
herself,—^her parents might keep the annuity—^the curate would marry 
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her and giv3 a,J;o 2 :a to her and the boy. But George’s picture and 
dearest memory are there to rebuke her.. Shame and love say no to ^ 
he sacrifice. She shrinks from it as from something unholy; and such 
honghts never found a resting-place in that pure aM gentle bosom. 

The combat, ■which we describe in a sentence or two, lasted for many 
weeks in poor Amelia’s heart: during which,^he had no confidante; 
indeed, she could have none: as she would nTit alloy to herself t'ae 
possibility of yielding: though she was giving way daily before the 
enemy with whom she had to battles One truth after another was 
marshaiiing itself silently against her, and keeping its ground. 
Poyfirty and misery for all, want and degr^atiou for her parents, 
injustice to the —one by one the outworks of the little citadel were 
ta£en, in which the poor soul passionajtuly guarded her only love and 
treasure. • 

At the beginning of the struggle, she had written 'off a letter of 
tender supplication to her brother at Calcutta, imploring him not to 
■withdraw the support which he had granted to their parents, and 
painting in terms of artless pathos their lonely am? hapless condition, y 
She did not known.ile truth of the matter. The payment of Jos’s 
annuity w-as still regular: but it w.os a money lender in the city who '' 
was receiving it; old Sedley had sold it for a sum of money wherewith 
to prosecute his bootless schemes. Emmy was calculating eagerly the 
time that would elapse before the letter would arrive and be answered. 
She had written down the date in her pocket-book of the day when 
she dispatched it. To her son’s guardian, the good Major at Madras, 
she had not communicated any of her griefs and perplexities. Slle had 
not written to him flnce she wrote to* congratulate him on his 
.approaching marriage. She thought with sickening despondency, that 
that friend,—^the only one, the one who had felt such .a regal'd for Lor, 
—was fallen away. 

One day, when things had come to a very bad pass—when the 
creditors were pressing, the mother in hysteric grie^ the father in 
more than usual gloom, the inmates of the family avoiding each other, , 
each secretly oppressed with his private unhappiness and notion of 
wrong—the father and daughter happened to be left alone together; 
and Amelia thought to comfort her father, by telling him what she , 
had done. She had written to Joseph—an answer must come in three | 
or fom- months. He was always generous, though c.areiess. lie could ' 

not refuse, when he know how straitened the cu-cumstunces of his* _ 
parents. 

Then the poor old gentleman revealed the wlmle truth to her—that '■i 
his son was still paying the annuity, which his own imprudence had 
flung away. He had not dared to tell it sooner. He thought Amelia’s 
ghastly and terrified look, when, with a trembling, miserable voice ho 
made the confession, conveyed reproaches to him for his concealment., 

“ Ah !” said he, with quivering lips and turning away, “you despise i 
your old father now.” 
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“0 papa! it ia not that,” Amelia cried out, falling on his neck, and 
kissing him many times. ‘‘You are always good and kind. You did it* 
for the best. It is not for the money—it is—0 my God ! my God! 
have mercy upon me, and give me strength to bear this trial; ” and 
she kissed him again wildly, and went away. 

Still the father did nob know what that explan.ation meant, and the 
burst of anguish with which the poor girl left him. It was th.at she 
w.as con quered. The sentence was passed. The child must go from 
her—^to others—to forget her. Her heart and her treasure—her joy, 
hope, love, worship—her God, almost! She must give him up; and 
then—and .then she would go to George; and they would watch over 
the child, and wait for him until he came to them in Heaven. 

She put on her bonnet, scarcely knowing what she did, and went out 
to walk in the lanes by which George used to come back from school, 
and where she was in the habit of going on his return to meet the boy. 
It was May, a half holiday. The leaves were all coming out, the 
weather was brilliivnt : tlie boy came running to her, flushed with 
health, singing, his bundle of school-books hanging by a thong. There 
he was. Both her arms were round him. No, it wifi'iimpossible. They 
<!ould not be going to part. “What is the matter, mother 1 ” said he; 
“you look very pale.” 

“Nothing, my child,” she said, and stooped down and kissed him. 

That night Amelia made the boy read the story of Samuel to her, 
and how Hann.ah, his mother having weaned him, brought him to Eli 
the High Priest to minister before the Lord. And he read the song 
of gratitude which Hannah sang; and which says. Who it is who 
maketh poor and maketh rich, and bringeth low%nd exalteth—^liow the 
poor sh.all be raised up Out of the dust, and how, in his own might, no 
man shall be strong. Then he read how Samuel’s mother made him 
a little coat, and brought it to liim from year to year when she came 
up to ofier the yearly sacrifice. And then, in her sweet simple way, 
George’s mother made commentaries to the boy upon this affecting 
story. How Hannah, though she loved her son so much, yet gave him 
up because of her vow. And how she must always have thought of 
him as she sat at home, far away, making the little coal: .and Samuel, 
she was sure, never forgot his mother: and how happy she must have 
been as the time came (and the years pass away very quick) when she 
should see her boy, and how good and wise he had grown. This little 
'sermon she spoke with a gentle solemn voice, and dry eyes, until she 
came to the account of their meeting—^then the discourse broke off 
suddenl/, the tender heart overflowed, and taking the boy to her breast, 
she rocked him in her arms, and wept silently over him in a sainted 
agony of tears. 

Her mind being made up, the widow began to take such measures 
as seemed right to her for advancing the end which she proposed. One 
day, Miss Osborne, in Bussell Square. (Amelia had not written the 
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niune or number of the house for ten years—her youth, her early 
story came back to her as she wrote the superscription)—one day 
Miss Osborne got a letter from Amelia, which made her blush very 
mucETin3~lo6k towards her MEct, sitting glooming in his place at the 
other end of the table. 

In simple terms, Amelia told her the reasois which had induced her 
to change her mind respecting her boy. Her father haid met with fresh 
misfortunes which had entirely ruined him. Her own pittance was so 
small that it would barely enable her fo support her parents, and would 
not suffice to give Gleorge the advantages which were his due. Great 
as her sufferings would be at parting with him, she would, by God’s 
help, endure them for the boy’s sake. She knew that those to whom 
he was going, would do all in their pftwer to make hin> happy. She 
described his disposition, silch as she fancied it; quick and impatient 
of control or harshness ; easily to be moved by love and kindness. In 
a postsci-ipt, she stipulated that she should have a written agreement, 
that she should see the child as often as she wisljpd,—she could not 
part with him unto any other terms. 

“ What ? Mrs.rPridc has come down, has she 1 ” old Osborne said, ^ 
when with a tremulous eager voice Miss Osborne read him the letter— 

“ Eeg’lar starved out, hey 1 ha, ha ! I knew she would.” !5e tried to 
keep his dignity, and to read his paper as usual,—^but he could not 
follow it. He chuckled and swore to himself behind the sheet. 

At last he flung it down: and scowling at his daughter, as his wont 
was, went out of the room into his study adjoining, from whence he 
presently returned with a key. He flung ii to Miss Osborne. • 

“ Get the room over mine—^his room that was—ready,” he said. ^, 
“ Yes, sir,” his daughter replied in a tremble! It was George’s room. " 
It had not been opened for more than ten yeara. Some of his clothes, 
papers, handkerchiefs, whips and caps, fishing-rods and sporting gear, 
were still there. An army lisfof 1814, with his name written on the 
cover; a little dictionary ho was wont to use in writing; and the 
Bible his mother had given him, were on the mantel-piece; with a pair 
of spurs, and a dried inkstand covered with the dust of ten years. Ah! 
since that ink was wet, what days and people had passed away! The 
writing-book still on the table, was blotted with his hand. 

Miss Osborne was much affected when she first entered this room 
with the servants under her. She sank quite pale on the little bed.^ 
“ Tills is blessed news, mam—^indeed, mam,” the housekeeper said ; 

“ and the good old times is returning, mam. The dear little^feller, to 
be sure, mam ; how happy he will be ! But some folks in May Fair, 
mam, will owe him a grudge, mam; ” and she clicked back the bolt 
which held the window-sash, and let the air into the chamber. ^ 

“ You had better send that woman some money,” Mr. Osborne said,'^ 
before he went out. “She sha’n’t want for nothing. Send her a 
hundred pound.” 

“ Afi3 I’ll go and see her to-morrow 1 ” Miss Osbonie asked. 
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“That’s your look out. She don’t come in here, mind. No, by-- 
not for all the money in LOndon. But she mustn’t want now. Bo 
look out, and get things right.’’ With which brief speeches Mr. 
Osborne took leave of his daughter, and went on his accustomed way 
into the City. . 

“Here, papa, is some money,” Amelia said that night, kissing the 
old man, her father, and putting a bill for a hundred pounds into his 
hands. “And—and, mamma, don’t be harsh with Georgy. He—^he is 
not going to stop with us long. She could say nothing more, and 
walked away silently to her room. Let us close it upon her prayers 
and her sorrow. I think we had best speak little about so much love 
and grief. , 

Miss Osboriie came the next daj^ according to the promise contained 
in her note, and saw Amelia. The meeting between them was friendly 
A look and a few words from Miss Osborne showed ,the poor widow 
that, with regard to this woman at least, there need be no fear le.st she 
should take the first place in her son’s affection. She was cold, sensible, 
not unkind. The mother had not been so well»p!^fiaed, perhaps, had 
the rival been better-looking, younger, more affectionate, warmer- 
hearted. Miss Osborne, on the other hand, thought of old times and 
memories,-and could not but be touched with the poor mother’s pitiful 
situation. She was conquered, and laying down her arms, as it were, 
she humbly submitted. That day they arranged together, the preli¬ 
minaries of the treaty of capitulation. 

George was kept from school the next day, and saw his aunt. Amelia 
left them alone together, and went to her room. She was trying the 
separation ;—as that poor gentle Liidy Jane Grey felt the edge bf'lhe 
axo 'that was to come down and sever her slender life. Days were 
passed in parleys, visits, preparations. The widow broke the matter to 
Georgy with great caution ; she looked to see him very much affected 
by the intelligence. He was rather elated than otherwise, and the poor 
\s<viroman turned sadly away. Ho bragged about the news that day to 
the boys at school; told them how he w.is going to live with his 
grandpapa, his father’s father, not the one “who comes here sometimes ; 
and that he would be very rich, and have a carriage, .and a pony, and 
go to a much finer school, and when he was rich he would buy Leader’s 
pencil-case, and pay the tart-woman. The boy was the image of his 
tiather, as his fond mother thought. 

Indeed I have no heart, on account of our dear Amelia’s sake, to go 
through /.he stoiy of George’s last days at home. 

At last the day came, the carriage drove up, the little humble packets 
containing tokens of love and remembrance were ready and disposed 
in the hail long since—George was in his new suit, for which the tailor 
had come previously to measure him. He had sprung up with the sun 
Mid put on the new clothes ; his mother hearing him from the room 
close by, in which she had been lying, in speechless grief and watching 
ways before she had been making preparations for the end ; purchasing 
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• little stores for the boy’s use ; marking Ms books and linen; talking 
■with him and preparing him for the change—fondly fancying that he 
needed preparation. 

So that he had change, -what eared he ? He was longing for it. By 
a thousand eager declarations as to what he ^yould do, when he went to 
live with his grandfather, he had shown the poor wid^w how little the 
idea of parting had cast him down. “ He would come and see his| 
mamma often on the pony,” he said :*“he would come and fetch h.er inj 
the carriage; they would drive in the Park, and she should have '■ 
everything she wanted.” The poor mother w;is fain to content herseif 
with these selfish demonstrations of attachment, and tried to convince 
herself how sincerely her son lovec^ her. He must love her. All 
children were so: a little apxious for novelty, and—no, not selfish, but ''' 
se lf-wil led. Her child must have his enjoyments and'ambitibh In the 
world. She herself, by her own selfishness and imprudent love for him, 
had denied him his just rights and pleasures hitherto. 

I know few things more affecting than that timofous debasement and 
self-humiliation siya'Voman. How she owns that it is she and not tha^ 
man who is guilty: how she takes all the faults on her aide: how she 
courts in a manner punishment for the wrongs which she has not ' 
committed, and jiersists in shielding the real culprit 1 It is those who 
injure women who get the most kindness from them—they are bom 
timid and tyrants, and maltreat those who are humblest before them. 

So poor Amelia had been getting ready in silent misery for her son’s 
departure, and had passed many and many a long solitary, Jfour in 
making preparations for the end. George stood by his mother, watching 
her arrangements without the least concern. • Tears had fallen into his 
boxes ; passages had been scored in his favourite books ; old toys, relics, 
tre.asures had been hoarded away for him, and packed with strange 
neatness and care,—and of all these things the boy took no note. The 
child goes away smiling as the mother breaks her heart. By heavens 
it is pitiful, the bootless love of women for children in Vanity Fair. 

A few days arc passed : and the great event of Amelia’s life is con- 
summated. No angel has interve ned. The child is sacrificed and' 
offered up to fate ; and the widow is quite alone. 

The boy comes to see her often, to be sure. He rides on a pony 
with the coachman behind him, to the delight of his old grandfather, 
Sedlej', who walks proudly down the lane by his side. She sees him,* 
but he is not her boy any more. Why, he rides to see the boys at the 
little school, too, and to show off before them his new wfolth and 
splendour. In two days he has adopted a sligM imperious air and 
patronising manner. He was bom to command, his mother thinks, as 
his father was before him. 

It is fine weather now. Of evenings on the days when he does not 
come, she takes a long walk into London—yes, as far as Bussell Square, 
and I’ests on the stone by the railing of the garden opposite Mr. Osborne’s 
house. It is so pleasant and cool. She can look up and see the 
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drawing-room windows illuminated, and, at about nine o’clock, tbe 
chamber in the upper stor/ where Georgy sleeps. She knows—He 
has told her. She prays there as the light goes out, prays with an 
humble humble heart, and walks home shrinking and silent. She is 
very tired when she comes home. Perhaps she will sleep the better 
for that long weary walk j and she may dream abojit G eorg y. 

One Sunday sfie happened to be Walking in Husself Square, at some 
dis^nce from Mr. Osborne’s house (she could see it from a distance 
though) when all the bells of S^bath were ringing, and George and 
his aunt cajne out to go to church; a little sweep asked for charity, 
and the footman, who carried the books, tried to drive him away ; but 
i Georgy stopped and gave him money. May God’s blessing be on the 
boy ! Emmy‘ran round the square, and coming up to the sweep, gave 
him her mite too. All the bells of Sabbath were ringing, and she 
followed them until she came to the Foundling Church,.into which she 
went. There she sat in a place whence she could see the head of the 
boy under his father’s tombstone. Many hundred fresh children’s 
voices rose up there and sang hymns to the Fath»’ Beneficent; and 
little George’s soul thrilled with delight at the burst of glorious 
psaimody. His mother could not see him for awhile, through the mist 
that'dimmed her eyes. 


OHAPTEBLI.** 

IK WHICH A CHAKADE IS ACTED WHICH MAT OE MAT KOT PUZZLE 
THE EEADEE. 

After Becky’s appearance at my Lord Steync’s private and select 
parties the claims of that estimable woman as regards fashion, were 
settled ; and some of the very greatest and tallest doors in the metro¬ 
polis were speedily opened to her—doors so great and tall that the 
beloved reader and writer hereof may hope in vain to enter at them. 
Dear brethren, let us tremble before those august portals. I fimey 
them guarded by grooms of the chamber with flam ing silver forks with 
which they prong all those who have not the right of the erUrie. They 
»‘E!ay the honest newspaper-fellow who sits in the hall and takes down 
the names of the great ones who are admitted to the feasts, dies after a 
little time. He can’t survive the glare of fashion long. It scorches 
him up, as the presence of Jupiter in full dress wasted that poor 
imprudent Semele^a giddy moth of a creature who ruined herself by 
venturing out of her natural atmosphere. Her myth ought to be 
taken to heart amongst the Tybumians, the Belgravians,—^her stojy, 
and perhaps Becky’s too. Ah, ladies!—ask the Eeverend Mr. Thurifer 
if Belgravia is not a sounding brass, and Tybumia a tinkling cymbak 
These are vanities. Even these will pass away. And some day or 
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other (but it will be after our time, thank goodneas,) Hyde Park 
Gardens will be no better known thauithe celebrated horticultural 
outskirts of Babylon; and Belgrave Square will be as desolate as 
Baker Street, or Tadmor in the wilderness. 

Ladies, are you aware that the Great Pitt lived in Baker Street 1 
What would not your grandmothers have ^ven to be asked to Lady 
Hester’s parties in that now decayed mansion 1 •! have dined in 

it —mot qui vans parle. I peopled the chamber with ghosts of the 
mighty dead. As we sate soberly (linking claret there with men of 
to-day, the spirits of the departed came in and took their places round 
the darksome board. The pilot who weathered the storm tossed off 
great bumpers of spiritual port: the shade of Dundas did not leave the 
ghost of a heeltap.—^Addington sate bowing and smirking in a ghastly 
manner, and would not be’behindhand when the noiseless bottle went 
round; Scott, from under bushy eyebrows winked at the apparition 
of a beeswing; Wilberforce’s eyes went up to the ceiling, so that he did 
not seem to know how his glass went up full to Jjis mouth and came 
down empty;—^np tp the ceiling which was above us only yesterday, 
and which the great of the last days have all looked at. They let the 
house as a furnished lodging now. Yes, Lady Hester once lived in 
B.akcr Street, and lies asleep in the wilderness. Eothen saw her there 
—not in Baker Street: but in the other solitude. 

It is all vanity to be sure : but who will not own to liking a little of 
it ? I should like to know what well-constituted mind, merely because 
it is transitory, dislikes roiist-beef ? That is a vanity ; but nmy every 
man who reads thi.s, have a wholesome portion of it through me, I beg: 
ay, though my readers were five hundred thousand. Sit down, gentle¬ 
men, and fall to, with a good hearty appetite; the fat, the lean, the 
gravy, the horse-radish as you like it—don’t spare it. Another glass of 
wine, Jones, my boy—a little bit of the Sunday side. Yes, Ictjus eat 
o ur fi ll of the vain thing, and be thankful therefor. And let us make 
the best of Becky’s aristocratic pleasures likewise—for these too, like 
all other mortal delights, were but transitory. 

The upshot of her visit to Lord Steyne was, that his Highness the 
Prince of Peterwaradin took occasion to renew his acquaintance with 
Colonel, Crawley, when they met on the next day at the club, and to 
compliment Mrs. Crawley in the Eing of Hyde Park with a profoun.^ 
salute of the hat. She and her husband were invited immediately to 
one of the Prince’s small parties at Levant House, then occupied by his 
highness during the temporary absence from England of its noble pro¬ 
prietor. She sang after dinner to a very little comit6. The Marquis of 
Steyne was present, paternally superintending the progress of his pupil. 

At Levant House Becky met ono of the finest gentlemen and greatest' 
ministej-s that Europe has produced—t^Duc do.la. Jabfi.ti4re» then 
ambassador from the Moat Christum Kinj,“and subsequently minister 
to that monarch. I declare I swell with pride as these august names 
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are transcribed by my pen ; and I think in what brilliant company my 
,dear Becky is moving. Sho became a cons^t guest at the French 
embassy, where no party was considered to be complete withouF the 
presence of the charming Mada me !^vdnnn Oyav lev. 

Messieurs de Truffigny (of the Pdrigord family) and Champignac, 
both attachds of the embalsy, wero straightway smitton by tlie chiirms 
of the fair Colonel’s wife: and both declared, according to the wont of 
their nation, (for who ever yet met a Frenchman, come out of Fngiand, 
that has not left half a dozen fanfilies miserable, and brought away as 
many liearts in liis pocket-book ?) both, I say, declared that they were 
aw mieuix with the charming Madame Eavdonn. 

But I doubt the correctness of the assertion. Champignac w.as very 
fond of deartdj and made many parties with the Colonel of evenings, 
while Becky wa^ singing to Lord Steyne in the other room ; and as for 
Truffigny, it is a well-known fact that he dared not go to the Travellers’, 
where he owed money to the waiters, and if he had not had the 
embassy as a dining-place, the worthy young gentleman must have 
starved. I doubt, I say, that Becky would have s^eqjed cither of these 
young men as a person on whom she would bestow her special regard. 
They ran of her messages, jiurchased her gloves and flowers, went in 
debt for opera-boxes for her, and made themselves amiable in a 
thousand ways. And they talked English with adorable' simplicity, 
and to the constant amusement of Becky and my Lord Steyne. She 
would mimic one or other to his face, and compliment him on his 
advance in the English language with a gravity which never failed to 
tickle the'Marquis, her sardwiic old patron. Truffigny gave Briggs a 
shawl by way of winning over Becky’s confidante, and asked her to 
take charge of a letter wliich the simple spinster handed over in public 
to the person to whom it was addressed; and the composition of which 
amused everybody who read it greatly. Lord Steyne read it: every¬ 
body, but honest Bawdon; to whom it was not necessary to tell 
everything that passed in the little house in May Fair. 

Here, before long, Becky received not only “ the best ” foreigners (as 
the phrase is in our noble and admirable society sl.-ing), but some of the 
best English peoiflo too. I don’t mean the most virtuoirs, or indeed 
the le.Tst virtuous, or the cleverest, or the stupidest, or the richest, or 
the best born, but “ the best,”—in a word, people about whom there is 
TJo question—such as the great Lady Fitz-Willis, that Patron Saint oT 
Almack’s, the great Lady Slowlmre, the great Lady Grizzel Macbeth, 
(she was ^ady U. Glowry, daughter of Lord Grey of Glowry,) and the 
like. When the Countess of Fite-W ill is (lier ladyship is of the King- 
street family, see Debrett afid Burke,) takes up a person, he or she is 
safe. There is no question about them any more. Not that my Ijady 
Fitz-Willis is any better than anybody else, being, on the contrary, a 
faded person, fifty-seven years of age, and neither handsome, nor 
v/ealthy, nor entertaining; but it is agreed on all sides that she is of 
the “ best people.” Those who go to her are of the best: and from an 
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old grudge probably to Lady Steyne (for whose coronet her ladyship, 
then the 3 ’outhful Georgina Frederica, daughter of the Prince of 
Wales’s favourite, the Earl of Portansherfy, had once tried), this great 
and famous leader of the fashion chose to acknowledge Mrs. Eawdon ' 
Crawley: made her a most marked curtsey at the assembly over which 
she presided: and not only encouraged her son, St. Kitts (his lordship 
got his place through Lord Steyne’sintere 8 t),*to frequent Mrs. Crawley’s 
house, but asked,Jler to her own mansion, and apoke to her twice in the 
most public and condescending manner during dinner. The important 
fact was known all over London that night. People who had been 
crying fie about Mrs. Crawley, were silent. Wenham, (he wit and 
lawyer. Lord Steyne’s right-hand man, went about everywhere praising 
her; some who had hesitated, came fqnward at once and welcomed her, 
little Tom Toady, who had.wamcd Southdoavn about vfsiting such an 
abandoned woman, now besought to be introduced to her. In, a word, 
she was admitted to be among the “ best ” people. Ah, my beloved 
readers and brethren, do not envy poor Becky prematurely—^glory like 
tliis is said to bo fugitive. It is currently I’epoited that even in the 
very inmost cincles,* they are no happier than the poor wanderers 
outside tlio zone ; and Becky, who peneti'ated into the very centre of v 
fashion, and s.aw the great George IV. face to face, has owned since 
that there too was Vanity. 

We must be brief in descanting upon this part of her career. As I 
cannot describe the mysteries of freemasonry, although I have a shrewd 
idea that it is a humbug; so an uninitiated man cannot take upon 
himself to pourtray the great world accuratel}', and had besyteep his 
opmions to himself whatever they are. * 

Becky has often spoken in subsequent ycaas of this season of her life, 
when she moved among the very greatest circles of the London fashion, 
Her success excited, elated, and then bored her. At first no occupation 
was more pleasant than to invent and procure (the latter a work of no 
small trouble and ingenuity, by the way, in a person of Mrs. Eawdon 
Crawley’s very narrow means)—to procure, we say, the prettiest now 
dresses and omame^ ; to drive to fine dinner parties, where she was 
welcomed by great people; and from the fine dinner parties to fine 
assemblies, whither the same people came with whom she had been 
dining, whom she had met the night before, and would see on the 
morrow—^the young men faultlessly appointed, handsomely cravatted, 
with the neatest glossy boots and white gloves—the elders portly,' 
brass-buttoned, noble-looking, polite, and prosy—^the young ladies 
blonde, timid, and in pink—the mothers grand, beautiful, sumptuous, 
solemn, and in diamonds. They talked in English, not in bad French, 
as they do in the novels. They talked about each others’ houses, and 
characters, and families: just as the Joneses do about the Smiths. 
Becky’s former acquaintances hated and envied her: the poor woman 
herself was yawning in spirit. “I wish I were out of it,” she said to 
herself. “I would rather be a parson’s wife, and teach a Sunday 
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School than this; or a sergeant’s lady and ride in the regimental 
■waggon; or, 0 how much ggyer it would be to wear spangles and 
trowsers, and dance before a booth at a feir.” 

“ You would do it very well,” said Lord Steyne, laughing. She used 
to tell the great man her ennuis and perplexities in her artless way— 
they amused him. (i 

“ Rawdon would make a very good Ecnyer—Master of the Ceremonies 
—what do you call him—the man in the large boots and the uniform, 
who goes round the ring crackin| the whip 1 He is large, heavy, and 
of a military figure. I recollect,” Becky continued, pensively, “ my 
father took -me to see a show at ^ookgreen Fair when I was a child ; 
and when we came home I made myself a pair of stilts, and danced in 
the studio to the wonder of all fh« pupils.” 

“ I should have liked to see it,” said Lord'Steyne. 

“I should like' to do it now,” Becky continued. “ How Lady Blinkey 
would open her eyes, and Lady Grizzel Macbeth would Stare! Hush I 
silence! there is Pasta beginning to sing.” Becky always made a point 
of being conspicuously polite to the professional Hdies and gentlemen 
who attended at these aristocratic parties—of foltowiJi|V them into the 
comers where they sate in silence, and shaking hands with them, and' 
smiling in the view of all persons. She was an artist herself, as she 
said very truly: there was a frankness and humility in the manner in 
wliich she acknowledged her origin, which provoked, or disarmed, or 
amused lookers-on, as the case might be. “ How cool that woman is,” 
said one; “ wh.at airs of independence she assumes, where she ought to 
sit still ^d be thankful if anybody speaks to her.” “ What an honest 
and good-natured soul she is,” said another. “ What an artful little 
. minx,” said a third. Tliejf were all right very likely; but Becky went 
I her own way, and so fascinated bUe professional personages, that they 
: would leave off their sore throats in order to sing at her parties, and 
I give her lessons for nothing. 

Yes, she g.ave parties in the little house in Curzon Street. Many 
scores of carriages, with blazing lamps, blocked up the street, to the 
disgust of No. 100, who could not rest for the thunder of the knocking, 
and of 102, who could not sleep for envy. The gigantic footmen who 
' accompanied the vehicles were too big to be contained in Becky’s little 
hall, and wei-e billeted off in the neighbouring public-houses, whence, 
^•hen they were wanted, call-boys summoned them from their beer. 
Scores of the great dandies of London squeezed and trod on each other 
on the little stairs, laughing to find themselves there ; and many spot¬ 
less and severe ladies of ton were seated in the little drawing-room, 
listening to the professional singers, -who were singing according to 
their wont, and as if they wished to blow the windows down. And the 
day after, there appeared among tlie fashionable reunions in the 
“Morning Post,” a paragraph to the following effect:— 

“ Yesterday, Colonel and Mrs. Crawley entertained a select party at 
dinner, at their house in May Fair. Their Excellencies the Prince and 
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Princess of Peterwaradin, H. E. Papoosh Pasha, the Turkish Ambas* 
sador (attended by Kibob Bey, dragomamof the mission), the Marquess 
of Steyne, Earl of Southdown, Mr. Pitt and Lady Jane Crawley, Mr. 
Wagg, &e. After dinner, Mrs. Crawley had an assembly, which was 
attended by the Duchess (Dowager) of Stilton, Due de la Gruyfire, 
Marchioness of Cheshire, Marchese Aleasa|idro Strachino, Comte de 
Brie, Baron Schapzuger, Chevalier Tosti, Countess 6f Slingstone, and 
Lady F. Macadam, Major-General and Lady G. Macbeth, and (2) Miss 
Macbeths, Viscount Paddington, Sir fiorace Fogey, Hon. Sands Bedwin, 
Bobbachy Bahawder,” and an &c. which the reader may £dl at his 
pleasure through a dozen close lines of small type. 

And in her commerce with the great our dear friend showed the same 
fi ankness which distinguished her trahsactions with the iowlyin station. 
On one occasion, when out'at a very fine house, Bebe^ca was (perhaps 
rather ostentatiously) holding a conversation in the French language 
with a celebrated tenor singer of that nation, while the Lady Grizzel 
Macbeth looked over her shoulder scowling at thapair. 

“ How very we)l you speak French,” Lady Grizzel said, who herself 
spoke the tongue in an Edinburgh accent most remarkable to hear. 

“ I ought to know it,” Becky modestly said, casting down her eyes. 
“I taught it in a school, and my mother was a Frenchwoman.” 

Lady Grizzel was won by her humility, and was mollified towards 
tho little woman. She deplored the fatal levelling tendencies of the age, 
which admitted persons of all classes into the society of their superiors; 
but her ladyship owned, that this one at least was well-beh^ed, and 
never forgot her place in life. She was a very good womaif: good to 
the poor: stupid, blameless, unsuspicious.—It is not her ladyship’s 
fault that she fancies herself better than you and me. The skii-ts of her 
ancestors’ garments have been kissed for centuries : it is a thousand 
years, they say, since the tartans of the head of the family were embx-aced 
by the defunct Duncan’s lords and councillors, when the great ancestor 
of the House became King of Scotland. 

Lady Steyne, after the music scene, succumbed before Becky, and 
perhaps was not disinclined to her. The younger ladies of the House 
of Gaunt were also compelled into submission. Once or twice they jjet ^ 
people at hex-, but they failed. ’Ihe brilliant Lady Stunuington trieii a ) 
passage of arms with her, but was routed with great slaughter by the 
intrepid little Becky. When attacked sometimes, Becky had a knack 
of adopting a denxux-e ingenue air, under which she was most dangerous. 
She said the wickedest things with the most simple unaffectgd air when 
in this mood, and would take care artlessly to apologise for her blunders, 
so that all the wox’ld should know that she had made them. 

Mr. \yagg, the celebrated wit, and a led captain and trencher-man 
of my Lord Steyne, was caused by the ladies to charge her; and tho 
worthy fellow, leex'ing at his patronesses, and giving thexu a wink, as 
much as to say, “Now look out for sport,” one evening began an assault 
upon Becky, who was unsuspiriously eating her dinner. The little 
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■woman, attacked on a sudden, but never without arms, lighted up in an 
instant, parried and reposted rwith a home-thrust, which made Wagg’s 
face tingle with shame; then she returned to her soup with the most 
perfect calm and a quiet smile on her face. Wagg’s great patron, who 
gave him dinners and lent him a little money sometimes, and whose 
election, newspaper, and o^her jobs Wagg did, gave the luckless fellow 
such a sav.age glance with the eyes as almost made him sink under the 
table, and bui-st into tears.' Ho looked piteously at my lord, who never 
spoke to him during dinner, and at the ladies, who disowned him. At 
last Becky herself took compassion upon him, and tried to engage him 
in t.ilk. He •was not asked to dinner again for six weeks ; and Kche, 
my lord’s confidential man, to whom Wagg naturally paid a good deai 
of court, was instructed to tell h\i« that if he ever dared to say a rude 
tiling to Mrs. Crawley again, or make her tlfe butt of his stupid jokes, 
. Milor would put every one of his notes of hand into his lawyer’s hands, 
and sell him up without mercy. Wagg wept before Fichejand implored 
his dear friend to intercede for him. He wrote a poem in favour of 
Mrs. E. C., which appeared in the very next numjier of the “ Harum- 
scarum Magazine,” which he conducted. He implored her good-will at 
parties where ho met her. He cringed and coaxed Eawdon at the 
club. He was allowed to come back to Gaunt House after a while. 


Becky was always good to him, always amused, never angry. 

His lordship’s -vizier and chief confidential servant (with a seat in 
Parliament and at the dinner-table), Mr. Wenhani, was much more 
prudent an his behaviour and opinions than Mr. Wagg. However much 
he mightSje disposed to hato,all parvenues (Mr. Wenham himself was 
a staunch old True Blue Tory, and his father a small coal-merchant in 
the north of England), this aide-de-camp of the Marquis never showed 
any sort of hostility to the new favourite ; but pursued her with stealthy 
kindnesses, and a sly .and deferential politeness, which somehow made 
Becky more uneasy than other people’s overt hostilities. 

How the Crawleys got the money which was spent upon the enter¬ 
tainments with which they treated the polite world, was a mystery 
which gave rise to some conversation at the time, and probably added 
zest to these little festivities. Some persons averred that Sir Pitt 
1 Crawley g.ave his brother a handsome allowance : if ho did, Becky’s 
(power over the baronet must have been extraordinary indeed, and his 
^ character greatly changed in his advanced age. Other parties hinted 
•“that it was Becky’s habit to levy contributions on all her husband’s 
friends: going to this one in tears with an account that there was an 
execution in the house ; falling on her knees to that one, and declaring 
th.at the whole family must go to gaol or commit snicido unless such, 
and such a bill could be paid. Lord Southdown, it was said, had been 
induced to give many hundreds through these pathetic representations. 
Young Feltham, of the —th Dragoons (and son of the firm of TUer 
and Feltham, hatters and army accoutrement-makers), and whom the 
Crawleys introduced into fashionable life, was also cited as one of 
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Becky’s victims in the pecuniary way. People declared that she got 
money from various simply disposed perrons, under pretence of getting 
them confidential appointments imder government. Who knows what 
stories were or were not told of our dear and innocent friend ? 
Certain it is, that if she had, had all the money which she was said to 
have begged or borrowed or stolen, she migl^ have capitalised and been 
honest for life, whereas,—^but this is advancing mattL*rs. 

The truth is that by economy and good management—^by a sparing 
use of ready money and by payWg scarcely anybody,—people can 
manage, for a time at least, to make a great sliow with very little 
means: and it is our belief that Becky’s much talked-of parties, which 
were not, after all was said, very numerous, cost this lady very little more 
than the wax candles which lighted the walls. Stillbrook and Queen’s 
Crawley supplied her with'game and fruit in abundance. Loi'd Steyne's 
cellars were at her disposal, and that excellent nobleman’s famous 
cooks presided over her little kitchen, or sent by my lord’s order the 
rarest delicacies from their own. I protest it is quite shameful in the 
world to abuse a.siivple creature, as people of her time abused Becky, 
and I warn the*public against believing one-tenth of the stories against 
her. If every person is to bo banished from society who runs into 
debt and cannot pay—^if we are to be peering into evoiybody’s private 
life, speculating upon their income, and cutting tliem if wo don’t 
approve of their expenditure—why, what a howling wilderness and 
intolerable dwelling Vanity I’air would be. Every man’s hand would 
be against his fieiglibour in this case, my dear sir, and the benefits of 
civilisation would be done away with. * We should be qtmrrelling, 
abusing, avoiding one another. Our houses would become caverns: 
and we should go in rags because we cared for nobody. Bents would 
go down. Parties wouldn’t be given any more. All the tradesmen of 
the town would be bankrupt. Wine, wax-lights, comestibles, rouge, 
crinoline-petticoats, diamonds, wigs, Louis-Quatorzo-gimcracks, and 
old china, park hacks and splendid high-stepping carriage horses—^all 
the delights of life, I say,—would go to the douce, if people did but 
act upon their silly principles, and avoid those whom they dislike and 
abuse. Whereas, by a little charity and mutual forbearance, things | 
are made to go on pleasantly enough : we may abuse a man as much 
as wo like, and call him the greatest rascal unhung—but do we wish to 
hang him therefore ? No. We shake hands when we meet. If his 
cook is good we forgive him, and go and dine with him; and we expect 
he will do the same by us. Thus trade flourishes—civilisation advances; 
peace is kept; new dresses are wanted for new assemblies every week', 
and the last year’s vintage of Lafitte will remunerate the honest 
proprietor who reared it. 

At the time whereof we are writing, though the Great George was 
on the throne and ladies wore giffots and large combs like tortoise-shell 
shovels in their hair, instead of the simple sleeves and lovely wreaths 
which are actually in fashion, the manners of the very polite world 
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were not, I take it, essentially different from those of the present day; 
and their amusements pretty flimilar. To us, from outside gazing over 
the policemen’s shoulders at the bewildering beauties as they pass 
into Court or ball, they may seem beings of unearthly splendour, and 
in the enjoyment of an exquisite happiness by us unattainable. It 
is to console some of these- dissatisfied beings, that wo are narrating 
our dear Becky’s struggles, and triumphs, and disappointments, of 
all of which, indeed, as is the case with all persons of merit, she had 
her share. '■ 

At this time the amiable amusement of acting charades had come 
among us frdm Fnince ; and was considerably in vogue in this country, 
' enabling the many ladies amongst us who had beauty to display their 
charms, and the fewer number wlfo had cleverness, to exhibit their wit. 
My Lord Steyne was incited by Becky, wh6 perhaps believed herself 
endowed with both the above qualifications, to give an entertainment at 
Gaunt House, which should include some of these little dramas—and 
we must take leave to introduce the reader to this brilliant reunion, 
and with a melancholy welcome too, for it will be among the very last 
of the fashionable entertainments to which it will be our fortune to 
conduct him. 

A portion of that spendid room, the picture-gallery of Gaunt House, 
was arranged as the charade theatre. It had been so used when 
George III. was king; and a picture of the Marquis of Gaunt is still 
extant, with his hair in powder and a pink ribbon, in a Boman shape, 
as it waa called, enacting the part of Cato in Mr. Addison’s tragedy of 
that narab; performed before their Royal Highnesses the Prince of 
Wales, the Bishop of Osnaburgh, and Prince William Henry, then 
children like the actor. One or two of the old properties were drawn 
out of the garrets, where they had lain ever since, and furbished up 
anew for the present festivities. 

Young Bedwin Sands, then an elegant dandy and Eastern traveller, 
was manager of the revels. An Eastern traveller was somebody in 
those days, and the adventurous Bedwin, who had published his quarto, 
and passed some months under the tenfs in the desert, was a personage 
of no small importance.—In his volume there were several pictures of 
r Sands in various oriental costumes; and he travelled about with a black 
'attendant of most unprepossessing appearance, just like another Brian 
do Bois Guilbert. Bedwin, his costumes, and black man, were hailed 
'" at Gaunt House as very valuable acquisitions. 

He led qff the first charade. A Turkish ofliccr with an immense 
plume of feathers (the Janizzaries were supposed to be still in existence, 
and the tarboosh had not as yet displaced the ancient and majestic head¬ 
dress of the tine believers) was seen couched on a divan, and making 
believe to puff at a narghile, in which, however, for the sake of the 
ladies, only a fragrant pastille was allowed to smoke. The Turkish 
dignitary yawns and expresses signs of weariness and idleness. He 
claps his hands and Mesrour the Xnbian appears, with bare anns, 
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bangles, and yataghans, every eastern ornament—^gauiit, tall, and 
hideons. He makes a salaam before mytlord the Aga. 

A thrill of terror and delight runs through the assembly. The ladies 
whisper to one another. The black slave was given to Sands Bedwin 
by an Egyptian Pasha in exchange for three dozen of Maraschino. He 
has sown up ever so many odalisques in sac^s and tilted them into- the 
Nile. 

“ Bid the slave-merchant enter,” says the Turkish voluptuary, with a 
wave of his hand. Mesrour conduct! the slave-merchant into my lord’s 
presence : he brings a veiled female with him. He removes her veiL 
A thrill of applause bursts through the house. It is Mrs’. Winkworth 
(she was a Miss Absolom), with the beautiful eyes and hair. She is in 
a gorgeous oriental costume ; the bihck braided locks are twined with 
innumerable jewels; her dress is covei’ed over with gqld piastres. The 
odious Mahoipetan expresses himself charmed by her beaiit^ She falls 
down on her knees, and entreats him to restore her to the mountains 
where she was bom, and where her Circassian lover is still deploring 
the absence of his ^uleikah. No entreaties will move the obdurate 
Hassan. He laughs at the notion of the Circassian bridegroom. 
Zuleikah covers her face with her hands, and drops down in an attitude 
of the most beautiful despair. There seems to be no hope for her, when 
—^when the Kislar Aga appears. 

The Kislar Aga brings a letter from the Sultan. Hassan receives 
and places on his head the dread fii^an. A ghastly terror seizes him, 
while on the negro’s face (it is Mesrour again in another ^ostume) 
appears a ghastly joy. “ Mercy! mercy!»” cries the Pasha wh’de the 
^slar Aga, grinning horribly, pulls out —a \(m-string. 

The curtain draws just as he is going to use that awful weapon. 
Hassan from within bawls out, “First two syllables”—and Mrs. 
Eawdon Crawley, who is going to act in the charade, comes forward 
and compliments Mrs. Winkworth on the admirable taste and beauty 
of her costume. 

The second part of the charade takes place. It is still an eastern 
scene. Hassan, in another dress, is in an attitude by Zuleikah, who is 
perfectly reconciled to him. The Kislar Aga has become a peaceful 
black slave, It is sunrise on the desert, and the Turks turn their 
heads eastward and bow to the sand. As there are no dromedai-ies at 
hand, the band facetiously plays the “ The Camels .are coming.” An 
enormous Egyptian head figures in the scene. It is a musical one,— 
and, to the surprise of the oriental travellers, sings a (ymic song, 
composed by Mr. Wagg. The eastern voyagers go off dancing, like 
Papageno and the Moorish King, in the Magic Flute. “Last two 
syllables ” roars the head. 

The last act opens. It is a Grecian tent this time. A tall and 
stalwart man reposes on a couch there. Above him Ii.ang his helmet 
and shield. There is no need for them now. Ilium is down. Iphigenia, 
is slain. Cassandra is a prisoner in his outer halls. The king of men 
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(it is Colonel Crawley, who, indeed, has no notion about the sack of 
Tlinm or the conquest of CasSandra), the anax andrOn is asleep in his 
chamber at Argos. A lamp casts the broad shadow of the sleeping 
warrior flickering on the wall—the sword and shield of Troy glitter 
in its light. The band plays the awful music of Don Juan, before the 
statue enters. ' 

.^Egisthiis steals in pale and on tiptoe. What is that ghastly face 
looking oat balefully after him frpm behind the arras ? He raises his 
dagger to strike the sleeper, who turns in his bed, and opens his broad 
chest as if for the blow. He cannot strike the noble slumbering chief¬ 
tain. Clytemnestra glides swiftly into the room like an apparition—^her 
arms are bare and white,—her tj,wny hair floats down her shoulders,— 
her face is deadly pale,—and her eyes are lighted up with a smile so 
ghastly, that people quake as they look at her. 

A tremor ran through the room. “ Good God! ” somebody said, 
“ it’s Mrs. Eawdon Crawley.” 

Scornfully she snatches the dagger out of uSigisthus’s hand, and 
advances to the bed. You see it shining over heriead in the glimmer 
of the lamp, and—and the lamp goes out, with a groan, and all is dark. 

The darkness and the scene frightened people. Rebecca performed 
the part so well, and with such ghastly truth, that the spectators were 
all dumb, until, with a burst, all the lamps of the hall blazed oxit again, 
when everybody began to shout applause. “ Br.ava ! brava ! ” old 
Steyne’s strident voice was heard roaring over all the rest. “ By —, 
she’d dcK^it too,” he said between his teeth. The performers were 
called by the whole house, Which sounded with cries of “ Manager! 
Clytemnestra!” AGAMl^NON could not bo got to show in his 
classical tunic, but stood in the back ground with ASgisthus and others 
of the performers of the little play. Mr. Bedwin Sands led on Zuleikah 
and Clytemnestra. A great personage insisted upon being presented 
to the charming Clytemnestra. “Heigh hal Run him through the 
body. Marry somebody else, hay ?” was the apposite remark made by 
his Royal Highness. 

“Mrs. Eawdon Crawley was quite killing in the p.art,” said Lord 
, Steyne. Becky Laughed ; gay, .and saucy looking, and swept the 
’ prettiest little curtsey ever seen. 

Servants brought in salvers covered with numerous cool dainties, 
and the performers disappeared, to get ready for the second charade- 
tableau. 

The three syllables cf this charade were to be depicted in pantomime, 
and the performance took place in the following wise:— 

First syllable. Colonel Rawdon Crawley, C.B., with a slouched hat 
and a staff, a great coat, and a lantern borrowed from the stables, passed 
across the sLage bawling out, as if warning the inhabitants of the hour. 
In the lower window are seen two b agme n playing apparently at the 
gante of cribbage, over which they yawn much. To them enters one 
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looking like Boots, (the Honourable G. Eingwood,) which character 
the young gentleman performed to perfection, and divests them of 
their lowering covering; and presently Chambermaid (the Eight 
Honourable Lord Southdown) with two candlesticks, and a warming- 
pan. She ascends to the upper apartment, and warms the bed. She 
uses the warming-pan as a weapon wheyewith she wards off the 
attention of the bagmen. She e.vits. They put on* their night-caps, 
and pull down the blinds. Boots comes out and closes the shutters 
of the ground-floor chamber. You* hear him bolting and chaining 
the door within. All the lights go out. The music plays Dormei, 
dormet, chers Amours. A voice from behind the curtain'says, “First 
syllable.” , 

Second syllable. The lamps are lighted up all of A sudden. The 
music plays the old air from John of Paris, Ah quel,plaidr d'etre en 
voyage. It is ^ho same scene. Between the first and second floors of 
the house represented, you behold a sign on which the Steyne arms are 
painted. All the bells are ringing all over the •house. In the lower 
apartment you |ee a man with a long slip of paper presenting it to 
another, who shakes his fist, thi’eatens and vows that it is monstrous. 

“ Ostler, bring i-ound my gig,” cries another at the door. He chucks 
Chambermaid (the Eight Honourable Lord Southdown) under the 
chin; she seems to deplore his absence, as Calypso did that of that 
other eminent traveller Ulysses. Boots (the Honourable G. Eingwood) 
passes with a wooden box, containing silver flagons, and cries “ Pots” 
with such exquisite humour and naturalness, that the whgle house 
rings with applause, and a bouquet is thrown to him. Crack, crack, 
crack, go the whips. Landlord, chambermaid, waiter rush to the door; 
but just as some distinguished guest is arriving, the curtains close, and 
the invisible theatrical manager cries out “ Second syllable.” 

“ I think it must be ‘ Hotel,’ ” says Captain Grigg of the Life Guards; 
there is a general laugh at the Captain’s cleverness. He is not very far 
from the mark. 

While the third syllable is in preparation, the band begins a nautical 
medley—All in the Downs, Cease Eude Boreas, Eule Britannia, In the 
Bay of Biscay O—some maritime event is about to take place. A bell , 
is heard ringing as the curtain draws aside. “Now, gents., for the 
shore ! ” a voice exclaims. People take leave of each other. They 
point anxiously as if towards the clouds, which are represented by a 
dark curtain, and they nod their heads in fear. Lady Squeams (the 
Eight Honourable Lord Southdown), her lap-dog, her bags, reticules, 
and husband sit down, and cling hold of some ropes. It is evidently 
a ship. 

The Captain (Colonel Crawley, C.B.), with a cocked hat and a 
telescope, comes in^ holding his hat on his head, and looks out; his 
coat-tails fly about as if in the wind. When he leaves ro of h is hat to 
use his telescope, his hat flies off, with immense applause. It is 
blowing fresh. The music rises and whistles louder and louder; the 
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mariners go across the stage staggering, as if the ship ■was in severe 
motion. The Steward (the Honourable G. Kingwood) passes reeling 
by, holding six basins. He puts one rapidly by Lord Squeams—^Lady 
Squeams giving a pinch to her dog, which begins to howl piteously, 
puts her pocket-handkerchief to her face, and rushes away as for the 
cabin. TOie music rises qp to the wildest pitch of stormy excitement, 
and the third syllable is concluded. 

There was a little ballet, Le Eossignol, in which Montessu and Noblet 
used to Ije famous in those days, ahd which Mr. Wagg transferred to the 
English stage as an opera, putting his verse, of which ho was a skilful 
writer, to the pretty airs of the ballet. It was dressed in old French 
costume, and little Lord Southdpwn now appeared admirably attired in 
the disguise of'an old woman hobbling about the stage with a faultless 
crooked stick. , ' 

Trills of melody were heard behind the scenes, and .gurgling from 
a sweet pasteboard cottage covered with roses and trellis work. 
“ PhilomiSle, PhilomSie,” cries the old woman, and Philomdle comes out. 

More applause—it is Mrs. Eawdon Crawley in .powder and patches, 
the most ravissante little Marquise in the world. 

She comes in laughing, humming, and frisks about the stage with all 
the innocence of theatrical youth—she makes a curtsey. Mamma says 
“Why, child, you are always laughing and singing,” and away she goes 
with— 

THE EOSE UPON MY BALCONY. 

The ^se upon my balcony t]>e morning air perfuming. 

Was leafless all the winter time and pining for the spring; 

You ask me why her breath is sweet and why her cheek is blooming, 

It is because the sun is out and birds begin to sing. 

The nightingale, whose melody is through the greenwood ringing. 

Was silent when the boughs were bare and winds were blowing keen ■ 

And if. Mamma, you ask of me the reason of his singing; 

It is because the sun is out and all the leaves are green. 

Thus each performs his part. Mamma, the birds have found their voices, 

The blowing rose a flush. Mamma, her bonny cheek to dye; 

And there’s sunshine in my heart, Mamma, which wakens and rejoices, 

And so I sing and blush. Mamma, and that’s the reason why. 

During the intervals of the stanzas of this ditty, the good-natured 
personage addressed as mamma by the singer, and whose large whiskers 
appeared under her cap, seemed very anxious to exhibit her maternal 
affection by embracing the innocent creature who performed the 
daughter’s part. Every caress was received with loud acclamations 
of laughter by the sympathising audience. At its conclusion (while 
the music was performing a symphony as if ever so many birds were 
warbling) the whole house was unanimous for an encore : and applause 
and bouquets without end were showered upon the nightingale of the 
evening. Lord Steyne’s voice of applause was loudest of all. Becky 
the nightingale, took the flowers which he threw to her, and press^ 
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them to her heai’t -with the air of a consummate comedian. Lord 
Steyne was frantic with delight. His guests’ enthusiasm harmonised 
with his own. Where was the beautiful black-eyed Houri whose 
appearance in the first charade had caused such delight. She was 
twice as handsome as Becky, but the brilliancy of the latter h.ad quite 
eclipsed her. All voices were for her. Stephens, Caradori, Boiizi do 
Begnis, people compared her to one or tlfe other > and agreed with 
good reason, very likely, that had she been an actress none on the stage 
could have surpassed her. She hadweached her culmination : her voice 
rose trilling and bright over the storm of applause : and soared as high 
and joyful as her triumph. There was a ball after the dramatic enter¬ 
tainments, and everybody pressed round Becky as the great point of. 
attraction of the evening. The Eej^l Pei-sonage declared with an 
oath, that she was perfection, and engaged her again and again iii 
conversation. Little Becky’s soul swelled with pride and delight at 
these honours; she saw fortune, fame, fashion before her. Lord Steyne 
was her slave; followed her everywhere, and scarcely spoke to anyone 
in the room beside : and paid her the most marked compliments and 
attention. Shd still appeared in her Marquise costume, and danced a 
minuet with Monsieur de TrufiBgny, Monsieur Le Due de la Jaboti're’s 
attache ; and the Duke, who had all the traditions of the ancient court, 
pronounced that Madame Crawley was worthy to have been a pupil^of 
Vestris, or to have figured at Versailles. Onlya feeling of dignity, the 
gout, and the strongest sense of duty and personal sacrifice, prevented 
his Excellency from dancing with her himself; and he declared in 
public, that a lady who could talk and dance like Mis. Ea frdon, was 
fit to be ambassadress at any court in Europe. He was only consoled 
when ho heard that she was half a Erenchwhman by bWh. “ None but 
a compatriot,” his Excellency declared, “ could have performed that 
majestic dance in such a way.” 

Then she figured in a waltz with Monsieur de Klingenspohr, the 
Prince of Peterwaradin’s cousin and attach^. The delighted Prince, 
having less retenue than his French diplomatic colleague, insisted upon 
taking a turn with the charming creature and twirled round the ball¬ 
room with her, scattering the dhuuond out of his boot-tassels and hussar 
jacket until his highness was fairly out of breath. Papoosh Pasha* 
himself would have liked to dance with her if that simusemcnt had been 
the custom of his country. The company made a circle round her, and 
apjilauded as wildly as if she had been a Noblet or a Taglioni. Every¬ 
body was in ecstasy ; and Becky too, you may be sure. She passed by 
Lady Stunnington with a look of scorn. She patronised'Lady Gaunt 
and her astonished and mortified sister-in-law—she eerwsid all rival 
charmers. As for poor Mrs. Winkworth, and her long hair and great 
eyes, which had made such an effect at the commencement of the 
evening; where wa.s she now ? Nowhere in the race. She might 
tear her long hair and cry her great eyes out; but there was not a 
person to heed or to deplore the discomfiture. 
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, The greatest triumph of all was at supper time. She was placed at 
the gra nd exe lnsive table with his Royal Highness the exalted 
persemage before mentioned, and the rest of the great guests. She 
was served on gold plate. She might have had pearls melted into her 
champagne if she liked—anothe r Clg opatra; and the potentate of 
Peterwaradin would have eiven half the brilliants off his jacket for a 
kind glance from, those dazzling eyes. Jabotidre wrote home about 
her to his government. The ladies at the other tables, who supped off 
mere silver, and marked Lord Skeyne’s constant attention to her, 
vowed it wiis a monstrous infatuation, a gross insult to ladies of rank. 
If sarcasm could have killed, Lady Stumiington would have slain her 
on the spot. 

■ Eawdon Cra-yley was scared "ai these triumphs. They seemed to 
separate his wife farther than ever from him somehow. He thonglit 
with a feeling vei'y like pain how immeasurably she was his superior. 

When the hour of departure came, a crowd of young •men followed 
her to her carriage, for which the people without bawled, the cry being 
caught up by the link-men who were stationed Outside the tall gates of 
Gaunt House, congratulating each person who issued friftn the gate and 
hoping his Lordsliip had enjoyed this noble party. 

Mrs. Rawdon Crawley’s carriage, coming up to the gate after due 
shouting, rattled into the illuminated court-yard, and drove up to the 
covered way. Eawdon put his wife into the can-iage, which drove off. 
Mr. Wenham had proposed to him to walk liome, and offered the 
Colonel the refreshment of a cigar. 

They lighted their cigars by the lamp of one of the many link-boys 
outside, and Rawdon walked on with his friend Wenham. Two persons 
separated from the crowd 'knd followed the two gentlemen ; aud when 
they had walked down Gaunt Square a few score of paces, one of the men 
came up, .and touching Eawdon on the shoulder, said, “ Beg your pai'don. 
Colonel, I vish to speak to you most particular.” The gentleman's 
acquaintance gave a loud whistle as the latter spoke, at which signal .a 
cab came clattering up from those stationed at the gate of Gaunt 
House—and the aide-de-camp ran round aud placed himself in front of 
Colonel Crawley. 

' That gallant officer at once knew wliat had befallen him. IIo was in 
the hands of the bailiffs. He started back, falling against the man who 
liad first touched him. 

' “ We’re tliree on us—it’s no use boUiug,” the man behind s.aid. 

“It’s youj Moss, is it ?” said the Colonel, who appeared to know Ids 
interlocutor.’ “ How much is it 1 ” 

“Only a small thing,” whispered Mr. Moss, of Cursitor Street, 
Chancery Lane, and assistant officer to the Slieriff of Middlesex— 
“One hundred and sixty-six, six and eightpence, at the suit of 

■ Mr. Nathan.” 

“ Lend me a Imndred, Wenham, for God’s sake,” poor Eawdon siud— 
“ I’ve got seventy at home.” 
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“ I’ve uot got ten pounds in the world,” said poor Mr. 'Wenham—• 
“Good night, my dear fellow.” 

“Good night,” said Kawdon rnefull/. And Wenham walked away 
—and liawdon Crawley finished his cigar as the cab drove under 
Temple Bar. 


CHAPOyiE LII. 

IN WltlCU LOUD STEYNE SHOWS HIMSELF IN A MOST AMIABLE UOIIT. 

When Lord Steyne was benevolently disposed, he did nothing by 
halves, and his kindness towards tl»e*Crawley family did the greatest 
honour to his benevolent discrimination. His lordship extended his 
good-will to little Eawdon: he pointed out to the*boy’s parents the 
necessity of sending him to a public school; that he was of an age now 
when emulation, the first principles of the Latin language, pugilistic 
exercises, and the gociety of his fellow-boys would be of the greatest 
benefit to the Boy. His father objected that he was not rich enough to 
send the child to a good public school; his mother, that Briggs was a 
capital mistress for him, and had brought him on (as indeed was the 
fact) famously in English, the Latin rudiments, and in general lehmuig; 
but all these objections disappeared before the generous perseverance of 
the Marquis of Steyne. His lordship was one of the governors of that 
famous old collegiate institution called the Wliitefriars. It had been a 
Cistercian Convent in old days, when J;he Smithfield, which is con¬ 
tiguous to it, was a tournament ground. Obstinate heretics used to be 
brought thither convenient for burning hard by. Hany VIII., the 
Defender of the Faith, seized upon the monastery and its possessions, 
and hanged and tortured some of the monks who could not accommodate 
themselves to the pace of his reform. Finally, a great merchant bought 
the house and land adjoining, in which, and with the help of other 
wealthy endowments of land and money, he established a famous 
foundation hospital for old men and children. An extern school grew 
round the old almost monastic foundation, which subsists still with its 
middle-age costume and usages: and all Cistercians pray that it may 
long flourish. 

Of this famous house, some of the greatest noblemen, prelates and 
dignitaries in England are governors: and as the boys are very com¬ 
fortably lodged, fed, and educated, and subsequently inducted to good 
scholarships at the TTniversity and livings in the Church, many little 
gentlemen are devoted to the ecclesiastical profession from their 
teuderest years, and there is considerable emulation to procure nomina¬ 
tions for the foundations. It was originally intended for the sons of 
poor and deserving clerics and laics ; but many of the noble governors 
of the Institution, with an enlarged and rather capricious benevolence, 
selected all sorts of objects for their bounty. To get an education for 

V r 2 
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nothing, and a future livelihood and profession assured, was so excellent 
a scheme, that some of the richest people did not disdain it; and not 
only great men’s relations, but great men themselves, sent their sons to 
profit by the chance—Uight Bev. Prelates sent their own kinsmen or 
the sons of their clergy, while, on the other hand, some great noblemen 
did not disdain to patronise the children of their confidential servants, 
—so that a lad entering thi4 establishment had eveiy variety of youthful 
society wherewith to mingle. 

Rawdon Crawley, though the oely book which he studied wiis the 
Baciug Calendar, and though his chief recollections of polite learning 
were connected with the floggings which he received at Eton in his 
early youth, had that decent and honest reverence for classical learning 
which all English gentlemen feel,vand w.as glad to think that his son 
was to have a provision for life, perhaps, and a certain opportunity of 
becoming a scholUr. And although his boy was his chief solace and 
companion, and endeared to him by a thousand small ties, about which 
he did not care to ^peak- to his wife, who had all along shown the 
utmost indifference to their son, yet Eawdon agreed at once to part 
with him, and to give up his own greatest comtbrf and- benefit for the 
sake of the welfare of the little lad. He did not know how fond he 
was of the child until it became necessary to let him go away. When 
hfi was gone, he felt more sad and down^t than he cared to own—far 
sadder than the boy himself, who was happy enough to enter a new 
career, and find companions of his own ago. Becky burst out laughing 
once or twice, when the Colonel, in his clumsy, incoherent way, tried to 
express his sentimental sorrows at the boy’s departure. The poor 
fellow felt that his dearest pleasure and closest friend was taken from 
him. He looked often and wistfully at the little vacant bed in his 
di-essing-room, where the child used to sleep. He missed him stidly ot 
mornings, and tried in vain to walk in the Park without him. He did 
not know how solitary he was until little Rawdon was gone. He liked 
the people who were fond of him; and would go and sit for long hours 
with his good-natured sister Lady Jane, and talk to her about the 
virtues, and good looks, and hundred good qualities of the child. 

Young Rawdon’s aunt, we have said, was very fond Of him, as was 
‘ her little girl, who wept copiously when the time for her cousin’s 
departure came. The elder Rawdon was thankful for the fondness ct 
■* mother and daughter. The very best and honestest feelings of the 
man came out in these ai-tless outpourings of paternal feeling in which 
he indulged in their presence, and encouraged by their sympathy. He 
secured ndc only Lady Jane’s kindness, but her sincere regard, by the 
feelings which he manifested, and which he could not show to his own 
wife. The two kinswomen met as seldom .as possible. Becky laughed 
bitterly at Jane’s feelings and softness; the other’s kindly and gentle 
nature could not but revolt at her sister’s callous behaviour. 

It estranged Eawdon from his wife more than he knew or acknow¬ 
ledged to himself She did not care for the estrangement. Indeed, she - 
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did not miss him or anybody. She looked upon him as her errand- 
man and humble slave. He might be ever so depressed or’^Sulky 
■au3" she did not mark his demeanour, or only treated it with a sneer 
She was busy thinking about her position or her pleasures or hex 
aiivaiicement in society; she ought to have held a great place in it 
that is certain. 

It was honest Briggs who made up the kittle kib for the boy whicl 
he was to take to school. Molly, the housemaid, blubbered in tin 
passage when he went away—^Molly kind and faithful in spite of a lent 
arrear of unpaid wages. Mi-s. Becky could not let her husband hav 
the carri.age to take the boy to school. Take the horses into the City 
—such a thing was never heard of. Let a cab he brought. She di( 
not offer to kiss him when ho wefit: nor did the, child propose t; 
embrace her; but gave a’kiss to old Briggs, (whom, in general, he wa 
very shy of caressing), and consoled her by pointing out that he wa 
to come home on Saturdays, wlien she would have the benefit of seeing 
him. As the cab rolled towards the City, lucky’s carriage rattlei 
off to the Pai-k. ,,She was chattering and laughing with a score c 
young dandies by the Serpentine, as the father and son entered at th 
old gates of the school—where Eawdon left the child, and came awa; 
with a sadder, purer feeling in his heart than perhaps that poo 
battered fellow had ever known since he himself same out of^th 
nursery. 

He walked all the way home very dismally, and dined alone wit 
Briggs. He was very kind to her, and grateful for her love and watcl 
fulness over the boy. His conscience sfliote him that he had borrowc 
Briggs’s money and aided in deceiving her. Tliey talked about litt: 
Rawdon a long time, for Becky only cameliome to dress and go out t 
dinner—And then he went off uneasily to drink tea with Lady Jan^ 
and tell her of what had happened, and how little Eawdon went c 
like a trump, and how he was to wear a gown and little knee-breeche 
and how young Blackball, Jack BlackbalTs son, of the old regimen 
had taken him in charge and promised to be kind to him. 

In the course of a week, young Blackball had constituted litt 
Rivwdon his fag, shoe-black, and breakfast toaster; initiated him in 
the mysteries of the Latin Grammar, and thrashed him three or foi 
times ; but not severely. The little chap’s good-natured honest fa 
won his way for him. He only got that degree of beating which w£ 
no doubt, good for him ; and as for blacking shoes, toasting bi-ead, ax 
digging in general, were these, offices not deemed to be necessary par 
of every young English gentleman’s education 1 * 

Our business docs not’ lie with the second generation and Mast 
Rawdon’s life at school, otherwise the present tale might be carried 
any indefinite length. The Colonel went to see his son a short tir 
afterwards, and found the lad sufficiently well and happy, grinning a: 
laughing in his little black gown and little breeches. 

His father sagaciously tipped Blackball, his master, a sovereign, a 
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secured that young gentleman’s good-will towards Ids fag. As a protegi 
of the great Lord Steyne, the aephew of a County member, and son of 
a Colonel and C.B., whoso name appeared in some of the most fashion¬ 
able parties in the Morning Post, perhaps the sehool authorities were 
disposed not to look unkindly on the child. He h.ad plenty of pocket- 
money, which ho spent in ti^eating his comrades roy.ally to raspberry 
tarts, and he was Often allowed to come home on Saturdays to his 
Ifather, who always made a jubilee of that day. When free, Eawdon 
Would take him to the play, or send'iiirn thither with the footm.an ; and 
on Sundays he went to church with Briggs and Lady Jane and his 
cousins. Baufdon marvelled over his stories about school, and fights, 
and fagging. Before long, he knew the iiiimes of all the masters and 
the princip.al boys as well as little* Hawdon himself. He invited little 
j Kawdon's crony from school, and made botll the children sick with 
pastry, and oysters, and porter after the play. He tried to l^ok knowing 
over the Latin grammar wlicn little Eawdon showed him svhat part of 
that work he w!«! “ in.” “ Slick to it, my boy,” he said to him with much 
gravity, “ there’s nothing like a good classic.al education j nothing! ” 

\ Becky’s contempt for her husb.and grew greater every day. “ Do 
' wh.at you like—dine where you please—go and have ginger-beer and 
, saw-dust at Astloy’s, or psalm-singing with Lady Jane—only don’t 
expect me to busy myself with the boy. I have your interests to attend 
|to, as you can’t attend to them yourself. I should like to know where 
lyou would have been now, and in what sort of a position in society, if 
!l had not looked after you?” Indeed, nobody wanted poor old Eawdon 
at the parties whither Becky used to go. She was often asked without 
him now. She talked about great people as if she had the fee-simple 
of May Fair; and when the Court went into mourning, she always 
wore black. 

Little Eawdon being di.sposod of, Lord Steyne, who took such .a 
parental interest in the affairs of this amiable poor family, thought 
that their expenses might be very advantageously ctui.ailed by the 
departure of Miss Briggs; and that Becky was quite clever enough to 
take the management of her own house. It has been marrated in a 
former Chapter, how the benevolent nobleman had given his protigie 
money to pay off her little debt to Miss Briggs, who however still 
remained behind with her friends; whence my lord came to the painfii 
Conclusion that Mrs. Crawley had made some other use of the money 
confided to hgr than that for which her generous patron had given the 
loan. Howeven, Lord Steyne w.as not so inde as to impart his 
suspicions upon this head to Mrs. Becky, whose feelings might bo hurt 
by any controversy on the money-question, and who might have a 
thousand painful reasons for disposing otherwise of his lordship’s 
generous loan. But he determined to satisfy himself of the real state 
of the o.ase, and instituted the necessary inquiries in a most cautious 
and delicate manner. 
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In the first place he took an early opportunity of pumping Miss 
Briggs. That was not a difficult operation. A very little encourage¬ 
ment would set that wortliy woman to talk volubly, and pour out all 
within her. And one day when Mrs. Bawdou had gone out to drive, 
(as Mr. Fiehe, his lordship’s confidential servant, easily learned at the 
livery stables whore the Crawleys kept thyir carrhage and horses, or 
rather, where the livery-mfgi kept a carriage and Horses for Mr. and 
Mrs. Crawley)—my lord dropped in upon the Curzon Street house— 
asked Briggs for a eup of coffee—told her that he had good accounts of 
the little boy at school—iuid in five minutes found out from her that 
Mrs.Ilawdon h.ad given her nothing except a black silk gown, for which 
Miss Bi'iggs was immensely grateful. ^ 

He laughed withm himself at tlfis artless story. Bor the truth is| 
our dear friend Kebecca had given him a most circun^stantial narration 
of Briggs’s dolight at receiving her money—eleven hundred and twenty-f 
five pounds—and in wh.at securities she had invc.stod it; and what a 
pang Becky herself felt in being obliged to p.ayjaway such a delighful 
stun of money, “Who knows,” the dear woman may have thought 
within herself, “perhaps he may give me a little more?” My lord, 
however, made no such proposal to the little schemer—very likely 
thinking that he had been sufficiently generous already. 

He had tho curiosity, then, to .ask Miss Briggs about the state of4er 
private affairs—and she told his loi'dship candidly what her position 
was—how Miss Cr.avdey had loft her a legacy—^liow her relatives had 
had part of it—how Colonel Crawley had put out another portion, for 
which she had tho best security and inttrest—and how Mr. and Mrs 
Rawdon had kindly busied themselves witji Sir Pitt, who was to dis¬ 
pose of the remainder most advantageously for her, when he had time 
My lord asked how much the Colonel had already invested for her, and 
Miss Briggs at once and truly told him that the sum was six hundred 
xiid odd pounds. 

But as soon .as she had told her story, the voluble Briggs repented o 
her frankness, and besought my lord not to tell Mr. Crawley of th: 
confessiou-s which she had made. “The Colonel was so kind—Mr 
Crawley might be offended and pay back the money, for which sh 
could get no such good interest auywhei’e else.” Lord Bteyne, laughing 
promised he never would divulge their conversation, and when he am 
Miss Briggs parted he laughed still more. 

“ Wh.at an accomplished little devil it is ! ” thought he. “ What; 
splendid actress and manager! She had 'almost got a second suppl; 
out'of me the other day, with her coaxing ways. She beats all th 
women I have ever seen in the course of all my well-spent life. The; 
are babies compared to her. I am a green-horn myself, and a fool i; 
her hands—an old fool. She is unsurpassable ili lies.” His lordship' 
admir,ation for Becky rose immeasurably at this proof of her clevernes! 
Getting the money was nothing — but getting double tho sum sh 
wanted, and paying nobody—it was a magnifieen t stroke. And Crawloj 
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my lord thought—Crawley is not such a fool as he looks and seem& 
He has managed the matter cleverly enough on his side. Nobody 
■would ever have supposed from his face and demeanour that he knew 
anything .about this money business ; and yet he put her up to it, and 
has spent the money, no doubt. In this opinion my lord, we know, was 
mistaken ; but it influence a good deal his behaviour towmls Colonel 
Crawley, whom he began to treat with eve%les3 than that semblance of 
respect which he had formerly shown towards that gentleman. It 
never entered into the head of htrs. Crawley’s patron that the little 
lady might be making a purse for herself; and, perhaps, if the truth 
must be told, he judged of Colonel Crawley by his experience of other 
husbands, whom he had known in the course of the long and well- 
spent life, which h.ad made him acquainted, with a great deal of the 
weakness of maidcind. My lord had bought so many men during his 
life that he was surely to be pardoned for supposing that*'he had found 
the price of this one. 

He toxed Be^ky u^ion the point on the very first occasion when he 
met her alone, and he complimented her, good-Bumouredly, on her 
cleverness in getting more than the money which she required. Becky 
was only a little taken aback. It was not the habit of this dear 
creature to tell falsehoods, except when necessity compelled, but in 
tlfise great emergenpies it was her practice to lie very freely; and in 
an instant she was ready with another neat, plausible, circumstantial 
story which she administered to her patron. The previous statement 
which she had made to him was a falsehood—a wicked falsehood: she 
owned it; but who had mad# her tell it ? “ Ah, my Lord,” she said, 
“you don’t know all I have to sufier and bear in silence: you see me 
gay and happy before you—you little know what I have to endure 
when there is no protector near me. It was my husband, by threats 
and the most savage treatment, forced mo to ask for that sum about 
which I deceived yon. It was ho, who, foreseeing that questions might 
be asked regarding the disposal of the money, forced me to account for 
it as I did. He took the money. He told me ho had paid Miss Briggs ; 
I did not want, I did not dai'e to doubt him. ParJon the ■wrong which 
^a desperate man is forced to commit, and pity a miserable, miserable 
woman.” She burst into tears as she spoke. Persecuted virtue never 
looked more "bewitchingly wretched. 

They had a long conversation, driving round and round the Begent’s 
■ l aykriii I#rs. Crawley’s carriage together, a conversation of which it is 
imt neCessaijy to repeat the details; but the u psljot of it was, that, 
when Becky came home, she flew to her do.ar Briggs with a smiling face, 
' and'announced that she had some very good news for her. Lord Steyne 
' ii.ad acted in the noblest .and most generous manner. Ho was always 
thinking how and when he could do good. Now that little Eawdon 
was gone to school, a dear companion and friend was no longer 
necessary to her. She was gi’ieved beyond metisure to part with 
Briggs; but her means, required that she should practise every 
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retrenchment, and her sorrow was mitigated by the idea that her dear 
Briggs would be fur better provided for bjr her generous patron than in 
her humble home. Mrs. Pilkington, the housekeeper at Gauntly H.all, 
was growing exceedingly old, feeble, and rheumatic : she was not equal 
to the work of superintending that vast mansion, and must be on the 
look-out for a successor. It was a splendid position. Tlie family did 
not go to Gauntly once in two years. At otfier time# the housekeeper 
was the mistress of the magnificent mansion—^had Tour covers daily for 
her table ; was visited by the clergy and the most respectable people of 
the county—was the lady of Gauntly, in fact; and the two last house¬ 
keepers before Mrs. Pilkington had married rectors of Gauntly; but 
Mrs. P. could not, being the aunt of the present rector. The place 
was not to be hers yet; but she mi^it go down on p. visit to Mrs. 
Pilkington and see whethef she would like to succeed her. 

What words can paint the ecstatic gratitude of Briggs! 'All she 
stipulated for was that little Eawdon should be allowed to come down 
and see her at the Hall. Becky promised this-vanything. She ran 
up to her husband v^en he came home, and told him the joyful news. 
Ihiwdon was gfad, deuced glad; the weight was off his conscience 
about poor Briggs’s money. She was provided for, at any rate, but— 
but his mind was disquiet. He did not seem to be all right somehow. 
He told little Southdown what Lord Steyuo had done, and the youftg 
man eyed Crawley with an air which surprised the latter. 

He told Lady Jane of this second proof of Steyne’s bounty, and she, 
too, looked odd and alarmed ; so did Sir Pitt. “ She is too clever and 
—and gay to be allowed to go from pajty to party without a com¬ 
panion,” both said. “You must go with her, liawdou, wherever she 
goes, and yon mtist have somebody with her—one of the girls from 
Queen’s Crawley, pei’haps, though they were rather giddy guardians 
for her.” 

Somebody Becky should have. But in the meanwhile it was clear 
that honest Briggs must not lose her chance of settlement for life; and 
so she and her bags were packed, and she set off on her journey. And 
so two of Ikiwdon’s out-sentinels were in the hands of the enemy. 

Sir Pitt went and expostulated with his sister-in-law upon the 
subject of the dismissal of Briggs, and other matters of delicate family 
interest. In vain she pointed out to him how necessary was the pro¬ 
tection of Lord Steyne for her poor husband; how cruel it would be 
on their part to deprive Briggs of the position offered to her. Cajole¬ 
ments, coaxings, smiles, tears could not satisfy Sir Pitt, and he h.ad 
something very like a quarrel with his once admired Becky* He spoke 
of the honour of the family: the unsullied reputation of the Cnawleys; 
expresseriiimself in indignant tones about her receiving those young 
Frenchmen—those wild young men of fashion, my Lord Steyne himself 
whose carriage was always at her door, who passed horn’s daily in her 
company, and whoso constant presence made the world talk about her. 
As the head of the house he implored her to be more prudent. Society 
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was already speaking lightly of her. Lord Steyne, though a nobleman 
of the greatest station and t^rlents, W!is a man whose attentions would 
compromise any woman ; he besought, he implored, he commanded his 
sister-intlaw to be watchful in her intercourse with that nobleman. 

Becky promised anything and everything Pitt wanted ; but Lord 
Steyne came to her house as often as ever, and Sir Pitt’s anger 
increased. I wonder was Lady Jane angry or pleased that her 
. husband at l.a.st found fault with his favourite Bebecca 1 Lord Steyne’s 
visits continuing, his own ceased; and his wife was for refusing all 
vfm’ther intercourse with that nobleman,' and declining the invitation 
to the Charade-night which the Marchioness sent to her; but Sir Pitt 
thought it was Jiecessary to accept it, as his Eoyal Highness would be 
there. • ' • 

Although he went to the party in question. Sir Pitt quitted it very 
e.arly, ahd his wife, too, was very gliid to come away. B^^cky hardly so 
much as spoke to him or noticed her sister-in-law. Pitt Crawley 
I declared her behaviour was monstrously indecorous, reprobated in 

( strong terms the habit of play-acting and fancy-dressing, as highly 
unbecoming a British female ; and after the charades were over, took 
his brother Eawdon severely to task for appearing himself, and allowing 
his wife to join in such improper exhibitions. 

•'Bawdon said she should not join in any more such amusements, but 
indeed^and perhaps from hints from his older brother and sister, he 
' had alread.y become a very watchful and exemplary domestic character. 
He left off his clubs and billiards. He never left home. He took 
Becky oiit to drive; he went laboriously with her to all her parties. 
Whenever my Lord Steyne called, he was sure to find the Colonel. 
And when Becky proposed to go out without her. husband, or received 
invitations for herself, ho peremptorily ordered her to refuse them ; and 
there w.as that in the gentleman’s manner which enforced obedience. 
Little Becky, to do her justice, was clnarmed with Ejiwdou’s gallantry. 
If he was surly, she never was. Whether friends were present or 
absent she had always a kind smile for him, and was attentive to his 
jpleasure and comfort. It was the early days of their marriage over 
.agiiin: the s.amo good-humour, 'prhenancca, meriimeut, and artless 
* confidence and regard. “ How much pleasanter it Ls,” she would say, 
“to Inive you by my side in the carriage than that foolish old Briggs ! 
Let us always go on so, dear Eiiwdon. How nice it would be, and how 
' happy we should always be, if we had but the money ! ” He fell asleep 
after dinner in his chair; he did not see the face opposite to him, 
h.aggard, weary, and terrible; it lighted up with fresh candid smiles 
when he woke. It kissed him gaily. Ho wondered that ho had ever 
hail suspicions. No, he never had suspicion; all those dumb doubts 
1 and surly misgivings which had been gathering on his mind were mere 
i idle jealousies. She was fond of him; she always had been. As for 
her shining in society it was no fault of hers; she was formed to shine 
there. Was there any woman who could talk, or sing, or do anything 
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Jike her ? If she would but like the boy! Eawdon thought. But the 
mother and son never could De brought tog(jfcher. 

And it was while Ilawdon|s mjiid,was agitated with these doubts and 
perplexities that the incident occurred which was mentioned in the last 
Chapter; andHie unfortunafe Colonel found liimself a priwner away 
from home. 


♦ 

CHAPTEE LIII. 

A RBSCUK AND A CATASTEOrHE. 

Friend Eawdon drove on then to Mr. Moss’s luansioii in Cursitor 
Street, and was duly inducfcd into that dismal place ^of hospitality. 
Morning was breaking over the cheerful house-tops of Chancery Lane as 
the rattling cab woke up the echoes there. A little pink-eyed Jew-boy, 
with a head as ruddy as the rising morn, let the party into the house, . 
and Eawdon was^ wekiomed to the ground-floor apaiiments by Mr. 
Moss, his travelling companion ami host, who cheerfully asked him if 
he would like a glass of something warm after his drive. 

The Colonel was not so depressed as some mortals would be, who, 
quitting a palace and a plcicens •axor, find themselves barred into »'■> 
spunging-housc, foi", if the truth must be told, he had been a lodger at 
Mr. Moss’s establishment once or twice before. We have not thought 
it necessary in the previous course of this narrative to mention these 
trivial little domestic incidents: but the rjader may be aa.snred that 
they can’t unfrequently occur in the life of a nyin who lives on nothing 
a-ycar. * 

Upon his first visit to Mr. Moss, the Colonel, then a bachelor, had 
been liberated by the generosity of his aunt; on the second mishap, 
little Becky, with the greatest spirit and kindness, had borrowed a sum 
of money from Lord Southdown, and had coaxed her husband’s creditor 
(who was her shawl, velvet-gown, lace pocket-handkerchief, trinket, 
and gim-crack purveyor, indeed) to take a portion of the sum claimed, 
and Bawdon’s jeromissory note for the remainder: so on both these 
occasions the capture and release had been conducted with the utmost 
gallantry on all sides, and Moss and the Colonel were therefore on the 
very best of terms. 

“You’ll find your old bed. Colonel, and everything comfortable,” 
that gentleman said, “ as I may honestly say. You may be pjetty sure 
its kep aired, and by the best of company, too. It was slep in the 
night afore last by the Honorable Capting Famish, of tho Fiftieth 
Itragoons, whose Mar took him out, after a fortnight, jest to punish 
him, she said. But, Law bless you, I promise you, he punished my 
champagne, and had a party ere every night—^reglar tii>top swells, 
down from the clubs and the West End—Capting Ragg, tlie Honorable 
Heuceadb, who lives in the Temple, and some fellers as knows a good 
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glass of ■wine, I warrant you. IVe got a Doctor of Diwinity up-stairs, 
five gents in the Coffee-room, and Mrs. Moss has a tably-dy-hoty at^ 
half-past five, and a little cai'ds or music afterwards, when we shall be 
most happy to see you.” 

“ 111 ring, when I want anything,” said Ea-wdon, and went quietly to 
A bis bed-room. He was^ an old soldier, we have said, and not to be 
duturbed by any little snocks of fate. A weaker man would have sent 
■ off a letter to his wife on the instant of his capture. “ But what is the 
jnse of disturbing her night’s rbstl” thought Bawdon. “She won’t 
know whether I am in my room or not. It will be time enough to 
write to her when she has had her sleep out, and I have had mine. It’s 
only a hundred-and-seventy, jmd the deuce is in it if we can’t raise 
that.” And 'so, thinking abofii little Bawdon (whom he would not 
have know that he was in such a queer place), the Colonel turned into 
the bed lately occupied by Captain Famish, and fell aslpep. It was ten 
o’clock when he woke up, and the ruddy-headed youth brought him, 
with conscious pride, a fine silver dressing-case, wherewith he might 
perform the operation of shaving. Indeed Mr.- Mop’s house, though 
somewhat dirty, was splendid throughout. There were dirty tmys, and 
wine-coolers en yenmnence on the side-board, huge dirty gilt cornices, 
with dingy yellow satin hangings to the barred windows which looked 
^into Cursitor Street—vast and dirty gilt pictwe-frames surrounding 
pieces sporting and sacred, all of which works were by the greatest 
masters; and fetched the greatest prices, too, in the bill transactions, in 
the course of which they were sold and bought over and over again. 
The Colonel’s breakfast vas served to him in the same dingy and 
gorgeous plated ware. .Miss Moss, a dark-eyed maid in curl p.apers 
appeared with the teapot, and,'smiling, asked the Colonel how he had 
slep ? and she brought Iiim in the Morning Post, with the names of all 
the great people who had figured at Lord Steyne’s entertainment the 
night before. It contained a brilliant account of the festivities, and of 
the beautiful and accomplished Mrs. Bawdon Crawley’s admirable 
personifications. 

After a lively chat with this lady (who sate on the edge of the 
breakfast-table in an easy attitude displaying the drapery of her 
stocking and an ex-white satin shoe, which was down at heel), 
Dolonel Crawley called for pens and ink, and paper; and being asked 
how many sheets, chose one which was brought to him between 
Miss Moss’s own finger and thumb. Many a sheet had that dark-eyed 
damsel brought in ; many a poor fellow had scrawled and blotted 
hiuried lines of entreaty, and paced up and down th.at awful room until 
his messenger brought back the reply. Poor m,en always use messengers 
instead of the post. Who h;is not had their letters with the wafers wet, 
and the announcement that a person is waiting in the hall 1 

Now on the score of his application, Bawdon had not many mis¬ 
givings. “ Dear Becky,” Bawdon wrote, “ J hope you slept well. Don’t 
be/irtgr/tfe»«cf if I don’t bring you in your co/y. Last night %s I was 
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coming home smoaking, I met with an aceadent. I was naiibtd by 
Tdoss of Cursitor Street—^from whose giU and splendid parler I write 
this—the same that had me this time two ^ears. Miss Moss brought 
in my tea—she is grown very/ai, and as usual, had her“stocksne damn 
at heal. 

“ It’s Nathan’s business—a hundred-and-fifby—with costs, hundrcd- 
and seventy. Please send me my desk and sotne elothsw-Tm in pumps 
and a white tye (something like Miss M.’s stockings)—I’ve seventy in 
it. And as soon as you got this, Driv%to Nathan’s—offer him seventy- 
five down, and ask him to renew —say I’ll take wine—we may as well 
have some dinner sherry; but not picture, they’re too dear. • 

“ If he won’t stand it. Take my ticker and such of your things as 
you can spare, and send them to Balk*—must, of oo^se, have the 
sum to-night. It won’t do to let it stand over, as to-morrow’s Sunday; 
the beds here are not very clean, and there may be cJther things out 
against me—I*m glad it an't Eawdon’s Saturday for coming hom^ 
God bless you. , 

^ “ Yours in haste, E. C.” 

“P.S. Make h^te md come.” 

This letter, sealed with a wa^y, was dispatched by one of the 
messengers who are always hanging about Mr. Moss’s establishment: 
and Eawdon, having seen him depart, went out in the court-yard, and 
smoked his cigar with a tolerably easy mind—in spite of the bars over 
head; for Mr. Moss’s court-yard is r.ailed in like a cage, lest the 
gentlemen who are boarding with him should take a fancy to escape 
from his hospitality. 

Tliree hours, he calculated, would bo the ntifiost time required, before 
Becky should arrive and open his prison doors : and he passed these 
pretty cheerfully in smoking, in reading the paper, and in the Coffee- 
room witli an acquaintance. Captain Walker, who happened to be 
there, and with whom he cut for sixpences for some hours, with pretty 
equal luck on either side. 

But the day passed away and no messenger returned,—^no Becky. 
Mr. Moss’s tably-de-hoty was served .it the appointed hour ofKalf-past 
five, when such of the gentlemen lodging in the house as could afford 
to pay for the banquet, came and partook of it in the splendid front 
p.arlour before described, and with which Mr. Crawley’s temporary 
lodging communicated, when Miss M., (Miss Ilcm, as her papa called 
her,) appeared without the curl-papers of the morning, and Mrs. Hera 
did the honours of a prime boiled leg of mutton and tumipk, of which 
the Colonel ate with a very faint appetite. Asked whether he would 
“ stand” a bottle of champagne for the company, he consented, and the 
ladies drank to his ’ealth, .and Mr. Moss, in the most polite xianner 
” looked towards him.” 

In the midst of this repast, however, the door-bell was heard,—^young 
Moss sf the ruddy hair, rose up with the keys and answered the 
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summons, and coming back, told the Colonel that the messenger had 
returned with a bag, a desk and a letter, which he gave him. “ No' 
ceramony, Colonel, I beg,” Shid Mrs. Moss, with a wave of her hand, 
and he opened the letter rather tremulously.—It was a beautiful letter, 
highly scented, on a pink paper, and with a light green seal. 

V “Moh pe^vre, ch«r petri” (Mrs. Crawley wrote.) “I could not sleep 
one wink for thinking of what had become of my odious old monstre: 
.and only got to rest in the mom,ing after sending for Mr. Blench (for I 
was in a fever), who gave me a composing draught and left orders with 
rinette that I should be disturbed on ow account. So that my poor 
old man’s messenger, who had bien mauvaise mine Finetto says, and 
sentoit le Geniivre, remained iu (he hall for some hours waiting my bell. 
You may fancy my state when I read .your poor dear old ill-spelt 
letter., 

“ Ill as I was, I instantly called for the carriage, and lus soon as I was 
dressed (though I couldn’t drink a drop of chocolate—I assure you I 
couldn’t without my monstre to bring it to me), I drove ventre d terre to 
Nathan’s. I saw him—I wept—I cried—I fell at his odious knees. 
Nothing w'ould mollify the horrid man. He would h.avo all the mon^y, 
he said, or keep my poor monstre in px-isou. I drove home with the 
intention of paying that triste visits cliez mon oncle, (when every trinket 
'1 have should be at your disposal though they would not fetch a 
hundi-ed pounds, for some, you know, arc with ce cher oncle ah’eady,) 
and found Milor there with the Bulgarian old sheep-faced monster, 
who had come to compliment me upon last night’s performances. 
Paddington ciime in, too, drawling and lisping .and twiddling his hair ; 
so did Champignac, and his chef—everybody with foison of compli¬ 
ments and pi’etty speeches—^plaguing poor me, who longed to be rid 
of them, and was thinking every moment of the time of mon pauvre 
pnsonnier. 

“ When they were gone, I wont down on my knees to Milor ; told 
him we were going to pawn everything, and begged and prayed him to 
give me two hundred pounds. He pish’d and psha’d in a fury—^told 
mo not to be such a fool as to pawn—.and said he would see whether lie 
could lend mo the money. At last ho went away, promising that ho 
would send it me in the morning: when I will bring it to my poor 
bid monster with a kiss from his affectionate 

“ Becky.” 

“I am^writing in bed. Oh I have such a headache and such a 
heartache! ” 

When Bawdon read over this letter, he turned so red and looked so 
savage, that the comp.any at the table d’hote easily perceived that bad 
. news had reached him. AU his suspicions, which he had been trying 
, to banish, returned upon him. She could not even go out and sell her 
i liiukets to free him. She could laugh and talk about compliments 
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piiii to lier, whilst he was in prison. Who had put him there Ij 
V/ealiam had walked with him. Was there .... He could 
hardly be.ar to think of what he suspected. Leaving the room 
hurriedly, he ran into his own—opened his desk, wrote two hurried 
lines, which he directed to Sir Pitt or Lady Crawley, and b.ade the 
messenger carry them at once fo Gaunt Street, bidding him to take a 
cab, and promising him a guinea if he was bagk in an hour. 

In the note he besought his dear brother and sister, for the sake of 
God; for the sake of his dear child and his honour; to come to 
him and relieve him from his difliculty. He was in prison: he 
wanted a hundred pounds to set him free—he entreated them to 
come to him. 

He wont back to the dining-room jfter dispatching his messenger, 
and called for more wine.. He laughed and talked with a strange 
boistorousness, as the people thought. Sometimes he«laughed, madly 
at his own feailt, .and went on drinking for an hour; listening all the 
while for the carriage which was to bring his fate back. 

At the expiration of that time, wheels were hearcl whirling up to the 
gate—the young Janitor went out with his gate-keys. It was a lady 
w aom he let in at the bailiff’s door. 

“Colonel Crawley,” she said, trembling very much. Ho with a know¬ 
ing look, locked the outer door upon her—then unlocked and opened 
the inner one, and calling out, “ Colonel, you’re wanted,” led her inlo 
the back paidour, which he occupied. 

Enwdon came in from the dining-parlour whore all those people were 
carousing, into his back-room ; a flare of coarse light following him into 
the apartment where the lady stood, still \^ry nervous. 

“ It is I, Eawdon,” she said, in a timid vmce, which she strove to 
render cheerful. “ It is Jane.” llawdon was quite overcome by that 
kind voice and presence. He ran u]} to her—caught her in his arms— 
gasped out some inarticulate words of thanks, and fairly sobbed on her 
shoulder. She did not know the cause of his emotion. 

The bills of Mr. Moss were quickly settled, perh.aps to the disappoint-! 
ment of th.at gentleman, who had counted on having the Colonel as his) 
guest over Sunday at least; and Jane, with beaming smiles .and happi¬ 
ness in her eyes, carried away Eawdon from the bailifT’s house, and 
they went homewards in the cab in which she had hastened to his 
release. “Pitt was gone to a p.arliamentary dinner,” she said, “when 
Eawdon’s note came, and so, dear Eawdon, I—I came myself; ” and 
she put her kind hand in his. Perhaps it was wrell for Eawdon 
Crawley th.at Pitt was away at that dinner. Eawdon thanked his 
sister a hundred times, and with an ardour of gratitude which touched 
and almost alarmed that soft-hearted woman. , “ Oh,” said he, in his 
rude, artless way, “ you—^you don’t know how I’m changed since I’ve 
known you, and—and little Eawdy. I—I’d like to change somehow. 
Vou see I want—I want—to be—.”—He did not finish the sentence, 
but she could interpx’ot it. And that night after he left her, and as 
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she sate by her own little boy’s bed, she prayed humbly for that poor 
wayworn sinner. 

Eawdon left her and walked home rapidly. It was nine o’clock at 
night. lie ran across the streets, and the great squares of Vanity Fair, 
and at length came up breathless opposite his own house. He started 
lack and fell against the railings, trembling as he looked upi The 
drawing-room windows were blazing with light. She had said that she 
•was in bed and ill. He stood tljiere for some time, the light from the 
rooms on his pale face. 

He took .out his door-key and let himself into the house. He could 
hear laughter in the upper rooms. He wivs in the ball-dress in which 
he had been captured the night pefore. He went silently up the stairs; 
leaning against the banisters at the stairrhead.—Nobody was stirring 
in the house beddes—all the servants had been sent aWay. Eawdon 
heard laughter within—laughter and singing. Becky was singing a 
snatch of the song of the night before; a hoarse voice shouted “ Brava! 
Brava ! ”—it was Lord Steyne’s. 

Eawdon opened the door and went in. A litUe ta’ole with a dinner 
was laid out—and wine and plate. Steyne was lianging over the sofa 
s on which Becky sate. The wretched woman was in a brilliant full 
toilette, her arms and all her fingers sparkling with bracelets and 
' rmgs; and the brilliants on her breast which Steyne had given her. 
1 He had her hand in his, and was bowing over it to kiss it, when Becky 
Istarted up with a faint scream as she caught sight of Eawdon’s white 
Vace. At the next instant she tried a smile, a horrid smite, as if to 
welcome her husband: and S^ne rose up, grinding his teeth, pale, and 
with fury in his looks. • 

Me,'Too attempted a Hugh—and came forward holding out his hand. 
“ What, come back ! How d’ye do, Crawley ? ” he said the nerves of 
his mouth twitching as he tried to grin at the intruder. 

There was th.at in Eawdou’s face which caused Becky to fling herself 
befoi-e him. “I^am innocent, Eawdon,” she said ; “before God, I .am 
innocent.” She clung hold of his coat, of his hands ; her own were all 
covered with serpents, and rings, .and baubles. “ I am innocent.—Say 
I am innocent,” she said to Lord Steyne. 

He thought a trap had been laid for him, and was as furious with 
'the wife as with the husband. “ You innocent! D.amn you,” ho 

t screamed out. “ You innocent! Why every trinket you have on your 
body is paid for by me. I have given you thousands of pounds which 

this fellow' has spent, and for which he has sold you. Innocent, by-! 

You’re as innocent as your mother, the ballet-girl, and your husb.'md 
the bully. Don’t tliink to frighten mo .as you have done others. Make 
way, sir, and let me passand Lord Steyne seized up his hat, and, 
with flame in his eyes, and looking his enemy fiercely in the face, 
marched upon him, never for a moment doubting that the other would 
give way. 
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But Ea'W'lon Crawley springing out, seized him by the neck-cloth, 
niitil Stejuie, almost strangled, writhed, and bent under his arm. “iLOtt 
lie, yon dog!” said Eawdon. “You lie,you coward and villain !” And 
he struck the Peer twice over tiie fiice with his open hand, and flung 
him bloe(]uig-ta. the ground. It was .all done before Eebecca could 
interpose. She stood there trembling before him. She admired her 
husband, strong, brave, and victorious. 

“ Come here,” he said.—She c.ame up at once. 

“ Ta ke 6ff ~thosg things.”—She began, trembling, pulling the jewels 
from her arms, and the rings from lier sh.aking lingei-s, and held them 
all in a hea p, quivering and looking up .at him. “Throw them down,” 
he'SiiilTa^ she dropped them. He tore the di.amond ornament out of 
her breast, and 'fluiig It at Lord Stej«i8. It cut him oa his bald fore¬ 
head. Steyne wore the scat' to his dying day. 

“ Come up stairs,” Bawdon said to his wife. “ Don’t kill me, Ehwdon,” 
she said. He laughed savagely.—“ I want to see if th.at man lies about 
the money as he has about me. Has he given_yoiv.auy ? ” 

“No,” said Eebecqji, “that is-” 

“ Give me four keys,” Eawdon answered, .and they went 'out 
together. 

Eebecca g.'ive him all the keys but one : and she was in hopes that 
he would not have remarked the absence of that. It belonged to Ute 
little desk which Amelia had given her in early days, and which she 
kept in a secret place. But Eawdon flung open boxes and wardrobes, 
throwing the multifarious trumpery of their contents here and there, 
.and at last he found_the desk. The wegnan was forced to*open it. 
It contained papers, love-letters many ye.ars old—all sorts of small 
trinkets and woman’s memoranda. And it contained a pocketrbook 
with b.ank notes. Some of these were dated ten years Lack, too, and 
one was quite a fresh one—a note for a thousand pounds which Lord 
Steyne had given her. 

“ DliTlie give you this 1 ” Eawdon said. 

“Yes;” Eebecca answered. 

“ I’ll send it to him to-day,” Eawdon said (for day had dawned ag.ain. 
and many hours had passed in this se.aroh), “.and I will pay Briggs, 
who was kind to the boy, and some of the debts. You will let me 
know where I shall send the rest to you. You might have spared me j 
a linndred pounds, Becky, out of all this—^I have always shared with I 
you.” I 

“ I am innocent,” said Becky. And ho left her without another' 
word. 

YThat were her thoughts when he left her ? She remained for hours 
after he was gone, the sunshine pouring into the room, and Eebecca 
sitting alone on the bed’s edge. The drawers were all opened and their 
contents scatterfed about,—dresses and feathers, scarfs and trinkets, a 
lioap of tumbled vanities lying-in..a.wreck. Her hair was falling over 
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her shoulders; her gown was torn where Eawdon had wrenched the 
hnUiitnts out of it. She heard him go down stairs a few minutes after 
he left her, and the door sljiniming and closing on him. She knew he 
would never come back. Hojwg|g_gone_for eff r. "Would he kill him- 
selfl—she thought—not until after he haJmct Lord Steyne. She 
thought of her long past life, and all the dismal incidents of it. Ah 
how dreary it secme^ h«w miserable, lonely and profitless! Should 
she take laudanum, and end it, too—^liave done with all hopes, schemes, 

debts, and triumphs 1 The French maid found her in this position_ 

sitting in the midst of her miserable ruins with clasped hands and dry 
' eyes. The'woman was her accomplice and in Steyne’s pay. “Mon 
Dieu, Madame, what has happened 1” she asked. 

What had happened ? "Waa'she guilty or not ? She said not; but 
who could tell what was truth which came; from those lips ; or if that 
corrupbheart whs in this case pure ? All her lies and her schemes, all 
her selfishness and her wiles, all her wit and genius hall come to this 
bankruptcy. The wpman closed the curtains, and with some entreaty 
and show of kindness, persuaded her mistress to lie down on the bed. 
Then .she went below and gathered up the trinfeets t^hich had been 
lying on the floor, since Rebecca dropped them there at her husband’s 
orders, and Lord Steyne went away. 


CHAPTER LIV. 

r 

SUNDAY AYTER THE RATTLE. 

TnE mansion of Sir Pitt Crawley in Great G.aunt Street, was just 
beginning to dress itself for the day, as Rawdon, in his evening costume, 
which he laid now worn two day.s, passed by the scared female who was 
Ecouringtlie st.eps,and entered into his brother’s study. Lady Jane,iu her 
morning-gown, was up .and above stairs in the nursci-y, superintending 
the toilettes of her children, and listening to the morning pr.ayers 
which the little creatures performed at her knee. Every morning 
she and they performed this duty privately, and before the public 
ceremonial at which Sir Pitt presided, and at which all the people of 
the household wei'e expected to assemble. Rawdon sate down in the 
study before the baronet’s table, set out with the orderly blue books 
and the letters, the neatly docketted bills and symmetrical pamphlets ; 
the lockef account-books, desks, and dispatch boxes, the Bible, the 
Quarterly Iteview, and the Comi Guide, which all stood as if on parade 
awaiting the inspection of their chief. 

A book of family sermons, one of which Sir Pitt w.as in the habit of 
administering to his family on Sunday mornings, lay ready on the study 
taWe, and awaiting his judicious selection. And by the senndn-book 
was toe Olterver newspaper, damp and neatly folded, and for Sir Pitt’s 
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ovro jiinvate use. ilia gentleman alone took the opportunity of perusing 
the newspaper before he laid it by his master’s desk. Before he had 
brought it into the study that morning, h(? had read in the journal a 
flaming account of “ Festivity at .Gaunt House,” with the names of all 
the distinguished personages inviteS by'thS''fflju'qui3 of Steyne to meet 
his Eoyal Highness. Having made comments upon this entertainment 
to the housekeeper and her niece as they wer# taking early tea and ho 
buttered toast in the former lady’s apartment, and wondered how th 
Eawding Crawloys could git on, the ^alet had d.amped and folded th 
paper once more, so that it looked quite fresh and innocent against th- 
arrival of the master of the house. 

Poor Rawdon took up the paper and began to try and read it until 
his brother should arrive. But tlie prjiit fell blank upou^his eyes ; and 
he did not know in the le.a*t what he was reading. The Goverumen' 
news and appointments which Sir Pitt as a public mam was bound to 
peruse, otherwise he would by no means permit the introduction oi 
Sunday papers into his household), the theatrical criticisms, the fight 
for a hundred pounds a-side between the Barking Butcher and the 
Tutbury Pet, thff Gaifnt House chronicle itself, which contained a most 
compliiueut.ary though guarded account of the famous charades oi 
which Mrs. Becky had been the heroine—all these passed as in a haze 
before Rawdon, as he sat waiting the arriv.al of the chief of the famil;^ 

Ruictually, .as the shrill-toned bell of the black marble study clo^ 
Dcgan to chime nine. Sir Pitt made his appearance, fresh, neat, gjaagly... 
shaved, with a waxy clean face, and stiff shirt collar, his scanty hair 
combed and oiled, trimming his nails as he descended the stairs majes¬ 
tically, in a starched cravat and a grey flannel dressing-gown—a real 
old English gentlem.an, in a word —a model o? neatness and every pro¬ 
priety. He started when he saw poor Eawdon in his study in tumbled '' 
clothes, with bloodshot eyes, and his hair over his face. Ho thought 
Ids brother was not sober, and had been out all night on some orgy. 

“ Good Gracious, Ibiwdon,” he said, with a bl.-ink face, “ wliat brings 
yoii here at this tiine of the morning ? Why ain’t you .at home ? ” 

“ Home,” said Eawdon, with a wild l.augh. “ Don’t bo frightened 
Pitt. I’m not drunk. Sliut the door; I w'ant to spe«k.tp.xqu.” 

Pitt closed the door and came up to the table, where he sate down in 
the other arm-chair—that one placed for the reception of the steward, 
agent, or confidential visitor who c.ame to transact business with the 
baronet—.and trimmed his nails more vehemently than ever. 

“ Pitt, it’s all over with me,” the Colonel sa-id. after a p,ause. “ I’m | 
done.” • ' 

“I .always said it would come to this,” the B<aronot cried, peevishly, 
and beating a tune with his cle<an-trimmed nails. ‘ I w;irned j’ou a 
thous.and times. I can’t help you any more. Every shilling of my 
money is tied up. Even the hundred pounds that .lane took you hast 
night were promised to ray lawyer to-morrow morning; and the wans 
of it will put me to great inconvenience. I don’t me;m to say tW i 
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won’t assist you ultimately. But as for paying your creditors in full, I 
imight as weljLliope to pay the NatifiuaJMDobt. It is madness, sheer 
niaflhiess,'to think of such a tSiing. You must come to a compromise 
It's a painful thing for the family; hut everybody does it. There vras 
Gwrge Kitely, Lord England’s son, went through the Court last week, 
and was whiit they call white-washed, I believe. Lord England would 
not pay a shillingtfor him,».and- ” 

“ It’s not money I w.ant,” Eawdon broke in. “I’ni not come to you 
about myself. Never mind what Jiappens to me-” 

“ What is the matter, then 1 ” said Pitt, somewhat relieved. 

“ It’s the boy,” said Eawdon, in a husky voice. “ I want yon to pro¬ 
mise me that you will take charge of him when I’m gone. That de,ar 
good wife of yoprs has always good to him; and he’s fonder of her 
than lie is of his. . . .—^Damn it. Look here, Pitt—you know that I 
was to have had* Miss Crawley’s money. I wasn’t brought up like a 
younger brother: but was always encouraged to be extravagant and 
kep idle. But for this I might have been quite a different man. I didn’t 
do my duty with the regiment so bad. V^ou know how I was thrown 
over about the money, and who got it.” ' >■ 

“After the sacrifices I have made, and the m.anncr in which I have 
stood by you, I think this sort of reproach is useless,” Sir Pitt said. 
“^Your m.arriage was your own doing, not mine.” 

“ That’s over now,” said Eawdon.—“ That’s over now.” And the 
words were wrenched from him with a groan, which made his brother 
start. 

“Good God! is she dead?” Sir Pitt said, with a voice of genuine 
alarm and commiseration. 

“ I wish 1 was,” Eawdon replied. “ If it w.asn’t for little Eawdon 
I’d have cut my throat this morning — and th.at damned villain’s 
too.” 

Sir Pitt instantly guessed the truth, and surmised that Lord Steyne 
was tlie pei'son whose life Evwdon wished to take. The Colonel told 
his senior briefly, and in broken accents, the circumstances of the case. 
“It was a regular plan between that scoundrel anl her,” he said. 
“The bailiffs were put upon me: I was taken as I w.as going out of his 
house: when I'wrote to her for money, she said she was ill in bed, and 
put me off to another day. And when I got home I found her in 
diamonds .and sitting with that villain alone.” He then went on to 
describe hurriedly the personal conflict with Lord Steyne. To an affair 
of that nature, of course, he said, there was but one issue : and after his 
conference with his brother, ho was going away to make the necessary 
arrangements for the meeting which must ensue. “ And as it m.ay end 
tatally for me,” Eawdon said with a broken voice, “ and as the boy has 
no mother, I must leave him to you and Jane, Pitt—only it will bo a 
comfort to me if you will promise me to be his friend.” 

The elder brother was much affected, and shook Eawdon’s hand with 
a cordiality seldom exhibited bv bun. Eawdon passed his hand over 
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his shaggy eyebrows. “ Thank you brother,” said he. “ I know I can 
trust your word.” • 

“ I will, upou my honour,” the Baronet said. And thus, and almost 
mutely, this bargain was struck between them. 

Then Bawdun took out of his pocket the little pocket-book which he 
h.ad discovered in Becky’s desk: and from which he drew a bundle of" 
the notes which it contained. “ Here’s six 'liundrecC’ he said—“ you 
didn’t know I was so rich. I want you to give the money to Briggs, 
who lent it to us—and who was so ®nd to the boy—^andr lVe Always 
felt ashamed of having taken the poor old woman’s money. Andjiere’s 
some more—I’ve only kept back a few pounds—which Becky may as 
well have, to get on with. As he spok^ he took hold of the other notes 
to give to hi.s brother: but his harills shook, and ho was so a^tated 
that the pocket-book fell from him, and out of it the thousand pound 
note which had been the last of the unlucky Becky’s winnings. ’ 

Pitt stooped .and picked them up, amazed at so much w’calth. “ Not 
that,” liawdon said—“ I hope to put a bullet into* the man whom that 
belongs to.” had thouglit to himself, it would be a fine revengo to 
wrap ,a b,all in the note, and kill Steyue with it. 

After this colloquy the brothers once more shook hands and parted. 
Lady Jane had heard of the Colonel’s arriv.al, and was waiting for her 
hnsbaud in the adjoining dining-room, with female instinct, auguristg 
evil. Tlio door of tlio dining-room happened to be left open, and the 
l.ady of course w.as issuing from it as the two brothers passed out of 
the studja She held out her hand to Rawdon, and said she was glad 
ho wiis come to bre.akfast; though she cc*dd perceive, by hisTiaggard 
unshorn face, and the dark looks of her hu4>and, that there was very 
little question of breakfast between them. Rawdon muttered some 
excuses .about an engagement, squeezing hard the timid little hand 
which his sister-in-law reached out to him. Her imploring eyes could 
road nothing but c.al.amity in his face; but he went aw.ay without 
anotlicr word. Nor did Sir Pitt vouchsafe her .any explanation. The 
cliildren came up to salute him, and he kissed them in his usiual frigid 
manner. The mother took both of them close to herself, and held a 
hand of each of them as they knelt down to prayers, which Sir Pitt 
re.ad to them, and to the servants in their Sunday suits or liveries, 
ranged upon chairs on the other side of the hissing tea-urn. Breakfast 
was so late that day, in consequence of the delays which had oceun-od, 
tliat'tlie church-bells bcg.au to ring whilst they were sitting over 
their meal: and Lady Jauo was too ill, she said, to gt^to church, 
though her thoughts had been entirely astray during the period of 
family devotion. 

Rawdon Crawley meanwhile hurried on from Great Gaunt Street, 
and knocking at the great bronze Modus.a’s ho.ad which stands on the 
portal of Gaunt House, brought out the purple Silenus in a red and 
silver waistcoat, wlio acts as porter of tliat palace. The man was 
scared also by the Colonel’s dishevelled appearance, and baixed the 
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way as if afraid that the other was going to force it. But Colonel 
Crawley only took out a card and enjoined him pai’licularly to send it 
in to Lord Steyne, and to mark the address written on it, and say that 
Colonel Crawley would be all day after one o’clock at the Eegeut Club 
in St. James’s Street—not at home. The fat red-faced man looked 
after him with aqjionishmgnt as he strode away; so did the people in 
their Sunday clothes who were out so early; the ciiarity boys with 
shining faces, the green-gx-ocer lolling at his door, and the publican 
shutting his shutters in the sunshine, against service commenced. 
The people joked at the cabstand about his appearance, as he took 
a carriage there, and told the driver to drive him to Knightsbridge 
Barracks. ' . 

All the bells were jangling and tolling aj he I’eached that place. He 
might Jiave seen his old acquaintance Amelia on her way from 
Brompton to Russell Square had ho been looking ov-t. Troops of 
schools were on their m.arch to church, the shiny pavement and out¬ 
sides of coaches in ‘the suburbs wei’e thronged with people out upon 
their Sunday pleasure; but the Colonel was mtch tr>o busy to take 
any heed of these phenomena, and, arriving at Knightsbridge, speedily 
made his way up to the room of his old friend and comrade Cu-pbrin 
Maemurdo, who Crawley found, to his satisfaction, was in barracks. 
^'Capiain Maemurdo, a veteran ofiicer and Waterloo man, greatly liked 
by his regiment, in which want of money alone prevented him from 
attaining the highest i-anks, was enjoying the forenoon calmly in bed. 
He had .been at a fast supper-party, given the night before by Captain 
the Honourable George Cinlibars, at his house in Brompton Square, to 
several young men of tliO'<regiment, and a number of laelies of the corps 
de ballet, and old Mac, who was at home with people of all ages and 
r.anks, and consorted with generals, dog-fanciers, oper.a-dancers, bruisers, 
and every kind of person, in a word, was resting himself after the night’s 
labours, and, not being on duty, was in bed. 

His room was hung round with boxing, sporting, and dancing pictures, 
presented to him by conn-ades as they retired from the regiment, .and 
m.amed and settled into quiet life. And as he was now nearly fifty 
years of age, twenty-four of which he h.ad passed in the corps, he had 
a singul.ar museum. He was one of the best shots in England, and, for 
a heavy man, one of the best riders; indeed, he and Crawley had been 
rivals when the latter was in the army. To be brief, Mr. Macmui'do 
was lying in bod, reading in Bell's Life an account of that very fight 
between the Tutbury Pet and the Barking Butcher, which hjvs been 
before mentioned—a venerable bidstly w.arrior, with a little close-shaved 
grey head, with a silk night-c.ap, a red face and nose, and a great dyed 
moustache. 

When Eawdon told the C.aptain he wanted a friend, the latter knew 
perfectly well on what duty of friendship he was called to act, and 
indeed had conducted scores of affairs for his acquaintances with the 
greatest prudence and skill. His Royal Highness the late lamented 



A NOVEL triTHOUT A HERO. 


m 


Commander-in-Clncf liad had the greatest regard for Macmurdo on this 
account; and lie was the common refuge of gentlemen in trouble. 

“ What’s the row about, Crawley, my hoy ? ” said the old warrior. 

“ No more gambling business, hay, like that when we shot Captain 
Marker ? ” 

“ It’s about—^about my wife,” Crawley answered, casting down hU 
eyes and turning, yery red. > • 

The other gave a whistle. “ I always said she’d throw you over,” ha 
began:—indeed there wore bets in, the regiment and at the clubs 
regarding the probable fate of Colonel Crawley, so lightly was his wife’s 
character esteemed by his comrades and the world ; bvrt seeing the 
savage look with which Bawdon answered the expression of this opinion, 
Macmurdo did not think tit to enlarjc'upon it further.^ 

“ Is there no way out <»f it, old boy 1 ” the Captain continued in a 
grave tone. “Is it only suspicion, you know, or—or what is it 1 Any 
letters ? Can’t you keep it quiet 1 Best not make .any noise about a 
thing of that sort if you can help it.” “ Think of his only finding her 
out now,” the Ca])tain thought to himself, and remembered a hundred 
particular conversations .at the mess-table, in which Mrs. Crawley’s 
reputation had been tojjutQ^shreds. 

“ There’s no way but one ouTof it,” Eawdon replied—“ .and there’s 
only a way out of it for one of us, Mac—do you understand 1 I was 
put out of the way: arrested; I found ’em alone together. I fold 
him ho was a liar and a coward, and knocked him down and thrashed 
him..'’ 

“ Serve him right,” Macmurdo said. “ Who is it 1 ” . 

Eawdon answered it was Lord Steyne, 

“ The deuce ! a Marquis ! they said he—^that is, they s.aid you-” 

“ What the devil do you mean 1 ” roared out Eawdon ; “ do you mean 
th.at you ever heard a fellow doubt about my Wife, and didn’t tell me, 
Mac 1 ” 

“ The world’s very censorious, old boy,” the other replied. “ What 
the deuce was the good of my telling you what any-tom-fools talked 
about 1 ” ~ 

“ It was damned unfriendly, Mac,” said Eawdon, quite overcome ; 
and, covering his face with his hands, he gave way to an emotion, tho< 
sight of which caused the tough old cjimpaigner oj)posite him 
wiace_with sympathy. “Holdup, old boy,” he said; “great mrn or 
'^■fP^we’ir’put' aT bullet in him, d.anm him. As for women, they’re 
all so ” 

“You don’t know how fond I was of th.at one,” Eawdon said, half 
inarticulately. “ Damnie, I followed her like a footman. I g.ave up 
everything I had to her. I’m a beggar because I would man-y her 
By Jove, air, I’ve pawned my own watch in order to ge* her anything 
she fancied; and she—she’s been makings purse for herself all the 
time, and grudged mo a hundred pound to get me out of quod.” He 
then, fiercely and incoherently, and with an agitation under which 
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Ilia counsellor had never before seen him labour, told Macmurdo the 
circumstances of the story. His adviser caught at some stray hints 
in it. 

“ She may be innocent, after all,” he said. “ She says so. Stcyne has 
been a hundred times alone with her in the house before.” 

“ It may be so,” Hawdon answered, sadly; “ but this don’t look 
very innocent; ” ivid lie showed the Captain the thoij^and pound note 
which he h.ad found in Becky’s pocket-book. “ This is what he gave 
her, Mac: and she kep it unkno,wn to me: and with this money in 
the house, she refused to stand by me when I was locked up.” The 
Captain could not but own that the secreting of the money had a very 
uglylojjfc _ .. 

Whilst they were engaged in their conference, Hawdon dispatched 
Captain Maemurdo’s servant to Cnrzon Stceet, with an order to the 
domestic there to give up a bag of clothes of which the Colonel had 
great need. And during the man’s absence, and with great labour and 
a Johnson’s Dictionary, which stood them in much stead, Kawdon and 
his second composed letter, which the latter was to send to Lord 
Steyne. Captain Macmurdo had the honour oi' waiiTmg upon the 
hlarquis of Steyne, on the part of Colonel Kawdon Crawley, and begged 
to intimate that he was empowered by the Colonel to make any arrange¬ 
ments for th^ meeting which, he had no doubt, it was his Lordship’s 
iiifehtion to demand, and which the circumstances of the morning had 
rendered inevitable. Captain Macmurdo begged Lord Steyne, in the 
most polite manner, to appoint a friend, with whom he (Captain M‘M.) 
might communicate, and desired that the meeting might take place 
with as little delay as possible. 

In a postscript the Captain stated that he had in his possession n, 
bank-note for a large .amount, which Colonel Crawley had reason to 
suppose was the property of the Marquis of Steyne. And he w.os 
anxious, on the Colonel’s behalf, to give up the note to its owner. 

By the time this note was composed, the Captain’s servant returned 
from his mission to Colonel Crawley’s house in Cnrzon Street, but 
without the c,arpet-bag and portmanteau, for which he had been sent 
and with a very puzzled and odd face. 

1 “ They won’t give ’em up,” said the man; “ there’s a regular shinty 

ia the house ; and everything at sixes and sevens. The landlord’s 
come in and took possession. The servants w.os a drinkin’ up in the 
drawing-room. They s.aid—they said you had gone off with the 
plate, Colonel,”—the man added after a pause :—“ One of the servants 
is off already. And Simpson, the man as was very noisy and drunk 
indeed, says nothing shall go out of the house until his wages ia 
paid up.” 

The account of this little revolution in May Fair astonished and gave 
a little gaiety to an otlicrwise veiy conversation. The two ofliecra 
laughed at Itawdon’s discomfiture. 

“ I’m glad the little ’im isn’t at home,” Kawdon said, biting Lis naila 



A NOVEL -Without a hero. 


457 


“You remember him, Mac, don’t you, in the Biding School ? How he 
eat the kicker to be sure ! didn’t he 7” 

“ That he did, old boy,” said the good-nfftured Captain. 

Little Bawdon was then sitting, one of fifty gown-boys, in the 
Chapel of Whitefriars School: thinking, not about the sermon, but 
about going home next Saturday, when Ids father would certainly tip 
liim, and perhaps would take him to the play* • 

“ He’s a regular ti’ump, that boj%” the father went on, still musing 
■ about his son. “ I say, Mac, if anything goes wi’ong—if 1 drop— 
I should like you to—to go and see him, you know ; and say that 1 was 
very fond of him, and that. And—dash it—old chap, give him these 
gold sleeve-buttons; it’s all I’ve got. lie covered Ids face with his 
black hands; over which the tears r«lfed and made futyows of white. 
Mr. Maemurdo had also oconsion tt^ke off his silk night-cap and rub 
it across his eyes. • • 

“ Go down and order some breakfast,” he said to his man in a loud 
cheerful voice,—“Wliat’ll yon have, Crawley? Sfffue devilled kidneys 
and a herring—diet’s^ay—^And, Clay, lay out some dressing things for 
the Colonel: w? were always pretty much of a size, Bawdon, juy boy, 
and neither of us ride so light as we did when we first entered the 
corps.” With which, and leaving the Colonel to dress himself, 
Maemurdo tin-ncd round towai’ds the wall, and resumed the perusal ot 
lieWs Life, until such time as his friend’s toilette was complete, and no 
was at liberty to commence his own. 

This, as he was about to meet a lord, Captain Maemurdo performed 
with particular care. He waxed his musta^hios into a state of brilliant 
polish, and put on a tight cravat and a trim buff waistcoat: so that all 
the young officers in the mess-room, whither Crawley had preceded his 
friend, complimented Mac on his appearance at breakfast, and asked if 
he was going to be married that Sunday ? 


CnAPXEE LV. 

IN WHICH THE SAME SUBJECT IS PORSOED. 

Becky did not rally from the state of stupor and confusion in which 
the events of the previous night had plunged her intrepid spirit, until 
the bolls of the Curzon Street Chapels were ringing for afternoon service, 
.and rising from her bod she began to ply her own bell, jji order to 
summon the Fi-eneh maid who had left her some hours before. 

Mrs. Bawdon Crawley rang many times in vain ; and though, on the 
last occasion, she rang with such vehemence as to pull down the bell- 
rope, Mademoiselle Fifine did not make her appearance,—no, not 
though her mistress, in a great pet, and with the bell-rope in her liand, 
came out to the landing-nlace with her hair over her shoulders, and 
screamen out rcpeateaiy for her attendant. 
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The truth is, she had quitted the premises for many hours, and upon 
that permission which is called French leave among us. After picking 
up the trinkets in the drawing-room, Madmoiselle had ascended to her 
own apartments, packed and corded her own boxes there, tripped out 
^/Snd called a cab for herself, brought down her tnmks with her own 
hand, and without ever so much as asking the aid of any of the other 
sorvanis, who would prbbably have refused it, n’.-they hated her 
cordially, and without wishing any one of them good-bye, had made her 
exit from Curzon Street. ' 

The g^Bj ihTier opinion, was over in that little domestic establish¬ 
ment. ~Fifihe weht^.off^in a cab, as we have knowmnore'exalted 
persona of ter nation to do under similar circumstances : but, more 
lu'ovident or lacky than these, '‘she secured not only her own pro¬ 
perty, but some of her mistress’s (if indeed that lady could be said 
to liave any property at all)—and not only carried off the trinkets 
before alluded to, and some favourite dresses on which she had long 
kept her eye, but four richly gilt Louis Quatorze candlesticks, six gilt 
Albums, Keepsakes, and Books of Beauty, a gold, enanjellcd snuff-box 
which had once belonged to Madame du Barri, and the sweetest little 
inkstand and mother-of-pearl blotting-book, which Becky used when 
she composed her charming little pink-notes, had vanished from the 
pesmisea in Curzon Street together with Mademoiselle Fifine, and all 
the silver laid on the table for the little festin which Kawdon interrupted. 
Tlie plated ware Mademoiselle left behind her was too cumbrous 
probably, for which reason, no doubt, she also left the fire-irons, the 
chimney-glasses, and the roa'iwood cottage piano. 

A lady very like her subsequently kept a milliner’s shop in the Rue 
du Helder at Paris, where she lived with great credit and enjoyed the 
p.atromage of my Lord Steyne. This person always spoke of England as 
of the most treacherous countiy in the world, and stated to her young 
pupils that she had been nffreusement vole by natives of that island. It 
was no doubt compassion for her misfortunes which induced the 
Marquis of Steyne to be so very kind to Madame de Saint Amar.anthe. 
May she flourish as she deserves,—she appears no more in our quarter 
of V.anity Fair. ■ 

Hearing a buzz and a stir below, and indignant at the impudence of 
those servants who would not answer her summons, Mrs. Crawley 
flung her morning robe round her, and descended majestically to the 
drawing-room, whence the noise proceeded. 

The coojj was there with blackened face, seated on the beautiful 
chintz sofa by the side of Mrs. Raggles, to whom she w.as administering 
' .Maraschino. The page with the sugar-loaf buttons, who carried about 
Becky’s pink notes, and jumped about her little carriage with such 
alacrity, was now engaged putting his fingers into a cream dish; the 
footman was talking to Eaggle.s, who had a face full of perplexity 
and woe—^and yet, though the door was open, and i&cky had 
been screaming a half-dozen of times a few feet off, not one of her 
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atlciiilants had obeyed her call. “Have a little drop, do’ee now’ 
Ml'S. Haggles,” the cook w.ts saying as Becky entered, the white, 
cachmere dressing-gown flouncing around her. 

“Simpson! Trotter!” the mistress of the house cried in great 
wrath. “How dare you stay here when you heard me call? How 
dare you sit down in niy presence? Where’s myfaaid?” The page 
withdrew ] 4 iirfi.gers from his mouth with a momentary terror: but the 
cook took oif a glass of Mai'aschino, of which Mra Haggles had had 
enough, staring at Becky over the kittle gilt glass as she drained its 
contente. The liquor appeared to give the odious rebel courage. 

“ Your sofy, indeed ! ” Mrs. Cook said. “ I’m a settin’ on Mi’s. 
Baggies’s sofy. Don’t you stir, Mrs. Jlaggles, Mum. I’m a settin’ on 
Mr. and Mrs. Baggles’s sofy, which* they bought witK honest money, 
.and very dear it cost ’em, too. And I’m thinkin’ if J set here until I’m 
paid my wages, I shall set a precious long time, Mrs. Baggies ; and set 
I will, too—ha ! ha! ” and with this she filled herself another glass o» 
the liquor, and drank it with a more hideously satirical air. 

“Trotter! Simpsen! turn that drunken wretch out,” screamed Mrs. 
Cr.awley. 

“ I shawn’t,” said Trotter the footman ; “ turn out yourself. Pay i 
our sellcries, and tuni me out too. We'U go fast enough.” 

“ Are you all here to insult me ? ” cried Becky, in a fury ; “ lAen 
Colonel Crawley comes home I’ll—” 

At this the servants burst into a hoarse haw-haw, in v/hich, however, 
Baggies, who stUl kept a mo.st melancholy countenance, dicj not join. 
“ He ain’t a-coming back,” Mr. Trotter»resumed. “ He sent for his 
thuigs, and I wouldn’ let ’em go, although Mr. Baggies would; and I 
don’t b’lieve he’s no more a Colonel than I am. He’s hoflf: and I 
suppose you’re a goin’ after him. You’re no better tlian swindlers,, 
botli on you. Don’t be a bullyin’ I won’t stand it. Pay us our 
.sellcries, I say. Pay us our sellerics.” It wjis evident, from Mr. 
Trotter’s flushed countenance and defective intonation, that he, too, 
lia<l had recourse to vinous stimulus. 

“ Mr. Baggle-s,” said Becky, in a passion of vexation, “you will not 
surely let mo be insulted by that drunken man 1 ” “ Hold your noise.t 
Trotter; do now,” said Simpson the page. He was affected by his 
mistress’s deplorable situation, and succeeded in preventing an 
outrageous denial of the epithet ‘drunken’ on the footman’s part. 

“ O Mam,” said Haggles,•“ I never thought-to live to see this year 
day. I’ve known the Crawley family ever since I was hfi'n. I lived 
butler with Miss Crawley for thirty years ; and I little thought one of 
that family was a goin’to ruing me—yes, ruing me”—said the poctf' 
fellow with tears in his eyes. “ Har you a goin’ to pay me ? You’ve 
lived in this ’ouse four year. You’ve ’ad my substance: my phite 
and linning. You ho me a milk and butter bill of two ’undred pound, 
you must ’ave noo laid heggs for your homlets, and cream for your 
spauil dog.” 
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* She <lidn’t caro what her own flesh and blood had,” interposed the 
cook. “ Many’s the time, he’(l have starved but for me.” 

“ He’s a charaty boy now. Cooky,” said Mr. Trotter, with a drunken 
“hai ha!”—and honest Eaggles continued, in a lamentable tone, an 
enumeration of his griefs. All he said was true. Becky and her 
husband had ruined him. He had bills coming due next week and no 
means to meet them. He "Would be sold up and turiifca ev.* of his shop 
and his house, because he had tiaisted to the Crawley family. His 
tears and lamentations made Becky more peevish than ever. 

“You all seem to be against me,” she said, bitterly. “ What do yon 
i w.ant 1 I can’t pay you on Sunday. Come back to-morrow and I’ll 
i pay yon everything. I thought Colonel Crawley had settled with you. 
He will to-moM'OW. I declare tb you upon my honour that he left 
home this morning with fifteen hundred pounds in his pocket-book. 
He has left me nothing. Apply to him. Give me a bonret and shawl 
and let me go out and And' him. There was a difference between us 
this morning. You ail seem to know it. I promise you upon my word 
that you shall all be paid. He has got a good appointment. Let me 
go out and find him.” 

This audacious statement caused Eaggles and the other personages 
present to look at one another with a wild surprise, and with it Eebecca 
lefWheni. She went up stairs and dressed herself this time without 
the aid of her Fi’cnch maid. She went into Kawdon’s room, and there 
saw that a trunk and bag were packed ready for removal, with a pencil 
direction that they should be given when called for; then she went 
into the 'Frenchwoman’s garret; everything was clean, and all the 
drawers emptied thei’e. S^le bethought herself of the trinkets which 
had been left on the grouncl, and felt certain that the woman had fled. 
“ Good Heavens ! was ever such ill luck as mine?” she said ; “to bo 
so near, and to lose all. Is it all too Late ? No ; there was one chance 
more.” 

She dressed herself, and went away unmolested this time, but alone. 
It was four o'clock. She went swiftly down the streets (she had no 
money to pay for a caiTiage), and never stopped until she ciinie to 
Sir Pitt Crawley’s door, in Gi'eat Gaunt Street. Where was Ljvdy 
Jane Crawley? She was at church. Becky w.as not sorry. Sir Pitt 
■..was in his study, and had given ordem not to be disturbed—she must 
see him—she slipped by the sentinel in livery at once, and was in 
' Sir Pitt’s room before tire astonished Baronet had even laid down 
the paper. ^ 

He turned red and started back from her with a look of great alarm 
r.’id horror. 

“ Do not look so,” she said. “ I am not guilty, Pitt, dear Pitt; 
you were my friend once. . Before God, I am not guilty. I seem so. 
< Everything is against me. And 0 ! at such a moment! ju.st when 
all my hopes were about to be I'ealised: just when happiness was in 
•tore for us.” 
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“ Is this true, what I see in the piper, then 'I ” Sir Pitt said—a 
paragraph in which had greatly surprised him. 

“ It is true. Lord Steyne told me on Friday night, the night of that 
fatal ball. He has been promised an appointment any time these six 
months. Mr. Martyr, the Colonial Secretary, told him yesterday that 
it was made out. That unlucky arrest ensued ; that horrible meeting. 

I was only guiltv of too much devotednef^ to Eawdon’s service. I 
have recci'((^i6rd Steyne alone a hundred times before. I confess I 
had money of which i^wdon knc\y nothing. Don’t you know how 
careless he is of it, and could I dare to confide it to him ? ” And so 
she went on with a perfectly connected story, which she -poured into 
the ears of her perplexed kinsman. 

It was to the following eftect. Bejky owned, and wi^x perfect frank¬ 
ness, but deep contrition, that having remarked Lord Steyuo’s partiality 
for her (at the mention of which Pitt blushed), and being secure of her 
own virtue, fftie had determined to turn the great peer’s attachment to 
tile advantage of herself and her family. “ I looked for a peerage for 
you, Pitt,” she said (the brother-in-law again turned red). “We have 
talked about it. Y8ur genius and Lord Steyno’s interest made it more 
than probable, had not this dreadful calamity come to put an end to all 
our hopes. But, first, I own that it was my object to rescue my dear v 
husband,—him whom I love in spite of all his ill usage and suspicions 
of me,—to remove him from the poverty and ruin which was impencfing 
over us. I saw Lord Steyne’s partiality for me,” she said, casting down 
her eyes. “ I own that I did everything in my power to make mysell 
pleasing to him, and as far as an honest woman may, to secure his—his ■ 
esteem. It was only on Friday morning tliat the news arrived of the 
death of the Governor of Coventry Island, and my Lord instantlyi 
secured the appointment for my dear husband. It was intended as a| 
surprise for him,—he was to see it in the papers to-day. Even .after 
that horrid arrest look place (the expenses of which Lord Steyne 
generously said he would settle, so that I was in a manner prevented 
from coming to my husb.and’s assistance), my Lord was laughing with 
me, and saying that my dearest Eawdon would be consoled when he 
read of his appointment in the paper, in that shocking spun—bailiff’s 
house. And then—then he came home. His suspicions were excited, * 
—the dreadful scene took place between my Lord and my cruel, cniel 
Eawdon,—and, O my God, what will happen next 1 Pitt, de.ar Pitt!. 
pity me, and reconcile us ! ” And as she spoke she flung herself downj 
on her knees, and bursting into tears, seized hoM of Pitt’s hand, which! 
she kissed passionately. • 

It was in this very attitude that Lady Jane, who, returning froi^ 
church, ran to her husband’s room directly she heard Mrs. Eawdon 
Crawley was closeted there, found the Baronet and his si.ster-in-law. 

“ I am surprised that woman has the audacity to enter this house,” 
Lady Jane said, trembling in eveiy limb, .and tuming quite pale. (Her 
ladyship had sent out her maid directly after breakfast, who had com- 
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mnuicated with Eaggles and Ilawdon Crawley’s household, who had 
told her all, and a great deal moi-e than they knew, of that story, and 
many others besides). “ How dare Mrs. Crawley to enter the house of 
—of an honest family ? ” 

Sir Pitt started back, amazed at his wife’s display of vigour. Becky 
still kept her kneeling posture, and clung to Sir Pitt’s hand. 

“ Tell her that «he does not know all. Tell her that I am innocent, 
dear Pitt,” she whimpered out. 

1 “ Upon niy word, my love, I think you do Mrs. Crawley injustice,” '■ 
Sir Pitt said; at which speech Eebecca was vastly relieved. “ Indeed 
I believe her to be- " 

“ To be what 1 ” cried out Lady Jane, her clear voice thrilling, and 
her heart beating violently as she spoke. “ To be a_wickjd woman—a 
heartl^ mother, a false wife 1 She never loved her dear little boy, 

/ who used to fly here and tell me of her cruelty to him. She netrer came 
' into a family but she strove to bring misery with her, and to we.aken 
the most sacred aflectioiis with lier wicked flattery and falsehood.^. 
She has deceived her'husband, as she has deceived everybody; her soul 
is black with vanity, worldliness, and all sorts df crime. I tremble 

when I touch her. I keep my children out of her sight. I-” 

“ Lady Jane! ” cried Sir Pitt, starting up, “this is really language—” 

“ I have been a tnie and faithful wife to you. Sir Pitt,” Lady Jane 
continued, intrepidly; “ I have kept my marriage vow as I made it to 
God, and have been obedient and gentle as a wife should. But righteous 
obedience has its limits, and I declare that I will not bear that—that 
woman again under my roof: if she ontera it, I and my children will 
leiive it. She is not worthy fb sit down with Christian people. You— 
you must choose, .sir, between her and me and with this my Lady 
swept out of the room, fluttering with her own audacity, and le.aving 
Bebccca and Sir Pitt not a little astonished at it. 

As for Becl^, she was not hurt; nay, slm was pleased. “ It was the 
diamond clasp you gave me,” she said to Sir Pitt, reaching him out her 
hand ; and before she left him (for which event you may be sui e my 
Lady Jane was looking out from her dressing-room window in the 
upper storey) the Baronet had promised to go and seek out his brother, 
taud endeavour to bring about a reconciliation. 

, Bawdon found some of the young fellows of the regiment se.ated in the 
. mess-room at breakfast, and was induced without much difliculty to 
partake of that meal, and of tlie devilled legs of fowls and soda-water -with 
which these young gentlemen fortified themselves. Then they had a 
conversation befitting the day and their time of life; about the next 
'^)igeon-mateh .at Battersea, with relative bets upon Ross and Osbaldiston; 
about Mademoiselle Ariane of the French Opera, .and who had left her, 
and how she was consoled by PantlierC.arr; and about the fight between 
the Butcher and the Pet, and the probabilities that it w.as a cro.ss. 
Young T.andynian, a hei'o of seventeen, laboriously endeavouring to get 
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»ip a pair >f mustachios, had seen tlie ffight, and spoke in the most 
Kcientifio manner aoout me battle, and the condition of the men. It 
was he who had driven the Batcher on to,the ground in his drag, atid 
passed the whole of the previous night with him. Had there not been 
foul play he must have won it. All the old files of the Ring were in it: 
and Tandynnin wouldn’t pay ;■ no, diunmy, ho wouldn’t pay. It was but 
a year since the young Coi-uet, now so knowing a hand in Ciibb’s pai’lonr, 
had a still IjBJifteig liking for toffy, and used to be birched at Eton. 

’’ So they went on talking about dancers, fights, drinking,' den^-eps, 
until Macmurdo came down and joiilfed the boys and the conversation. 
He did not appear to thmk that any especial reverence was due to their 
boyhood; the old fellow cut in with stories, to the full as choice as any 
the youngest rake present had to tcll^—nor did his own gray hairs, 
nor their smooth faces dctapi him. CJld Mao was famoils for his good 
stories. He was not exactly a lady’s man; that is, men asked him to 
dine rather at the houses of their mi.stres.ses than of their mothers. 
There can scarcely be a life lower, perhaps, than his; but he was quite 
contented with it, such as it was, and led it in Jierfect good nature, 
simplicity, andwodeity of demeanour. 

By the time Mac had finished a copious breakfast, most of the others 
had concluded their meal. Young Lord Varinas was smoking an 
immense Meeraehaum pipe, while Captain Hugues was employed with 
a cigar; that violent little devil Taiidyman, with his little bull-teriier 
between his legs, was tossing for shillings with all his might (that 
fellow wiis always at some g.ame or other) against Captain Deuccace ; 
and Mac and Eawdon walked off to the Club, neither, of com-se, having 
gi\cen any hint of the business which was ftecupying their minds. Both 
on the other hand, had joined pretty gaily in,the conversation; as, why 
•should they interrupt it ? Feasting, drinking, ribaldry, laughter, go on 
alongside of all sorts of other occupations in Vanity Fair,—the crowds 
were poui-ing out of church as Eawdon and his friend passed down 
Saint James’s Street and entered into their Club. 

The old bucks and habituds, who ordinarily stand gaping and 
grinning out of the great front window of the Club, had not arrived at 
tlicir po.sts as yet,—the newspaper-room was almost empty. One man 
was present whom Eawdon did not know ; another to whom he owed , 
a little score for whist, and whom, in consequence, he did not care to 
meet; a third was reading the Royalist (a periodical famous for its 
scandal and its attachment to Church and King) Sunday paper at the 
table, and, looking up at Crawley with some interest, said, “ Crawley, I 
congratulate you.” 

What do you mean 1 ” said the Colonel. 

“ It’s in the Observer and the Royalist too,” said Mr. Smith. 

“ What 1 ” Eiiwdon cried, turning very red. He thought that the 
affair with Lord Steyne w'as aheady in the public prints. Smith looked 
np wondering and smiling at the agitation which the Colonel exhibited 
as he took up the paper, and, trembling, began to read. 
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Mr. Smith and Mr. Brown ^^'the gentleman with whom Eawdon had 
the outstanding whist account) had been failking about the Colonel just ' 
before he came in. ' ' 

“ It is come just in the nick of time,” said Smith. " I suppose Crawley 
had not a shilling in the world.” 

“ It’s a wind that blows everybody good,” Mr. Brown said. “ Ha 
can’t go away without paying me a pony he owes njg.” 

“ What’s the salary ? ” asked Smith. 

“ Two or three thousand,” answered the other. “ But the climate’s'*' 
BO infernal, they don’t enjoy it long. Liver-seego died after eighteen 
months of it: and the man before went off in six weeks, I hear.” 

“ Some people say his brother is a very clever man.” “ I always 

found him a • jl- bore,” Smith ejacidated. “ He must have good 

interest, though. Ho must have got the Celonel the place.” 

“He I" said Brown, with a sneer.—“Pooh.—It was Lord Steyne 


got it.” ’■ 

“ How do you mean 1 ” 

“A virtuous woman is a crown to her husband,” answered the other, 
eniginatically, and went to read his papers. ' ■' 

Eawdon, for his part, read in the Royalist the following astonishing 
paragraph:— 

“ Govehnoksiiip of Coventbt Island. —H.M.S. Yellowjaek, Com- 
m'^nder Jaunders, has brought letters and paper’s from Coventry Island. 
H. E. Sir Thomas Liverseege had fallen a victim to the prevailing fever 
at Swamptown. His loss is deeply felt in the flourishing colony. We 
hear tliat the Governorship has been offered to Colonel Eawdon 
Crawley, C.B., a distinguished Waterloo officer. We need not only 
men of acknowledged bi'avery, but men of administrative talents to 
superintend the affairs of our colonies ; and we have no doubt that the 
gentleman selected by the Colonial Office to fill the lamented vacancy 
which has occurred at Coventry Island is admirably calculated for the 
post which he is about to occupy.” 

“ Coventry Island! where was it ? who had appointed him to the 
government? You must take me out as your secretary, old boy,” 
Captain Maemurdo said laughing; and as Crawley and his friend s.at 
wondering and perplexed over the announcement, the Club waiter 
brought in to the Colonel a card, on which the name of Mr. Wenham 
%as engraved, who begged to .see Colonel Crawley. 

The Colonel and his aide-de-camp went out to meet the gentleman, 
rightly conjecturing that he was an emissary of Lord Steyne. “ How 
d’ye do, Crawley ? I am glad to see you,” said Mr. Wenham, with a 
bhuid smile, and grasping Crawley’s hand with great cordiality. 

■ “ Yo’j come, I suppose, from-” 

“ Exactly,” said Mr. Wenham. 

“Then this is my friend Captain Maemurdo of the Life Guards 
Green.” 

“Delighted to know Captain Macraui-do, I’m .sure,” Mr. Wenham 
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said, and tenderea another smile and shake of the hand to the second, 
iia he had done to the principal. Mac pi^t out one finger, armed with 
a buckskin glove, and made a very frigid bow to Mr.Wenham over his 
tight cravat. He was, perhaps, discontented at being put in communi¬ 
cation with a peJein, and thought that Lord Steyne should have sent 
him a Colonel at the very least. 

“ As Macnjiij^.f acts for me, and knows wltat I mean,” Crawley said, 

I had better retire and leave you together.” 

“ Of course,” said Maemurdo. • * 

“ By no means, my dear Colonel,” Mr. 'Wenham said; “ the interview 
which I had the honour of requesting was with you personally, though 
the company of Captain Maemurdo cannot fail to be also mo.st pleasing 
In fact. Captain, I hope that our cofivei-sation will leaf to none but 
tile most agreeable results,'*very different fi'om those which my friend 
Colonel Crawley appears to anticipate.” * ' 

“ Humph 1 ” said Captain Maemurdo. Be hanged to these civilians, 
he thought to himself, they are always for arrangaig and speechifying. 
Mr. Wenham took a.fhair which was not offered to him—took a paper 
from his pocket, and resumed— 

“ You have seen this gratifying announcement in the papers this 
morning. Colonel ? Government has secured a most valuable servant, 
and you, if you accept office, as I presume you will, an excellent 
appointment. Three tliousand a-year, delightful climate, excellent 
government-house, all your own way in the Colony, and a certain pro¬ 
motion, I congratulate you with all ray heart. I presume you know, 
gentlemen, to whom my friend is indebted fcr this piece of patronage?” 

“ Hanged if I know,” the Captain said: his principal turned very red. 

“ To one of the most generous and kindest men in the world, as he is 
one of the greatest—to my excellent friend, the Mai-quis of Steyne.” 

“ I’ll see him d-before I take his place,” growled out Eawdon. 

“You are irritated against my noble friend,” Mr. Weidiam calmly 
resumed : “ and now. in the name of common-sense and justice, tell me 
wily ? ” 

“ Why?" cried Rfiwdon in surprise. 

“ Wliy ? Dammy! ” said the Captain, ringing his stick on the ground. 

“ Dammy, indeed,” said Mr. Wenham, with the most agreeable smile; 
“ still look at the matter as a man of the world—.os an honest man, and 
see if you have not been in the wrong. You come home from a journey, 
and find—what ?—my Lord Steyne supping at your house in Curzon 
Street with Mrs. Crawley. Is the circumstance strange ^or novel ? 
Has he not been a hundred times before in the same position 1 Upon 
my honour and word as a gentleman,” (Mr. Wenham here ])ut his hand 
on his waistcoat, with a parliamentary air,) “ I declare I think that 
your suspicions are monstrous and utterly unfounded, and that they 
injure an honourable gentleman who has proved his good-will towards 
you by a thousand benefactions—and a most spotless and innocent 
lady.” 
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“ Vou don’t mean to say tha'i—that Crawley’s mistaken 1 ” said Mr. 
Macmurdo. 

“I believe that Mrs. Crawley is as innocent as my wife, Mivs. 
’Wenhani,” Mr. Wenham said, with great energy. “ 1 believe that, 
misled by an infernal jealousy, my friend here strikes a blow against 
not only an infirm and old man of high station, his constant friend and 
benefactor, but against bis wife, his own dearest honsij^his sou’s future 
reputation, and his own prospects in life. 

“ I will tell j'ou -what happened,” Mr. Wenham continued, with great 
solemnity; “ I was sent for this morning by my Lord Steyue, and found 
him in a pitiable state, as, I need hai'diy inform Colonel Crawley, any 
man of age and infirmity would be after a personal conflict with a man 
of your strength. I say to yoin- face ; it was a cruel advantage you 
took of that strength. Colonel Crawley, “t was not only the body oi 
my noble and excellent friend which was wounded—his heart, sir, was 
bleeding. A man whom he h,ad loaded with benefits and regarded with 
affection, had subjected him to the foulest indigiuty. What was this 
very apixiintment, which appears in the journals,of to-d.ay, but a proof 
of his kindness to you ? When I saw his Lordship this moniing I 
found him in a stale j>itiable indeed to see : and as anxious :is you are 
to revenge the outrage committed upon him, by blood. You know he 
h?8 given his proofs, I presume. Colonel Crawley 1 ” 

“ He has plenty of pluck,” said the Colonel. “ Nobody ever said he 
hadn’t.” 

“ His first order to mo was to write a letter of challenge, and to carry 
it to Colonel Crawley. Que or other of you,” he said, “must not 
survive the outrage of last night.” 

Crawley nodded. “ You’re coming to the point, Wenham,” he said. 

“ I tried my utmost to calm Lord Steyno. ‘ Good God ! sir,’ I said, 
‘how I regret that Mrs. Wenham and my^lf had not accepted Mrs. 
Crawley’s invitation to sup with her ! ’ ” 

“ She iisked you to sup witli her 1 ” Captain Macmurdo said. 

“ After the Opera. Hero’s the note of invitation—stop—no, this is 
another paper—I thought I had it, but it’s of no consequence, and I 
pledge you my word to the fact. If we had come, and it was only one 
of Mrs. Weuham’s headaches which prevented u.s—she sufters under 
them a good deal, especially in the spring—if we h.ad come, and you 
had returned home, there would have been no quarrel, no insult, no 
suspicion—and so it is positively becjinse my poor wife baa a hea<lacho 
that you me ‘«o bring death down upon two men of honour, and jflunge 
two of the most excellent and ancient families in the kingdom into 
di.sgrace and sorrow.” 

Mr. Macmurdo looked at his principal with the air of a man pro¬ 
foundly puzzled ; and Eawdou felt with a kind of rage tliat his prey 
was escaping him. He did not believe a word of the story, and yet, 
how discredit or disprove it ? 

Mr. Wenham continued with the same fluent oratory, which in hii 
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place in parliament he had so often practised—“ I sate for an hour or 
more by Lord Steyne’s bedside, beseeching, imploring Lord Steyne to 
-forego his intention of demanding a meeting. I pointed out to him 
that the circumstances were after all suspicious—they were suspicious. 

I .acknowledge it, any man in your position might have been take n _in— 
I said that a man fiirious v/ith jealousy is to all intents and purposes a 
madman, an^ ->l>—.ftd be as such regarded—that a efuel between you 
enust lead to the disgrace of all parties conceimed—that a man of his 
Lordship’s exalted station had no li^ht in these days, when the most 
atrocious revolutionary principles, and the most dangerous levelling 
doctrines are preached among the vulgar, to create a public scandal; and 
th.at, however innocent, the common people would insist that he was 
guilty. In fine, I implored him not td send the challengb?’ 

“ I don’t believe one wordf of the whole story,” said I^wdon, grinding' 

Ids teeth. “ I Jielieve it a d-lie, and that you’re in it, Mr. ‘W'enham. 

If the challenge don’t come from him, by Jove it shall come from me.” 

Ml'. Wenh.am turned deadly pale at this savagd interruption of the 
Colonel, and loijced taw.ards the door. 

But he found a champion in C.aptain M.acmui do. That gentleman 
rose up with an oath, and rebuked Eawdon for Iiis haugnage. “ You 
put the affair into my hands, and you shall act as I think fit, by Jove, 
and not as yon do. You have no right to insult Mr. Wenham wi*h 
this sort of language; and dammy, Mr. Wenham, you deserve an 
apology. And as for a challenge to Lord Steyne, you may get some¬ 
body else to carry it, I won’t. If my lord, after being thrashed, 
chooses to sit still, dammy let him. Ai*d as for the affair with— 
with Mrs. Crawley, my belief is, there’s nothing proved at all: that 
j'onr wife’s innocent, as innocent as Mr. Wenham says she is : and at 
any rate, that you would be a d— fool not to take the place and hold 
your tongue.” 

“ Captain Macraurdo, you speak like a man of sense,” Mr. Wenham 
cried out, immensely relieved—“I forget any words that Colonel 
Crawley has used in the irritation of the moment.” 

“ I thought you would,” Eawdon said, with a sneer. 

“Shut your mouth, you old stoopid,” the Captain said, good-naturedly. 

“ Mr. Wenham ain’t a fighting man ; and quite right, too.” 

“ This matter, in my belief,” the Steyne emissary cried, “ ought to 
be buried in the moat profound oblivion. A word concerning it should 
never pass these doors. I speak in the interest .of my friend, as well 
as of Colonel Crawley, who persists in considering me his ep^my.” 

“I suppose Lord Steyne won’t talk about it very much,” said Captain 
Macraiu'do ; “and I don’t see why our side should. The affair ain’t jr 
very pretty one, any way you take it; and the less said about it the 
better. It’s you are tlirashed, and not us ; and if you ai’e satisfied, 
why, I think, we should be.” 

Mr. Wenham took his hat, upon this, and Captain Maemurdo follow¬ 
ing him to the door, shut it upon himself and Lord Steyne’s agent, 
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lea'nng Eawdou chafing withiL When the two wei'o on the other side, 
Macmurdo looked liard at the other ambassador, and with an expression 
of anything but respect on his round jolly face. 

“You don’t stick at ii trifle, Mr. Wenham,” he said. 

“ You fl.atter me. Captain Macmurdo,” answered the other, with a 
smile. “ Upon my honour and conscience, now, Mrs. Crawley did ask 
us to sup after the Opera;” ^ 

“ Of course ; and Mrs.’ Wenham h.id one of her headaches. I say^ 
I’ve got a thousand-pound note Ivre, which I will give you if you will 
give me a receipt, please; and I will put tlic note up in an envelope for 
Lord Steyne. My man shan’t fight him. But we had rather not take 
his money.” 

“ It w.as all a mistake,—all a mistake, my dear sir,” the other said, 
with the utmost innocence of m.anncr ; and was bowed down the Club 
steps Captain Macmurdo, just as Sir Pitt Crawley ascended them. 
There was a slight acquaintance between these two genttomen; and the 
Captain, going back with the Baronet to tlie room wliero the latter’s 
brother was, told Sir Pitt, in confidence, that he Ipid made the affair all 
right between Lord Steyne and the Colonel. 

Sir Pitt was well pleased, of course, at this intelligence; and con¬ 
gratulated his brother warmly upon the peaceful issue of the affair, 
moking appropriate moral remarks upon the evils of duelling, and the 
unsatisfactory nature of that sort of settlement of disputes. 

And after this preface, ho tried with all his eloquence to effect a 
reconciliation between Ilawdon and his wife. lie recapitulated the 
statements which Becky had made, pointed out the probabilities of 
their trath, and asserted his own firm belief in her innocence. 

But Hawdon would not hoar(J of it. “ She has kep money concealed 
from me these ten years,” he said. “She swore, last night only, she 
liad none from Steyne. She knew it was all up, directly I found it. 
If she’s not guilty, Pitt, she’s as b.ad as guilty; aud I’ll never see her 
again,—never.” Ills head sank down on his chest as he spoke the 
words ; aud he looked quite broken aud sad. 

“ Poor old boy,” Macmurdo said, shaking his head. 

Ikawdon Crawley resisted for some time the idea of taking the place 
which Ji.ad been procured for him by so odious a patron: .and w.as also 
for removing the boy from the school where Lord Steyno’s interest had 
placed him. lie was induced, however, to acquiesce in these benefits 
by the entreaties of his bi-other and Macinui-do: but mainly by the 
i latter pointmg out to him what a fury Steyne would be in, to think that 
' his enemy’s fortune was made through his means. 

When the Marquis of Steyne came abroad after his accident, the 
Colonial Secretary bowed up to him .and congratulated himself and the 
Service upon having made so excellent an appointment. These con- 
gnatulations were received with a degree of gratitude which may be 
imagined on the part of Lord Steyne. 
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The secret of the rencontre between iiim and Colonel Crawley was 
buried in the profoundest oblivion, as 'VVenham Sfdd; that is by the 
seconds and the principals. But before that evening; was over it was 
talked of at fifty dinner-tables in Vanity Fain Little Cackleby him¬ 
self went to seven evening jiartien, and told the story with comments 
and emf^nd^tinns at each place. How Mrs. AVashington AVhite revelled 
in it! The .B^rh^pess of Ealing was shockdtt beyon*d expression : the 
• BislnJp wc^t and wrote his name down in the visiting-book at Gaunt 
House that very day. Little Soutifdown was sorry: so you may be 
sure was his sister Lady Jane, very sorry. Lady Southdown 
wrote it off to her other daughter at the Cape of Good Hope. It 
was town-talk for at least three day^ and was only kept out of the 
newspapers by the exertions of Mrf Wagg, acting up^Jil a hint from 
Mr. Wenham. * 

The bailiffs,and brokers seized upon poor Haggles m Curzoli Street, 
iuid the hate fair tenant of that poor little mansion was in the mean¬ 
while—where ? Who cared ? Who asked after*a day or two 1 Was 
.slie guilty or ii^t ? JVe all know how charitable tlie world is, .and how 
the voi-dict of Vanity Fair goes when there is a doubt. Some people 
said she had gone to Naples in pursuit of Lord Stcyne ; whilst other’s 
avei’red th.at his Lordship quitted th.at city, and fled to Palemo on 
hearing of Becky’s .arriv.al ; some said she was living in Bierst*dt, 
.and liad become a dame d'homuur to the Queen of Bulgaida ; some 
lliat she was at Boulogne ; and others, at a boarding-house at 
Cheltenham. 

Ikuvdon made her a tolei’able annuity ; *and we m.ay be sure'that she 
was a woman who could make a little mone_^ go a, gr'c.at way, as the 
saying is. He would have paid his debts on leaving England, could ho 
have got any Insurance Office to take his life ; but the climate of 
Coventry Island w.os so bad that he could borrow no money on the 
strength of liis annuity. He remitted, however, to his brother punctu¬ 
ally, and wrote to his little boy regularly every mail. He kept 
Maemurdo in cigars ; and sent over quantities of shells, cayenne pepper, 
hot pickles, guava jelly, and colonial produce to Lady Jane. Ho sent 
his brother home the Sioamp Town Gazette, in which the new Governor 
w’tis praised with immense enthusiasm; whereas the Swamp Town 
Sentiiul, whose wife was not asked to Government House, declared that 
his Excellency was a tyr.ant, compared to whom Nero was an enlightened 
})liilauthropist. Little Bawdon used to like to get the papers and read 
about his Excellency, 

His mother never made any movement to see the chil<ir He went 
home to his aunt for Sundays and holid<ays; he soon knew every bird’s^ 
nest .about Queen’s Crawley, and rode out with Sir Huddlestone’s 
hounds, which he admired so on his first well-remembered visit to 
Hampshii'e. 
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CHAPTEE LVI. 

' GBOKGF IS MADE A GENTLEMAIf. 

Geobqt Osbohnb was now fairly establialiecl in Lis grandfailier’ 
mansion in Enssell Square : occupant of las fathei‘’s room in the house, 
and heir-apparent of all the splendours there. The good looks, gallant 
hearing, and gentlemanlike appearance of the ho^'won the grandsire’s 
heart for him Mr. Osborne wr.3 as proud of him as ever he had been 
of the elder George. , 

The qliild had.mauy more luxuries and indulgen;des than had been 
awarded to his father. Osborne’s commerce had prospered greatly of 
late years. His we.alth and importance in the City had very much 
increased. He had teen glad enough in former days to put the elder 
George to a good private school; and a commissicti in frlie army for his 
son had been a source of no small pride to him: for littlo George and 
his future prospects the old man looked much idgher. He would make 
a gentleman o( the little chap, was Mr. Osborne’s constant saying 
regarding little Georgy. He saw him in his mind’s eye, a collegian, a 
parliament-man,—a Baronet, perhaps. The old man thought ho would 
die contented if ho could see his grandson in a fair way to such honours 
He would have none but a tip-top college man to educate him,—none 
of your quacks and pretondefs,—^no, no. A few yeai's before, he used 
to bo savage, and inveigh' against alt pai-sous, scholars, and the like,— 
declaring that they were a pack of humbugs, aiid quacks, that weren’t 
lit to get their living but by grinding Latin and Gi’eek, and a set of 
supercilious dogs, that pretended to look down upon British merchants 
and gentlemen, who couUl buy up half a hundred of ’em. Ho would 
mourn now, in a very solemn manner, that his own education had been 
neglected, and repeatedly point out, in pompous orations to Georgy, the 
necessity and excellence of classical acquirements. 

When they mot at dinner the grand.siro used to ask the lad what ho 
had been reading during the day, and was greatly interested at the 
report the boy gave of his own studies: pretending to understand 
little George when he spoke regarding tliem. He made a hundred 
blunders, and showed his ignorance many a time. It did not increase 
the respect* vhich the child had. for his senior. A quick brain and a 
better education elsewhere showed the boy very soon that his grandsiro 
was a dullard ; and he began accordingly to command him and to look 
down upon him; for his previous education, humble and contracted as 
it had been, had made a much better gentleman of Georgy than any 
plans of his grandfather could make him. He had been brought up 
by a kind, weak, and tender woman, who had no pride about anything, 
but about him, and whose heart was so pure and whose bearing was so 
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meek and Imiiilde, that she could not Rut needs be a true lady. She 
busied herself in gentle offices and qu^et duties; if she never said 
brilliant things, she never spoke or thought unkind ones : guileless and 
artlo^ loving and pure, indeed how could our poor little Amelia be 
other than a real genl.iewoman ? 

Young Georgy lorded over this soft and yielding nature : and \he 
contrast of,'t>T!,iiifJ)licity and delicacy with the coarse pomposity of the 
' <lnll1!)ld man with whom ho next caTiie in contact, made him lord over 
the latter too. If he had been a Prince Eoyal he could not have been 
better brought up to think well of himself. 

Whilst his mother w.as ye.arning after him at home, and’I do believe 
every hour of the day, and during most hours of the sad lonely nights, 
thinking of him, this young gentlemtui had a number »l'ple:rsurcs and 
consolations administered *to him, which made him for his part bear 
the scpiiratii»n from Amelia very easily. liittlo boys who efty wlicn 
they are going to school—cry because they are going to a very 
nncomfortable place. It is only a very few who weep from sheer 
.affection. Wien yw think that tlio eyes of your eliikliiood dried at 
the siglit of a piece of gingerbread, and that a plum-c.'ike was a com¬ 
pensation for the .agony of parting with your mamma and sisters; 
O, my friend and brother, you need not be too confident of your own 
tine feelings. • 

Wi ll, then, iM.astor George O.sboine had every comfort and luxury 
that a wealthy and lavisli old grandfather thought tit to provide. The 
co,achmau was instructed to purcliase for him the handsomest pony 
which could be bought for money ; and •n this George was taught to 
ride, first at a riding-school, wlienco, .aftou he had performed s.atis- 
factoi'ily without stirrups, and over the leaping-bar, he was conducted 
through the New Eoad to Eegeut’s Park, and then to Ilyde Park, 
wdiero he rode in state with Martin the coiiehraan behind him. Old 
Osbomo, who took matter's more easily in the City now, where he left 
Ills affair's to his junior partners, would often ride out with Miss O. in 
the same fairhionable direction. As little Georgy came cantering up 
witlr Iris dandyfied air, and his heels down, his grandfather would 
nudge the Lad’s arrnt, aitd say, “Look, Miss O.” And he would laugh, 
and Iris face would grow red with pleasure, as he nodded out of tht 
window to the boy, as the groom saluted the carri.age, and tiro footmar 
saluted master George. Here too his aurrt, Mrs. Frederick Bullock 
(whose chariot • might daily *be seen in the Hirtg, with bitllocks or 
emblazoned on the p.ancls and harness, and three pasty-faced little 
Bullocks, covered with cockades and feathers, staring from tlic windows,) 
—Ml'S. Frederick Bullock, I say, flung glances of the bitterest hatred ai 
the little upstart as ho rode by with his hand on bis side and bis hat on 
one ear, as proud ris a lord. 

Though he was scarcely eleven years of age. Master George wore 
straps .and the most beautiful little boots like a man. He bad gilt 
spurs and a gold-headed whip, and a fine pin in his handkerchief; and 
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the neatest little kid gloves wllch Lamb’s Conduit ?!treet could furnish. 
Hia mother had given him a couple of neck-cioths, and carefully- 
hemmed and made some little shirts for him; but when her Eli came 
to see the widow, they were replaced by much finer linen. He had 
little jewelled buttons in the lawn shirt-fronts. Her humble presents 
had been put aside—I believe Mias Osborne had given them to the 
coachman’s boy. ' Amelia tried to think she w.a& nigascd at the 
change. Indeed, she was happy and charmed to sec the bo^ looki^.g so ^ 
beautiful. , 

She had had a little black profile of him done for a shilling; and 
this was hung up by the side of another portrait over her bed. One 
day the boy came on his accustomed visit, galloping down the little 
street at Bron 4 >ton, and bringing, as usual, all the inh.abitanta to the 
windows to admire his splendour, and with ‘great eagerness, and a look 
of triumph in liiiTfaco, he pulled a case out of his great-coat—(it was a 
natty white great-coat, with a cape and a velvet collar)—pulled out a red 
morocco case, which be gave her. 

“I bought it with my own money, mamma,” he said. “I thought 
you’d like it.” 

Amelia opened the case, and giving a little cry of delighted affection, 
seized the boy and embraced him a hundred times. It was a miniature 
of;himself, very prettily done (though npt half hiindsome enough, wo 
may be sure, the widow thought). His grandfather had wished to have 
a picture of liim by an artist whose works, exhibited in a shop-window, 
in Southampton Itow, had caught the old gentleman's eyes; and George, 
who had‘plenty of money, bethought him of .asking, the p.ainter how 
much a copy of the little portrait would cost, saying that ho would pay 
for it out of his own mo'uey, and that he wanted to give it to hia 
mother. The pleased painter executed the copy for a smalt price; and 
old Osborne him.self, when he hear<l of the incident, growled out his 
satisfaction, and gave the boy twice as many sovereigns as he paid for 
the miniature. 

But what was the gr.andfather’s ple.asure compared to Amelia’s 
ecstasy 1 Th.at proof of the boy’s .affection charmed her so, th.at sho 
thouglit no child in the world Wits like her’s for goodness. For long 
' weeks after, the thought of hia love made her happy. Sho slept better 
jvilh the picture under her pillow ; .and how many many times did sho 
kiss it, .and weep and pray over it! A small kindness from those sho 
loved made that timid heart gr.atcful. Since her parting with George 
sho had had no such joy and consolation. 

At his niflv homo Master George ruled like a lord : at dinner lie 
invited the ladies to drink wine with the utmost coolness, and took off 
**1118 cham]>agno in a way which charmed his old grandfather. “Look 
at him,” the old man would say, nudging his neighbour with a delighted 
purple face, “ did you ever see such a chap 1 Lord, Lord! he’ll be 
iordering a drcssing-c.ase next, and razors to shave with; I’m blest if 
me won’t.” 
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The antics of th. lad did not, howevA', delight Mf. Osborne’s friends 
so much as they pleased the old gentleman. It gave Mr. Justice Coflin 
no pleasure to hear Georgy cut into tne conversation and spoil his 
stories. Colonel Fogey was not interested in seeing the little boy half 
tipsy. Mr. Serjeant Toffy’s Lady felt no particular gratitude when, 
■with.a twist of his elbow, he tilted a glass of port-wine over her 
yellow satin, .apd.^aughed at the disaster; nor avas^ho better pleased, 
^"Itb ?ugh eld Osborne was highly delighted, when Georgy “ whopped” 
lier third boy (a young gentleman ,a year older than Georgy, and by - 
chance home for the holidays from Dr. Tickleus’s at Ealing School) in 
Eussoll Square. George’s grandfather gave the boy "a couple of' 
sovereigns for th.at feat, and promised to I'eward liira further for every i 
boy above his own size and age whoia he whopped in a«B7milar manner. 1 
It is difficult to say wbat^ood the old man saw in these combats; he 
had a vague notion that quarrelling made boys hai'dy,*and that tyr.anuy 
was a usef'uf accomplishment for them to learn. English youth have 
been so educated time out of mind, and we have hundreds of thousands 
of apologists and admirers of injustice, misery, and brutality, as per¬ 
petrated among children. 

Flushed with praise and victory over Master Toffjq George wished 
naturally to pursue his conquests further, and one day .as he was 
strutting about in prodigiously dandyfied new clothes, near St. Paiigras. 
and a young baker’s boy made sarcastic comments upon his appearance, 
the youthful patrician pulled off his dandy jacket with gi’eat spirit, and 
giving it in charge to the friend who accompanied him (Master Todd, 
of Gre.at Coram Street, Itussell Square, sgn of the junior partner of the 
house of Osborne and Co.)—George tried to whop the little baker. But 
the chances of war were unfavourable this time, and the little b.aker 
whopped Georgy ; who came home with a rueful black eye and all his 
fine shirt frill dabbled with the claret drawn from his own little nose, 
lie told his gi-,andfather that he had been in combat with a giant; and 
frightened his poor mother at Brompton with long, and by no means 
authentic, accounts of the battle. 

This young Todd, of Coram Street, Russell Square, was Master 
George’s great friend and ailmirer. They both had a taste for painting 
theatrical characters; for hard-bake and raspberry tarts ; for sliding* 
.and skating in the Regent’s Park and the Serpentine, when the 
weather pennitted ; for going to the play, whither they were often 
conducted, by Mr. O.sborne’s ordew, by Rowson, Miister Gcorg(j’s 
appointed body-servant; with whom they sate in great comfort in 
the pit. *■ 

In the company of this gentleman they visited all the princip 3 j_ 
theatres of the metropolis—knew the mames of all the actors from 
Drury Lane to Sadler’s 'Wells; and performed, indeed many of the 
plays to the Todd family and their youthful friends, with West’s famous 
characters, on their pasteboard theatre. Rowson, the footman, who 
was of a generous disposition, would not unfrequently, when in caslq 
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treat bis young master to oyst^'s after the play, and to a glass of rum- 
shrub for a niglit-cap. We ^ may be pretty certain that Mr. Eowson 
profited ill his turn, by his young master’s liberality and gratitude for 
the pleasures to which the footman inducted him. 

A famous tailor from the West End of the town,—Mr. Osborne would 
have none of your City or Holborn bunglers ho said, for the boy (though 
a City tailor was good endugh for him) was sumnAnedkto oni-ameut 
little Coorge’s person, and was told to sp.are no expense Al sc doio o.-< 
So, Mr. WooLsey of Conduit Streeh gave a loose to his imagination, and 
sent tlio child home fancy trousei’s, fancy waistcoats, and fancy jackets 
enough to furnish a school of little dandies. Georgy had little white 
waistcoats for evening p,arties, and HtEle cut velvet waistcoats for 
dinners, and a dear little darling siiawl dressing-gown, for all the world 
like a little man. He dressed for dinner "every day, “ like a regular 
West End Swell,^' as his grandfather remarked ; one of (he domestics 
was affected to his especial service, attended him at his toilette, 
answered his bell, and brought him hi.s letters always on a silver tray. 

Georgy, after breakfast, would sit in the arm-/^hair jn the dining¬ 
room, and re.ad the “Morning Post,” just like a grown-up man. “ How 
ho du dam and swear,” the servants would cry, ilelighted at his preco¬ 
city. Those who remembered the Captain, his father, declared Master 
Ge(^rge was his Pa every inch of him. He made the house lively by his 
activity, his imperiousness, his scolding, and his good-mature. 

George’s education W'as confided to a neighbouring scholar and 
priv.ate jiedagoguc who “ pi’cp.ared young noblemen and gentlemen for 
the Universities, the senate, r.nd the learned professions ; whose system 
did not embrace the degr.adiug corporal severities, still practised at the 
ancient jdaces of education, and in whose family the pujiils would find 
the eleg.ancics of refined society and the confidence and affection of a 
home.” It was in this way th.at the Reverend Lawrence Veal of Hai-t 
Street, Bloomsbury, and domestic Chaplain to the Earl of Bareacres, 
strove with Mrs. Veal, his wife, to entice pupils. 

By thus advex-tising and pushmg sedulously, the domestic Chaplain 
and his Lady generally succeeded in having one or two scholai-s by' 

I them : who paid a high figure : and were thought to be in uncomuiouly 
comfox-table quarters. There was a large West Indian, whom nobody 
came to see, with a mahogany complexion, a woolly head, and an 
exceedingly d.andyfied appearance ; thei’e was another hulking boy, of 
thi’ce-and-twenty, whose education had been luglected, and wliom 
Mr. .and Mi-^ Veal wei-e to introduce into the polite world; there were 
two sons of Colonel Biinglcs of the East India Company’s Service. 
Sliese four sate down to dinner at Mrs. Veal’s genteel board, when 
Geoxgy was inti'oduccd to her establishment. 

Georgy was, like some dozen other pupils, only a day boy; he ari-ived 
in the morning under the guardi.anship of his friend Mr. Rowson, and 
if it xvas fine, would ride away in the afternoon on his pony, followed 
by the groom. The wealth of his grandfather was reported in the 
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■chool to be prodigious. The Rev. Ilr. Veal used to compliment 
Georgy upon it personally, warning liii^ that he was destined for a 
high station; that it became him to prepare, by sedulity and docility 
in youth, for the lofty duties to which he would be called in mature 
age; that obedience in the child was tiie best preparation for dbmmand 
in the man; and that he thei’efore bogged George would not bring 
toffy into tlie schtfol, and ruin tlic health of*the Masters Bangles, who 
bvarythiug they wanted at the elegant and abundant table of 
, Mrs. Veal. ■ * 

"With respect to learning, “the Curriculum,” as Mr. Veal loved to call 
it, was of prodigious extent: and the 3 'oung gentlemen in IJart Street 
might learn a something of ovciy known science. The Rev. Mr. Veal 
had an orrery, an electrifying maclfine, a turning latfio, a tlie-atro (in 
the wasli-house), a chemical ai)j)aratus, and what he called a select 
library of n4 the works of the best authors of ancient and modern 
times and languages. He took the boj’s to the British Museum, and 
descanted upon tlie antiquities and the speciintfns of natural history 
there, so thatjindiencos would g.ather round him as he spoke, and all 
Bloomsbury higiily admired him as a prodigiously well-informed man. 
And whenever he spoke (which he did almost always), he took care to 
produce the very finest .and longest wor<ls of which the vocabuhuy 
g.ave him the use ; rightly judging, that it w.as as clieaj* to 
employ a handsome, large, and sonorous epithet, as to use a little 
stingy one. 

Thus he would say to George in school, “ I observed on nyr return 
home from taking the indulgence of au evening’s scientific convers.a- 
tioii with my excellent friend Hr. Buld^rs—a true archaeologian, 
gentlemen, a true archmologian—that the windows of your venerated 
gr.andfather’s almost princely mansion in Russell Square were illumin¬ 
ated as if for the purposes of festivitj'. Am I right in my conjecture, 
that Mr. Osborne entertained a society of chosen spirits round his 
sumptuous bo.ard last night ? ” 

Little Georgy, who had considerable humour, and used to mimic 
Mr. Veal to his face with great spirit and dexteritjq would reply, that 
Mr. V. was quite correct in his surmise. 

“ Then those friends who had the honour of partaking of Mr. Osborne’s 
hospitality, gentlemen, had no reason, I will hay any wager, to compdain 
of their repast. I myself have been moi-e th.an once so favoured. (I!y 
the waj'. Master Osborne, you came a little late this morning, and Inivo 
been a defaulter in this respect more than once). I q^ysclf, I say, 
gentlemen, humble as I am, have been found not unworthy to share 
Mr. Osborne’s elegant hospitality. And though I have feasted witlic. 
the grc!it .and noble of the world—^for I presume that I may call my 
excellent friend and patron, the Right Honourable George Earl of 
Bareacres, as one of tlie number—yet I assure you that the board of 
the British merchant was to the full as idchly served, and bis reception 
as gratifying and noble. ‘ Mr. Bluck, sir, we will resume, if you please, 
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that passage of Eutropius, whiin was interrupted by the late arrival of 
IJaster Osborne.’ ” 

To this great man George's education was for some time entrusted. 
Amelia was bewildered by his phrases, but thought him a prodigy of 
learning. Tliat poor widow made friends of Mrs. Vcal, for re.a8ons of 
her own. She liked to be in the house, and see Georgy coming to 
school there. She lilTed td be asked to Mrs. Veal’s tonvermzioni, which 
took place once a month (as you were informed on pink iarils.’ -vi'J’h.i 
A0HNH engraved on them), andoWhei’e the Professor welcomed his 
pupils and their friends to weak tea and scientific conversation. Poor 
little Amelia never missed one of these entertainments, and thought 
them delicious so long as she might have Georgy sitting by her. And 
she would walk'from Brompton in any weather, and embrace Mrs. Veal 
with tearful gratitude for the delightfid evening she had passed, when, 
the company ha\nng retired, and Georgy gone off with Mv- Eowson, his 
attendant, poor Mrs. Osborne put on her cloaks and her shawls 
preparatory to walking home. 

As for the learning which Georgy imbibed under this yoluble master 
of a hundred sciences, to judge from the weekly reports which the lad' 
took home to his grandfather, his progress was remarkable. The 
names of a seore or more of desirable branches of knowledge were 
pruited on a table, and the pupil's progress in each was marked by the 
professor. In Greek Georgy was pronounced aristos, in Latin optimus, 
in Prench tris Men, and so forth : .and every body had prizes for every¬ 
thing at the end of the year. Even Mr. Swartz, the woolly-headed 
young gentleman, and halPbirother to the Honourable Mrs. Mac Mull, 
and Mr. Bluck, the neglpcted young pupil of tlu-ee-and-twenty from 
the agricnltur.al di-stricts, .and that idle young scapegrace of a Master 
Todd before mentioned, received little eighteen-penny books, with 
“Athene ” engriived in them, and a pompous L.atin inscription from the 
Pi'ofessor to his young friends. 

The family of this Master Todd were h.angers-on of the house of 
Osborne. The old gentleman had advanced Todd from being a clerk to 
be a junior partner in lug establishment. 

^ Mr. Osborne was the godfather of young Master Todd (who in subse¬ 
quent life wrote Mr. Osborne Todd on his cards, aiid became a man of 
decided fashion), while Miss Osborne had accompanied Miss Maria Todd 
to the font, and gtive her protegie a prayer-book, a collection of tracts, 
a volume of very low church poetry, or some .such memento of her 
goodness evpry year. Miss O. drove the Todds out in her carriage now 
and then: when they were ill her footmail, in large plush smalls and 
Waistcoat, brought jollies and delicacies from Bussell Square to Cor.am 
Street. Coram Street trembled and looked up to Bussell Square indeed: 
and Mrs. Todd, who had a pretty hand at cutting out p.apcr trimmings 
for hiiunchcs of mutton, and could make flowers, dnck.s, &c., out of 
iurnips .and carrots in a very creditable manner, would go to “ the 
Square,” as it was called, and assist in the preparations incident to .a 
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great dhiner, without even so much as ijiinking of sitting down to the 
banquet. If any guest failed at tlio eleventh hour, Todd was asked to 
dine. Mrs. Todd and Maria came across m the evening, slipped in with 
a muffled knock, and were in the drawing-room by the time Miss 
Osborne and the ladies under her convoy reached thatapartmesit; and 
i-eady to fire off duets and sing until the gentlemen came up. Poor 
Maria Todd ; pooiayouug lady ! How she )*ad to w6rk and thrum at 
'd;>i8fe'and soaatos in the Street, before they appeared in public in 
the Square! , 

Thus it seemed to be decreed by fate, that Georgy was to domineer 
over everybody with whom he came in contact, and that friends, 
relatives, and domestics were all to bow the knee before the little 
follow. It must be owned that he accenhuodated himsclj* t^ery willingly 
to this aiTangement. Most people do so. And Georgy liked to play 
the part of master, and perhaps hail a natural aptitudb for it. 

In llussell Square everybody was afraid of Mr. Osborne, and Mr. 
Osborne was afraid of Georgy. The boy’s dashing manners, and off¬ 
hand rattle about bopks find learning, his likeness to his fatlicr (dead 
unreconciled in Brussels yonder), awed the old gentleman, and gave 
the yomig boy the mastery. The old man would start at some heredi¬ 
tary feature or tone unconsciously used by the little lad, and fancy that 
George’s father was agam before him. He tried by indulg ence (ft 
gramlson to make un for harshness to. ike .cider George. People were 
surprised at Tus'gCnfh'fiSs’ffrilie boy. He growled and swore at Miss 
Osborne as usual: and would smile when George came down late for 
breakfast. , 

Miss Osborne, George’s aunt, was a faded old spinster, broken down 
by more than forty yejirs of dullness and coarse usage. It was easy for 
a lad of spirit to master her. And whenever George wanted anything 
from her, from the jam-pots in her cupboards, to the crackeil and dry 
old colours in her paint-box (the old paint-box which she hfid had when 
she was a pupil of Mr. Smoe, and was still almost young .and blooming), 
Georgy took possession of the object of his desire, which obtained, he 
took no further notice of his aunt. 

For his friends find cronies, he had a pompous old schoolmaster, who 
flattered him, and a toady, his senior, whom he could thrash. It was 
dear Mrs. Todd's delight to leave him with her youngest daughter, 
Kosa Jemima, a darling child of eight years old. The little pair looked 
so well together, she would 3.ay (but not to the folks in ‘ the Square,’ 
we may bo sure),—“ Who knows what might hap})en 1 Don’t they 
make a pretty little couple 1 ” the fond mother thought. * 

The broken-spirited, old, maternal grandfather was likewise .subjeofc. 
to the little tyrant. He could not help respecting a had who had such 
fine clothes, and rode with a groom behind him. Georgy, on his side, 
was in the constant habit of hearing coarse abuse and vulgar satire 
levied at John Sedley, by his pitiless old enemy, Mr. Osborne. Osborne 
used to call the other the old pauper, the old coal-man, the old bankrupt. 
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and by many other such namet 

|,of brutal contumely. How w.aa little 


Georgs to respect a man so prostrate 1 A few months after he was 
with his paternal grandfather, Mrs. Sedley died. There had been little 
love between her and the child. He did not care to show much gidef. 
He canjfi down to visit his mother in a fine new suit of mourning, and 
was very angry that he could not go to a play upon which he had set 
his heart. '■ ■ «. 

The illness of that old lady had been the occupation and 
s,afcguard of Amelia. What do m^n know about women’s martyrdoms ? 
We should go mad had we to endure the hundredth part of those daily 
pains which are meekly borne by many women. Ceaseless slavery 
meetiug with no reward; constant gentleness and kindness met by 
cruelty as cohstant; love, laboitry patience, watchfalnes.s, without even 
so much as the acknowledgment of a good v ord; all this, how many of 
them have to bear in quies, and appear abroad with cheerful faces, as 
if they felt nothing. Tender slaves that they are, they must needs be 
hypocrites and weak.,. 

From her chair Amelia’s mother had taken to her bed, which she had 
never left; and from which Mrs. Osborne herself was never absent 
except when she ran to see George. The old lady grudged her even 
those rare visits; she, who had been a kind, smiling, good-natured 
mofjier once, in the days of her prosperity, but wliom poverty and 
infirmities had broken down. Her illness or estr.angement did not 
affect Amelia. They rather enabled her to support the other c.alamity 
under which she was suffering, and from the thoughts of which she wjis 
kept by the ceaseless calls o^ the invalid. Amelia bore her harshness 
quite gently; smoothed the imeasy pillow ; was always ready with a 
soft answer to the watchful, querulous voice ; soothed the sufferer with 
words of hope, such as her pious simple heart could best feel and utter, 
and closed the eyes that had once looked so tenderly upon her. 

Then all her time and tendeniess were devoted to the consolation and 
comfort of the bereaved old father, who w.as stunned by the blow which 
had befallen him, and stood utterly idone in the world. His wife, his 
honour, his fortune, everything he loved best had fallen awaj’ from him. 
There was only Amelia to stand by and support with her gentle arms 
the tottering, hc.art-broken, old man. We are not going to write .the 
history; it would be too ilreary and stupid. I c.au see Vanity Fair 
yawning over it d^amnee. 

One day as the young gentlemen were assembled in the study .at the 
Eev. Mr. Veal’s, and tl\e domestic ch.aplaiu to the Right Honourable 
=4oio Earl of Bareacres w.as spouting aw.ay as usual—a sm.art carriage 
drove up to the door dceoi-ated with the statue of Athene, and two 
gentlemen stepped out. The young Masters Bangles rushed to the 
window, with a vague, uotiou that their father might have arrived from 
Bomb.ay. The groat hulking scholar of three-and-twcnly, who w-os 
crying secretly over a p.assage of Eutropius, flattened his neglected noso 
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against the panes, and looked at the drife, aa the laquait de place sprang 
from the box and let out the persons in the carriage. 

“ It’s a fat one and a tliin one,” Mr. Blnck said, as a thundering 
knock came to the door. 

Everybody w.aa interested, from the domestic chaplain himself, who 
hoped he saw the fathers of some future pupils, down to Master 
(leorgy, glad of at^ pretext for Laying his bdok dowfi. 

in the shabby livery, with tlie faded copper buttons, who 
always thrust himself into the tight co.at to open the door, c.arae into 
the study and said, “ Two gentlemen want to see Master Osbonie.” 
The Professor had had a trifling altercation in the morning with that 
young gentleman, owing to a difference about the introduction of 
crackers in school-time ; but his faee re.snnieil its habitual expression 
of bl.and courtesy, as he ^id, “ Miistcr Osborne, I give you full per¬ 
mission to gp and see your caniiige friends—to wh8m I beg you to 
convey the respectful compliments of myself and Mrs. Veal.” 

Georgy went into the reception-room, and saw* two strangers, whom 
he looked .at ffith hip head up, in his usual haughty manner. One was 
fat, with mustachios, aWfflreother was lean and long, in a blue frock- 
coat, with a brown face, and a grizzled head. • 

“ My God, how like he is! ” said the long gentleman, with a start. 
“ Can you guess who we are, George 1 ” ^ 

The boy’s face flushed up, as it did usually when ho was moved, and 
his eyes brightened. “ I don’t know the other,” he said, “ but I should 
think you must be Major Dobbin.” 

Indeed it was our old friend. His voine trembled with pleasure aa 
he greeted the boy, and taking both the oth^i'’s liands in his own, drew 
the lad to him. 

“ Your mother has talked to you about me—^lias she ? ” he said. 

“ Th.at she has,” Georgy answered, “ himdrods and hundreds of 
times.” 


CIIA.1’TE1{ LVII. 

EOTIIEN. 

It was one'of the many causes for personal pride wiili which old 
Osborne chose to recreate himself, that Sedlcy, his ancient riv.al, enemy, 
and benefactor, was in his last days so utterly defeated and humifiated, 
as to be forced to accept pecuniary obligations at the hands of the man 
who had most injured and insulted him. The successful man of the. 
world cursed the old pauper, and relieved him from time to time. Aa 
he furnished George' with money for his mother, ho gave the boy to 
understand by hints, delivered in his brutal, coarse way, that George’s 
maternal grandfather w.aa but a wretched old bankrupt and dependant,, 
and that John Sedlcy might thank the man to whom he already owed. 
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ever so much money, for the i «d which his generosity now chose to 
administer. George ciirriecl the pompous supplies to his mother and 
the shattered old widower wh'om it was now the main business of her 
life to tend and comfort. The little fellow patronised the feeble and 
disappoieted old man. 

It may have shown a want of “ proper pride ” in Amelia that she 
chose to accept thefee money benefits at the hands of i'er father’s enemy. 
But proper pride and this poor lady had never had much 
together. A disposition naturally pimple and demanding protection ; a 
, long course of poverty and humility, of daily privations, and hard words, 
of kind offices and no returns, had been her lot ever since womanhood 
almost, or since her luckless marriage with George Osbonie. You who 
see your betters, be.aring up rftider this shame every day, meekly 
sulfering under the slights of fortune, gentle and unpitied, poor, and 
rather despised Ibr their poverty, do you ever step down from your 
prosperity and wash the feet of these poor wearied begg.ars ? The very 
thought of them is pdious and low. “ There must be classes—there 
must be rich and poor,” Dives says, smacking his claret—(it is well 
if he even sends the broken meat out to Lazarus sitting under the 
window.) Very true ;»but think how mysterious and often unac¬ 
countable it is—that lottgry of life which gives to this man the purple 
and^fine linen, and sends to the other rags for garments and dogs for 
comforters. 

So I must own, th.at without much repining, on the contrary with 
something akin to gratitude, Amelia took the crumbs that her father-in- 
law lot drop now and then aufl with them fed her own parent. Directly 
she understood it to be her duty, it was this young woman’s nature 
(ladies, she is but thirty still, and we choose to call her a young woman 

I even at that age)—it was, I say, her mature to sacrifice herself and to 
ffing all that she had .at the feet of the beloved object. During what 
long thankless nights had she worked out her fingers for little Georgy 
whilst at home with her; what buffets, scorns, privations, poverties 
: had she endured for father and mother! And in the midst of all these 
solitary resignations ami unseen sacrifices, she did not respect herself 
any more than the world respected her ; but I believe thought in her 
' heart that she was a poor-spirited, despicable little creature, w)io.se 
" luck in life was only too good for her merits. 0 you poor women! O 
you poor secret martyrs and victims, whose life is a torture, who ai-e 
stretched on r.acks in your bedrooms, and who lay your he-ads down on 
the block diiily at the drawing-room table ; every man who watches 
your pains, ‘or peers into those dark pl.aces where the tortui’e is 
administered to you, must pity you—.and—and thank God that he Iras 
a board. I recollect seeing, years ago, at the prison for idiots and 
madmen at BicStre, near Paris, a poor wretch bent down under the 
bondage of his imprisonment .and his personal infirmity, to whom one 
of our party g.ave a halfpennyworth of snuff in a cornet or “ screw ” of 
paper. The kindness was too much for the poor epileptic creaturw 
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He cried in an anguish of delight and {latitude ; if anybody gave you 
and mo a thousand a-year, or saved our lives, we could not be so| 
affected. And so, if you properly tyranifise over a woman, you will 
find a halfp’orth of kindness act upon her, and bring tears into her 
eyes, as though you were an angel benefiting her. « 

Some such boons as these were the best which Fortune allotted to 
poor little Amelia^ Her life, bcgim not unprosperously, had come 
dowi^J^_^3—^to a mean prison and a long, ignoble bondage. Little 
^eor^Visited her captivity sometimes, and consoled it with feeble 
gleams of encouragement. Bussell Square was the boundary of her 
])rison: she might walk thither occasionally, but wjis always back to 
sleep in her cell at night; to pei-forra cheerless duties ; to watch byf • 
thankless_sick-beds ; to suffer the haijiasment anJtyranny of querulous 
disappointed old age. Hqw many thous.auds of people are there, 
women for the most part, who are doomed,to endure this long slavery t 
—who are h®spital nurses without wages,—sisters of Charity, if you 
like, without the romance and the sentiment of qficrifice,—who strive, 
fast, watch, and suffer, uupitied ; and fade away ignobly and unknown. 
The hidden a»id awful Wisdom which apportions the destinies of 
mankind is pleased so to humiliate and cast down the tender, good, 
and wise ; and to set up the selfish, the foolisii, or the wicked. Oh, liq 
humble, my brother, in your prosperity! Be gentle with those ■jjho 
are less lucky, if not moi'e deserving. Think, what right have you to 
be scornful, whose virtue is a deficiency of temptation, whose success 
may be a chance, whose rank may be an aneeslor’s accident, whose 
prosperity is very likely a satire. ^ 

They buried Amelia’s mother at the church-yard at Brompton; upon 
just such a rainy, dark day, as Amelia recollected when first she had 
been there to marry George. Her little boy sate by her side in 
jwmpous new B.ables. She remembered the old pew-woman and clerk. 
Her thoughts were aw.iy in other times as the parson read. But that 
she held George’s hand in her own, perhaps slie would h.ave liked to 
cliange places with . . . Then, as usual, she felt ashamed of her selfish 
thouglits, and prayed inwardly to be strengthened to do her duty. 

So she determined with all her might and strength to try and make 
her old father happy. She slaved, toiled, patched and mended, sang 
and played backgammon, read out the newspaper, cooked dishes for 
old Sedley, walked him out sedulously into Kensington Gardens or 
tlie Brompton Lanes, listened to his stories with untiring smiles and 
affectionate hypocrisy, or sate musing by his side and commlming with 
her ■ own thoughts aud reminiscences, as the old man, feeble aiidm, 
querulous, sunned himself on the garden benches and prattled about 
his wi-ongs or his sorrows. What sad, unsatisfactory thoughts those of 
tlie widow were ! The children running up and down tlie slopes and 
broad paths in the g.ardens, reminded her of George who was taken 
from her: the first George was taken from her: her selfish, guilty love. 



in-both instances, had been rewiked and bitterly chastised. She strove 
to think it was right tliat she should be so punished. She was such a 
Miserable wicked sinner. She was qu ite alo ne in the world. 

I know that the account of this kind of solitary imprisonment is 
insuflFesably tedious, unless there is some cheerful or humorous incident 
to enliven it,—a tender gaoler, for instance, or a waggish commandant 
of the fortress, or- a mou^ to come out and play a^out Latude’s beard 
and whiskers, or a subterranean passage under the casjl e. Jby 
Trenck with his nails and a toothpick: the historhin har'no 
enlivening incident to relate in^the narrative of Amelia’s captivity. 
Fancy her,'if you please, during this period, very sad, but .always ready 
to smile when spoken to; in a very mean, poor, not to say vulgar 
position of life;; singing songs, making puddings, playing cards, mending 
stockings, for her old father’s benefit. So,»never mind, whether she be 
a heroine or no )• or you an^I, however old, scolding, and bankrupt;— 
may we have in our last days a kind soft shoulder oir whi ch to lean, and 
a gentle hand to soothe our gouty old pillows. 

Old Sedley grew very fond of his daughter after his wife’s death ; and 
Amelia had her consolation in doing her duty b;,'*the old man. 

But we .are not going to leave these two people long in such a low 
and ungenteel station of life. Bet ter day s, as far as worldly prosperity 
went, were in store for both. Perhaps the ingenious reader has jjnessed 
wfio was the stout gentleman who called upon Georgy at his school in 
company with our old friend Major Dobbin. Iv was another old 
acquaintance retximed to England, and at a time when his presence 
was likely to be of great comfort to his relatives there. 

Major Dobbin having easily succeeded in getting leave from his 
good-natured commandaht to proceed to Madras, and thence probably 
to Europe, on urgent private affairs, never ceased travelling night and 
day until he reached his journey’s end, and had directed his march with 
such celerity, that he arrived at Madras in a high fever. His servants 
who accompanied him, brought him to the house of the friend, with 
whom he had resolved to stay until his departure for Europe, in a state 
of delirium; and it was thought for many, many days that he would never 
travel farther than the burying-ground of the church of St. George’s, 
where the troops should fire a salvo over his grave, and where many a 
gallut officer lies far away from his home. 

Here as the poor fellow lay tossing in his fever, the people who 
watched him might have heard him raving about Amelia. The idea 
that he should never see her again depressed him in his lucid hours. 
He thought his last day was come ; and he made his solemn pre- 
i.parations for departure : setting his affairs in this world in order, and 
leaving the little proj^rty of which he was possessed to those whom he 
most desired to benefit. The friend in whose house he was located 
wanessod his testament. He desired to be buried with a little brown 
hair-chain which he wore round his neck, and which, if the truth must 
be known, he had got from Amelia’s maid at Brussels, when the young 
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■whicli prostrated her afESr 
the doatli of George Osborne on the plateipi of Mount St. Jolm. 

He recovered, rallied, relapsed again, having undergone such a 
])i-ocess of blood-letting and calomel as showed the strength of his 
original constitution. Ho was almost a skeleton when they put*liim on 
board the llamchunder. East Indiaman, Captain Bragg, from Calcutta 
touching at MadraJ; and so weak and prostrate, that his friend who 
through his illness, prophesied that the honest Major 
would never survive the voyage, and .that he would pass some morning, 
.shrouded in flag and hummock, over the ship’s side, and carrying down 
to tho sea with him, the relic that he wore at his heart. But whether 
it was the sea air, or the hope which sprang up in him afresh, from the 
ilay tliat tlie ship spread her canvass jftid stood out of thh’roads towards 
home, our friend beg.an to ‘amend, and ho was quite well (though as 
gaunt as a greyhound) before they reachdtl tlio Cape. “ Kirk will be 
disappointed of his majority this time,” he said with a smile: “he will 
expect to find himself gazetted by the time the reghnent roaches home.” 
For it must be.premised that while the M.ajor was lying ill at Madras, 
having made such a prodigious haste to go thither, the gallant —^th 
which had passed many yc.ars abroad, which after its return from the 
West Indies had been baulked of its stay at homo by tho Waterloo 
campaign, and had been ordered from Flanders to India, had recewed 
orders home ; and the Ma.jor might have accompanied his comrades, 
liad he chosen to wait for their arrival at Madras. 

Perhaps he was not inclined to put himself in his exhausted state 
.again under the guardianship of Glorvin*. “ I think Miss O’Dowd 
wouhi have done for me,” he said, laughingly, to a follow-passenger, 
'• if wo had had her on board, and when she had sunk me, she wouhi 
have fallen upon you, depend upon it, and carried you in as a prize to 
Southampton, Jos, my boy.” 

For indeed it was no other than onr stout friend who was also a 
passenger on boai’d the Itamcliundcr. Ho had psissed ton ye.ar.s in 
BcngaL—Constant dinners, tiffins, pale .ale, .and claret, tlio prodigious 
labours of cuteherrj', and the refreshment of brandy-pawnee which he 
was forced to take llievo, had their effect upon Waterloo Sedley. A 
voyage to Europe was pronounced necossarj- for him—au’d having 
served his full time iu India, and had fine appointments which had 
enabled him to lay by a considerable sum of money, he was free to come 
home and stay with a good pension, or to return and resume tliat rank 
in his service to which his seniority and his vast talents entjjtlod him. 

He was rather thinner than when we last saw him, but had gained 
iu majesty and solemnity of demeanour. He had resumed the** 
moustachios to which his services at Waterloo entitled him, and 
swaggered about on deck in a magnificent velvet caj) with a gold banl'i 
and a profuse ornamentation of pins and jewellery about his persom 
Ho took breakfast in his cabin, and dressed as solemnly to api^ear on 
the quarter-dock, as if he was going to turn out for Bond Street, or vho 
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widow’s hair w-ns cut off, during the fe^r 
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Course at Calcutta. He broi^^^ht a native servant with him, who wag 
his valet and pipe-bearer ; and who wore the Sedley crest in silver on 
his turban. ITiat oriental menial had a wretched life under the 
tyranny of Jos Sedley. Jos was .as vain of his person as a woman, and 
took a^long a time at his toilette as any fading beauty. Tlie youngsters 
among the the passengers. Young Chaffers of the 160th, and poor little 
Ricketts, coming home after his third fever, used to-draw out Sedley at 
the cuddy-table, and make him tell prodigious stories about 
his exploits against tigers and iNapoleon. He was great when he 
visited the Emperor’s tomb at Longwood, when to these gentlemen and 
the young officers of the ship. Major Dobbin not being by, he described 

( the whole battle of Waterloo, and all but announced that Napoleon 
never would have gone to St. Helena at all but for him, Jos. Sedley. 

After leaving St. Helena he became vefry generous, disposing of a 
great quantity of ship’s 8tor.js, claret, preserved meats, and great casks 
packed with soda-water, brought out for his pi’ivate delectation. Tliere 
were no ladies on beard : the Major gave the pas of precedency to the 
civilian, so that he was the first dignitai-y at t/fble ; and treated by 
Captain Bragg, and the officers of the Ramchunder, with the respect 
which his rank warranted. He disappeared rather in a p.anic during a 
two-days’ gale, in which he had the port-holes of his cabin battened 
down ; and remained in his cot reading the Washerwoman of Finchley 
Common, left on board the Ramchunder by the Right Honourable the 
Lady Emily Hornblower, wife of the Rev. Silas Homblower, then on 
their passage out to the Cape, where the reverend gentleman was a 
missionary : but, for common reading, he had brought a stock of novels 
and plays which he lent^to the rest of the ship, and rendered himself 
agreeable to all by his kindness and condescension. 

Many and many a night as the ship was cutting through the ro.aring 
dark sea, the moon and stars shining over head, and the bell singing out 
the watch, Mr. Sedley and the Major would sit on the quarter-deck of 
the ve3.sel talking about home, as the Major smbked his cheroot, and 
the civilian puffed at the hookah which his servant prepared for him. 

In these conversations it was wonderful with what perseverance and 
ingenuity Major Dobbin would manage to bring the talk round to the 
subject of Amelia and her little boy. Jos, a little testy about his 
father’s misfortunes and unceremonious applications”' lo him, was 
soothed down by the Major, who pointed out the elder’s ill fortunes and 
old age. .He would not perhaps like to live with the old couple: whose 
ways and ^.hours might not agree with those of a younger man, 
accustomed 'to different society, (Jos bowed at this compliment): but, 
fihe Major pointed out, how advantageous it would be for Jos Sedley to 
haye a hous^ pf>his own in London, and not a mere bachelor’s establish- 
, ffifent as befbre : how his sister Amelia would be the very person to 
. preside over it; how elegant, how gentle she was, and of what refined 
good manners. He recounted stories of the success which Mi-s. George 
Osborne had had in former days at Brussels, and in liondon, where she 
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was much admired by people of very grwt fashion: and he then hin^ST* 
how becoming it would be for Jos to send.Georgy to a good school and 
make a man of him; for his mother and her parents would be sure to 
spoil him. In a word this artful Major made the civilian promise 
to take charge of Amelia and her unprotected child. He aid not ' 
know as yet what events had happened in the little Spdley family: and 
how <^th had rem*oved the mother, and riefies had carried off George 
^?oin Afe^a. But the fact is, that every day and always, this love- 
smitten and middle-aged gentleman ■*•.03 thinking about Mrs. Osborne, * 
and his whole heai’t was bent upon doing her good. He coaxed, 
wlieedled, cajoled, and complimented Jos Sedley with a perseverance 
and cordiality of which he was not awarp himself, very likely: but some 
men who have unmarried ^sisters or* daughters even, may remember 
how uncommonly agreeable gentlemen are to the malp relations when 
they .are courting the females; and perh.aj?3 this rogue of a Dobbin was- 
urged by a similar hypocrisy. 

The truth is, when Major Dobbin cjime on boafd the Enmehunder, 
very sick, and/or the^three days she lay in the Madnas Eoads, he, did 
not begin to rally, nor did even the appearance and recognition of his 
old'acquaintance, Mr. Sedley, on board much cheer him, until after a 
conversation which they had one d.ay, as the Major was laid languidly 
on the deck. He said then he thought he was doomed ; he had leSt a 
little something to his godson in his will; .and he trusted Mrs. Osborne 
would remember him kindly, and be hai^py in the marriage she was 
about to make. “ Married 1 not the least,” Jos answered; “ he had 
heard from her: she made no mention of the marriage, and by the way, 
it was curious, she wrote to say that Major Dobbin was going to be 
married, and hoped that he would be h.appy.” What were the dates of 
Sedley’s letters from Europe ? The civilian fetched them. They were 
two months later than the M.ajoi-’s ; and the ship’s surgeon congratulated 
himself upon the treatment adopted by him towards his new patient, 
who had been consigned to ship-board by the Madras practitioner with 
very small hopes indeed ; for, from that day, the very day that he 
ch.anged the draught. Major Dobbin began to mend. And thus it was 
th.at deserving officer. Captain Kirk, was dis.appointed of his majority. 

After they passed St. Helena, Major Dobbin’s gaiety and strength 
w.as such as to astonish all his fellow-passengers. He larked with the 
midshipmen, played single-stick with the mates, ran up the shrouds like 
a boy, sang a comic song one night to the amusement of the whole 
party assembled over their grog after supper, and rendered himself so 
gay, lively, and amiable, that even Captain Bragg, who thought there 
was nothing in his passenger, and considered he was a poor-spiriteef*' 
feller at first, was constrained to own that the Major was a reserved 
but well-informed and meritorious officer. “He ain’t got distaugy 
mannei's, d.ammy,” Bragg observed to his first mate ; “ he wouldn’t do 
at Ghjvernraent House, Eoper, where his Lordship and Lady William 
was as kind to me, and shook hands with me before the whole company 
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Sd asking me at dinner to taS beer with him, before the Commander- 
in-Chief himself; he ain’t got manners, but there’s something about 
him—And thus Captain Bragg showed that he possessed discrimi¬ 
nation gs a man, as well as ability as a commander. 

But a calm taking place when tlie Kamclumder was within ten days’ 
sail of England, Dobbin became .so impatient and^ ill-humoured as to 
surprise those comrades who had before admired his vivacit^nd good 
temper. He did not recover until the breeze sprang up again^®i' 
was in a highly excited state wflen the pilot came on board. Good 
God, how his heart beat as the two friendly spires of Southampton 
came in sight! 


CIMPTEE LVIII. 

OUR FRIEND TDE MAJOR. 

Our Major had rendered himself so popular* on board the Rara- 
chunder, that when he and Mr. Sedley descended into the welcome 
shore-boat which was to take them from the ship, the whole crew, men 
and officers, the great Captain Bragg himself leading off, gave three 
chffers for Major Dobbin, who blushed very much, and ducked his head 
in token of thanks. Jos who very likely thought the cheers were for 
himself, took off his gold-laced cap and waved it majestically to his 
friends, .and they were piillod to shore and landed with great dignity at 
the pier, whence they proceeded to the Royal George Hotel. 

Altliough the sight of that magnificent round of beef, .and the silver- 
tankard suggestive of real British home-brewed ale and porter, which 
perennially greet the eyes of the traveller retui-ning from foreign parts 
who enters the coffee-room of the George, are so invigorating and 
delightful, that a man entering such a comfortable snug homely English 
inn, might well like to atop some days there, yet Dobbin began to talk 
about a post-chaise instantly, and was no sooner at Southampton than 
he wished to be on the roail to London. Jos, however, would not hoar 
of moving that evening. Why was he to pass the night in a poat- 
-chaise, instead of a great large undulating downy feather bed which 
was there ready to replace the horrid little narrow crib in which 
the portly Bengal gentleman had been confined during the voyage ? 
He could not think of moving till his baggage was cleared, or of 
travelling Rntil he could <lo so with his chillum. So the Major w.as 
^forced to wait over that night, and dispatched a letter to his family 
announcing his arrival; entreating from Jos a promise to write to his 
own friends. Jos promised, but didn’t keep his promise. The Captain, 
the surgeon, and oho or two passengers came and dined with our two 
gentlemen at the inn; Jos exerting himself in a sumptuous way in 
orrlering the dinner: and promising to go to town the next day with 
the Major. The landlord said it did his eyes good to see Mr. Sedley 
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take off his first pint of porter. If I hi^ time and dared to enter TBUV ”" 
digressions, I would write a chapter abou^ that first pint of porter drunk 
upon English ground. Ah, how good it is! It is worth while to leave 
home for a year, just to enjoy that one draught. 

Major Dobbin made his appe.arance the next morning yety neatly 
shaved and dressed, according to his wont. Indeei} it was so early in 
the morning, that'nobody was up in the Ifouse except that wonderful 
*'fyobts%i*1ln inn who never seems to want sleep; and the Major could 
hear the snores of the various inmaUs of the house roaring through the“ 
corridors as he creaked about in those dim p.as3ages.. Thga. the sleep¬ 
less Boots went shirking round from door to door, gathering up at each 
the Bluchei-s, Wellingtons, Oxonians, jvhich stood outsid$. Then Jos’s 
native servant arose and began to *gct ready his malfter’s ponderous 
dressing apparatus, .and prepare his hookah : then the maid servants 
got up, and meeting the dark man in the jllissages, shrieked, and mistook 
him for the devil. He and Dobbin stumbled over their pails in the 
passages as they were scouring the decks of the Eoyal George. When 
the first unslwrn waiter .appeared and unbarred the door of the inn, the 
Major thought that the time for departure was ai-iived, and ordered a 
post-chaise to be fetched instantly, that they might set off. 

He then directed his steps to Mr. Sedlcy’s room, .and opened the 
curtains of the great large family bed wherein Mr. Jos was snaring 
“ Come, up ! Sedley,” the Major said, “ it’s time to be off; the chaise 
will be at the door in half an hour.” 

Jos growled from under the cogijterjjane to know what the time was ; 
but when he at last extorted from the blflshing Major (who never told 
however much they might be to his advantage) what was the real 
hour of the morning, he broke out into a volley of bad language, which 
we will not repeat here, but by which he gave Dobbin to understand 
th.at he would jeopardy his soul if he got up at that moment, that 
the Major might go aiid be hanged, that ho wouhl not tnavel with 
Dobbin, and that it was most unkind and ungentlemanliko to di.sturb 
.a m.an out of his sleep in that way; on which the discomfited Major 
was obliged to retreat, leaving Jos to resume his interrupted slumbers. 

The chaise came up presently, .and the Major would wait no longer. 

If he had been an English nobleman travelling on a pleasure tour, or 
a newspaper courier bearing despatches (government messages arc 
generally cjirried much more quietly), he could not h.ave travelled more 
quickly. The post-boys wondered at the fees ho flung amongst them.' 
How happy .and green the country looked as the chaise wiirled rapidly 
from mile-stone to mile-stone, through neat country towns where land¬ 
lords capie out to welcome him with smiles and bows; by pretty roatt- 
side inns, where the signs hung on the elms, and horses and waggoners 
were drinking under the chequered shadow of the trees ; by old halls 
and parks; rustic hamlets clustered round ancient grey churches—and 
through the ch.arming friendly English Landscape. Is there any in the 
world like it ? To a traveller returning home it looks so kind—^it seems 
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tSIOiake hands with you as you(pass through it. 'Well, Major Dobbin 
passed over all this through frflm Southampton to London, and without 
noting much beyond the mile-stones along the road. You see he was 
BO eager to see his parents at Camberwell. 

He grhdged the time lost between Piccadilly and his old haunt at 
the Slaughters’, whither he drove faithfully. Long years had passed 
iTnce he saw it last^ since He and George, as young*men, had eidoyed 
many a fesist, and held many a revel there. He had now palSrtPiiflBa' 
“ihe stage of old-fellow-hood. Hin hair was grizzled, and many a 
passion anu /eeling of his youth had grown grey in that interval. 

. 'JTiere, however, stood the old waiter at the door in the same greasy 
black suit, with the same double chin and flaccid face, witli the same 
huge bunch of Seals at his fob, rdttling his money in his pockets as 
before, and receiving the Major as if he had gone away only a week 
ago. “ Put the Major’s thingS in twenty-three, that’s his ’•oom,” Joliu 
said, exhibiting not the least surprise. “ Roast fowl for your dinner, I 
' suppose. You ain’t got married 1 They said you was married—tlie 
Scotch surgeon of yours was here. No, it was Captain Hjimby of the 
thirty-third, as was quartered with the —th in lujee. Like any warm 
water 1 Wliat do you come in a chay for—ain’t the coach good 
enough 1 ” And witii this, the faithful waiter, who knew and remem¬ 
bered. every officer who used the house, and with whom ten years were 
but as yesterday, led the way up to Dobbin’s old room, where stood the 
great moi’ecn bed, and the shabby cai pet, a tliought more dingy, and 
all the old black furniture covered with faded chintz, just as the Major 
recollected them in liis youth..- 

He remembered George pacing up and down the room, and biting ids 
nails, and swearing that the Governor must come round, and that if he 
didn’t, he didn’t care a straw, on the day before he was married. lie 
could fancy him walking in, banging tlie door of Dobbin’s room, and 
ills own hard by—• 

“You.ain’t got young,” John said, calmly surveying his friend of 
former days. 

Dobbin laughed. “ Ten years and a fever don’t make a man young, 
,Jolm,” he said. “It is you that are always young:—No, you are 
always old.” 

^What became of Captain Osborne’s widow 1 ” John said. “Pine 
, young fellow that. Lord, liow he used to spend his money. He never 
came back after that day he was mamed from here. He owes mo 
three pound this minute. Look here, I have it in my book. ‘ April 
10, 1816, Captain Osborne : 31.' I wonder whether his father would 
pS-y me,” and so saying, Joiiu of the Slaughters’ pulled out the very 
morocco pocket-book in which he had noted his loan to tlie Captain, 
upon a greasy faded page still extant, with many otlicr scrawled 
memoranda regarding the bygone frequenters of the house. 

Having inducted his customer into the room, John retired with 
perfect calmness; and Major Dobbin, not without a blush and a grin 
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at his own absurdity, chose out of hislklt the vei-y smartest and most 
becoming civil costume he possessed, and laughed at his own tanned 
face and grey hair, as he surveyed them in the dreary little toilet-glass 
on the dressing-table. , 

“I’m glad old John didn’t forget me,” he thought. “She’ll know 
me, too, I hope.” And he sallied out of th^ iim, bending his steps once 
more in the direction of Brompton. 

Eviiy^minute incident of his last meeting with Amelia was presen^ 
to the constant man’s mind as he wilked towards her house. The arch 
and the Achilles statue were up since he had last been in Piccadilly; a 
hundred changes had occurred which his eye and mind vaguely noted, 
lie began to tremble .os he walked u|> the lane fronj.Brompton, that 
well-remeipbered lane leaching to the street where she lived. Was she 
going to be married or not 1 If he were to meet her with the little 
boy—Good God, what should he do 1 Hn saw a woman coming to him 
with a child of five years old—was that she ? He began to shake at 
the mere possibility. When he came up to the row of houses, at last 
where she liwed, ai#d to the gate, he caught hold of it .and paused, 
lie might have heard the Gium|)iug of his own heart. “ May God Al¬ 
mighty bless Iier, whatever h.isTiappened,” he thought to himself. “Psha! 
she may be gone from here,” he said, and went in tlirough the gate. 

Tlie window of the parlour which she used to occupy was openfand 
there were no inmates iti the room. The Major thought he recognised 
the piano, tliough, with the picture over it, as it used to be in former- 
days, and his perturbations were renewed. Mr. Clapp’s brass plate 
was still on the door, at the knocker of* which Dobbin performed a 
summons. * 

A buxom-iooking lass of sixteen, with bright eyes and purple cheeks, 
came to answer the knock, and looked hard .-it the Major as he leant 
b.ack against the little porch. 

He was as pale as a ghost, and corrld hardly falter out the w-or-ds— 
“ Docs Ml’S. Osborne live here 1 ” 

She looked him hard in the face for a moment—and then turning 
white too—said, “ Lord bless me—it’s Major Dobbin.” She held out 
both her hands shaking—“Don’t you remember me?” she said, “I 
used to call you Major Sugarplums.” On which, and I believe it was 
for the first time that he ever so condueted himself in his life, the 
Major took the girl in his arms and kissed her. She began to laugh 
and cry hysterically, and calling out “ Ma, Pa 1 ” with all her voice, 
brought up those worthy people, who had already been warveying the 
Major from the casement of the ornamental kitchen, and were astonished 
to find their daughter in the little passage in the embrace of a great tall 
man in a blue frock coat and white duek trowsers. 

“ I’m an old friend,” he said—^not without blushing though. “Don’t 
you remember me, Mrs. Clapp, and those good cakes you used to make 
for tea ?—Don’t you recollect me, Clapp ? I’m George’s godfather, and 
just come back from India! ” A great shaking of hands ensued—^Mrs. 
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(Liifip was greatly affected and Relighted; she called upon heaven to 
interpose a vast many times in that passage. 

The landlord and landlady of the house led the worthy Major into 
the Sedleys’ room (whereof he remembered every single article of 
fumitur^ from the old brass ornamented piano, once a natty little 
instrument, Stothard makei^to the screens and the alabaster miniature- 
tombstone, in the midst of which ticked Mr. Sedleyf gold watch), and 
there as he sat down in the lodger’s vacant aian-chair, the f^ttlw, thb'*' 
"Thother, .and the daughter, with a ttiousand ejaculatory breaks in the 
narrative, informed Major Dobbin of what we know already, but of 
particulars in Amelia’s history of which he was not aware—namely, of 
Mrs. Sedley’s.death, of George’s, reconcilement with his grandfather 
Osborne, of the'way in which the widow took on at leaving him, and 
of other pai’ticulaip.of her life. Twice or thrice he was going to ask 
about the marriage-question, but his heart failed him. cHe did not 
rare to lay it bare to these people. Finally, he was informed that 
Mrs. 0. was gone to whlkwith her Pa in Kensington Gardens, whither 
she always went with the old gentleman (who 'was very weak and 
peevish now, and led her a s.ad life, though she behaved to him like an 
angel, to be sure,) of a fine afternoon after dinner. 

“I’m very much pressed for time,” the Major said, “and have 
busiitess to-night of importance. I should like to see Mrs. Osborne 
tlio’. Suppose Miss Polly would come with mo and show me the 
way.” 

Miss Polly was charmed and astonished at this proposal. “She 
knew the w.ay. She would sViow Major Dobbin. She had often been 
with Mr. Sedloy when Mrs. O. was gone—was gone Eussoll Square 
way: and knew the bench where he liked to sit.” She bounced away 
to her .apartment, and appeared presently in her best bonnet and her 
mamma’s yellow shawl and lai-gc pebble brooch, of which she assumed 
the loan in order to make herself a worthy companion for the M.ajor. 

Tliat officer, then in his blue frock-coat and buckskin gloves, gave 
the young lady his arm, and they walked away very gaily. He w.as 
glad to have a friend at hand for the scene which he dreaded somehow. 
c He asked a thousand more questions from his companion about 
A.melia: his kind heart grieved to think that she should have had to 
part with her son. How did she bear it 1 Did she see him often 1 
Was Mr. Sedley pretty comfortable now in a worldly point of view ? 
Polly answered all these questions of Major Sugarjfiums to the very 
best of her pewer. 

And in the midst of their walk an incident occui’red which, though 
very simple in its mature, was productive of the gre.atest delight 
Major Dobbin. A pale young man with feeble whiskei-s and a stiff 
white neckcloth came walking down the lane, ere sandwich :—having a 
lady, that is, on each arm. One was a tall and commanding middle- 
aged female, with features and a complexion similar to those of the 
clergyman of the Church of England by whose side she marched, and 
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the other a stunted little woman with a dark face, ornamented by a 
fine new bonnet and white ribbons, and in a smart pelisse with a rich 
gold watch in the midst of her person. Tlie gentleman, pinioned as he 
was by these two ladies, carried further a parasol, shawl, a»d basket, 
BO that his arms were entirely engaged, and of course he was unable to 
touch his hat in acknowledgment of the civisey with which Miss Mary 
Clapp greeted him. 

He meekly bowed his head in r^ly to her salutation, which the two 
ladies returned in a patronising air, and at the same time looking 
severely at the individual in the blue coat and bamboo cane, who 
accompanied Miss Polly. 

“Who’s that,” asked the Major,.fiMused by the guou^, and after he 
h.ad made way for the three to pass up the lane. Mary looked at him 
r.ather roguishly. • 

“ That is*our curate, the Beverend Mr. Binney, (a twitch from Major 
Dobbin), and his sister Miss B. Lord bless ps, how slie did use to 
worret us at Sunday-school ; and the other lady, the little one with a 
c.ast in her'eye, ana the handsome watch, is Mrs. Binney—^Miss Grits 
tliat was ; her Pa was a grocer, and kept the Little Original Gold Tea 
Pot in Kensington Gravel Pits. They were marided last month, and are 
just come back from Margate. She’s five thousand pound to her fortune ; 
but her and Miss B., who made the match, have quarrelled alreaSy.” 

If the Major had twitched before, ho started now, and slapped the 
bamboo on the gi’ound with an emphasis which made Miss Clapp cry, 

“ Law,” and laugh too. He stood for a yioment silent with open moutli 
looking after the retreating young couple, while Miss M.ai-y told their 
liistory ; but he did not hear beyond the announcement of the reverend 
gentleman’s marriage; his head was swimming with felicity. After 
this rencontre he began to walk double quick towards the place of his 
dc.stination ; and yet they were too soon (for he was in a great tremor 
at tlio idea of a meeting for which he had been longing any time these 
ten years)—through the Brompton lanes, and entering at the little old 
portal in Kensington Garden wall. 

“There they are,” said Miss Polly, and she felt him again start back 
on her arm. She was a confidante at once of the whole business 
She knew the story as well as if she had read it in one of her favourite 
novel-books—“Fatherless Fanny,” or the “Scottish Chiefs.” 

“Suppose you were to run on and tell her,” the Major said. Polly' 
ran forward, her yellow shawl streaming in tire breeze. 

Old Sedley was seated on a bench, his handkerchief ^aced over his 
knees, prattling aw.ay according to his wont, with some old story alwut 
old times, to wliich Amelia had listened, and awarded a i)atient smile , 
many a time before. She could of late think of her own alfairs, and 
smile or make other marks of recognition of her father’s stories, scarcely 
hearing a word of the old man’s tales. As Mary came bouncing along, 
and Amelia caught sight of her, she started up from her bench. Her 
first thought was, that something had happened to Georgy; but the 
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"slgSS'of the messenger’s eager happy face dissipated that fear in 
the timorous mother’s bosom. ■ 

>,;/‘‘’News! News! ” cried the emissary of Major Dobbin. “ He’s 
come ! He’s come ! ” 

‘WTho IS come 1 ” said Emmy, still thinking of her son. 

“ Loojv there,” answered Miss Clapp, turning round and pointing ; in 
which'direction Amelia looking, saw Dobbin’s lean* figure and long 
shadow stalking aeross the grass. Amelia started in her turn,flushed 
"up, and, of course, began to cry. At all this simple little creature’s 
fStes, the grandes eitux were accustomed to play. 

He looked at her—oh, how fondly—as she came running towards 
him, her hands before her, ready to give them to him. She wasn’t 
changed. She was a little pale : a little stouter in figiire. Her eyes 
were the same, thes. kind trustful eyes. There were searce three lines 
of silver in her soft bi'own hair. She gave him both her hands as she 
looked up flashing and smiling through her tears into his honest 
homely face. He took the two little hands between his two, and held 
them there. He was speechless for a moment. Wlty did he not take 
.her in his arms, and swear that he would never leave her 1 She must 
have yielded ; she could not but have obeyed him. 

“ I—I’ve another arrival to announce,” he said, after a pause. 

“ Mrs, Dobbin 3 ” Amelia said, making a movement back—Wliy 
didn’t he speak ? 

•“ No,” lie said, letting her bands go : “ Who has told you those lies 1 
—I mean, your brother Jos came in tho same ship with me, .and is 
come home to make you all ha'()py.” 

j “ Papa, p.apa ! ” Emmy cried out, “ here are news ! My brother is 
! in England. He is come to take care of you.—Here is Major Dobbin.” 

■ Mr. Sedloy started up, shaking a gi’eat deal, and gathering up his 
thoughts. Then he stepped forw.ard and made an old-fashioned bow to 
the Major, whom he called Mr. Dobbin, and hoped his worthy father. 
Sir William, was quite well. He proposed to call upon Sir William, 
who had done him tho honour of a visit a short time ago. Sir William 
had not called upon the old gentleman for eight yeai-s—it was that 
visit ho w.as thinking of returning. 

He is very much shaken,” Emmy whispered, as Dobbin went up 
and cordially shook hands with the old man. 

■ Although he had such particular business in .London that evening, 
the Major consented to forego it upon Mr. Scdlcy’s invitation to him to 
come home ani- partake of tea. Amelia put her arm under that of her 
young friend with the yellow shawl, and headed tho party on their 
return homewards, so that Mr. Sedley fell to Dobbin’s share. The old 
man walked very slowly, and told a number of ancient histories about 
himself and his poor Bessy, his former jirosperity, and his bankruptcy. 
His thoughts, as is usual with failing old men, were quite in former 
times. The past, with the exception of the one catastrophe which he 
felt he knew little about. The Major was glad to let him talk on. 
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Hia eyes were fixed upon the figure iu front of him—^the dear 
figure always present to Ills imaginatidi and in his prayers, and visrpng 
his dreams wakeful or slumbering. * 

Amelia was very happy, smiling, and active all that. evening; 
performing her duties as hostess of the little entertainmenl^with theJ 
utmost grace and propriety, as Dobbin thought. His eyes followed 
her about as they sate in the twilight. JIow many a. time had he 
longed for that moment, and thought of her far away under hot winds 
and in weary marehes, gentle and happy, kindly ministering to th^ 
wants of old age, and decorating poverty with sweet submission—as lie 
saw her now. I do not say that his taste was the highest"or that it is 
the duty of great intellects to be content with a bread-and-butter 
paradise, such as sufficed our sirapli^t^d friend ; but his desires were of 
this sort whether for good or bad ; and, with Amelia to help him, he 
was as ready to drink as many cups of l*a as Docton Johnson. 

Amelia se°eing this propensity. Laughingly encouraged it; and looked 
exceedingly roguish as she administered to hiqi cup after cup. It is 
true she did not know that the Major had had no dinner, and that tho 
cloth w.as lafd for Aim at the Slaughters’, and a plate laid thereon to 
mark that the table w.as retained, in that very box in which the Major 
and George had sate many a time carousing, when she was a child just 
come home from Miss Pinkerton’s school. 

The first thing Mrs. Osborne showed the Major was Georgy’s £inia- 
ture, for which she ran up stairs on her arrival at home. It was not 
half handsome enough of course for the boy, but wasn’t it noble of 
him to think of bringing it to his mother 1 Whilst her papa was 
awake she did not talk much about Georgy. To hear about Mr. Osborne 
and llussell Square was not .agreeable to tSe old man, who very likely 
was unconscious that lie had been living for some months past mainly 
on tho bounty of his richer rival; and lost his temper if ailusion was 
m.ade to the other. 

Dobbin told him all, and a little more porh.aps than all, that had 
happened on board the llamchimder; and exaggerated Jos’s benevolent 
dispositions towards his father, and resolution to make him comfortable 
in his old days. The truth is th.at during the voyage the Major had 
impressed this duty most strongly upon his fellow-passenger and 
extorted promises from him that he would take charge of his sister 
and-her child. He soothed Jos’s irritation with regard to the bills 
avhich the old gentleman had drawn upon him, gave a laughing 
account of his own suffei’ings on the same score, and of the famous 
consignment of wine with which the old man had favoiTred him ; and 
brought Mr. Jos, who was by no means an ill-natured person when a»;ll 
pleased and moderately flattered, to a very good state of feeling 
regarding his relatives in Europe. 

And in fine I am ashamed to say that the Major stretched tho truth 
so far as to tell old Mr. Sedley that it was mainly a desire to see his 
parent which brought Jos once more to Europe. 
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his occuatomed hour Mr.,Sedley began to dose in his chair, and 
then it iwas Amelia’s opportuni% to commence her conversation, "which 
she did "with great eagerness ;—it related exclusively to Georgy. She 
did not talk at all about her own sufferings at breaking from him, for 
indeed tjjis worthy woman, thougli she was half-killed by the separa¬ 
tion from the cliild, yet thought it was very wicked in her to repine at 
losing him ; but e'verything concerning him, his virtues, talents, and 
prospects, she poured out. She described his angelic beauty; nan’ated , 
•i hundred instances of his generosity and greatness of mind whilst 
"living with her: how a Eoyal Duc'fiess had stopped and admired him 
in Kensington Gardens ; how splendidly he was cared for now, and 
how he had a groom and a pony; what quickness and cleverness he 
had, and what ,a prodigiously well-read and delightful person the 
Beverend Lawrence Veal was, George's master. “He knows every¬ 
thing" Amelia said. “ He has the most delightful parties. You who 
are so learned youraolf, and have read so much, and are so clever and 
accomplished—don’t shake your head and say no— He always used to 
say you were—^you will be charmed with Mr. Veal’s parties. The last 
Tuesday in every month. Ho says there is no place in tlie bar or the 
senate that Georgy may not aspire to. Look here,” and she went to 
the piano-drawer and drew out a theme of Georgy’s composition. This 
great effort of genuis, which is still in the possession of George’s 
moth^, is as follows : 

On Seljisiiness. —Of all the vices which degrade the human character. 
Selfishness is the most odious and contemptible. An undue love of Self 
leads to the most monstrous crimes; and occa-sions the greatest mis 
fortunes both in /States and families. As a selfish man will impoverish 
his family and often bring them to ruin : so a selfish king brings ruin 
on his people and often plunges them into wai-. 

Example : The selfishness of Achillea, as remarked ’oy the poet 
Homer, occasioned a thousand woes to the Greeks—’Axowis 

—(Horn. II. A. 2). The selfishness of the late Napoleon Bona¬ 
parte occasioned innumerable wars in Europe, and caused him to 
nerish, himself, in a miserable island—that of Saint Helena in the 
Atlantic Ocean. 

. We see by these examples that we are not to consult our own interest 
and ambition, but that we are to consider the interests of others as 
well as our own. 

Geouge S. Osborne. 

Atliene Ilomf, 24 Aprii 1827. 

“Think of him writing such a hand, and quoting Greek too, at his 
age,” the delighted mother said. “ O William,” she added, holding out 
her h.and to the Major—“ what a treasure Heaven has given me in 
that boy ! He is the comfort of my life—and he is the image of—of 
him that’s gone ! ” 

“ Ought I to be angry with her for being foitliful to him ? ” William. 
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thought. “ Ought I to be Jealous of my friend in the grave, or hurt 
that such a heai’t as Amelia’s can love |nly once and for ever ? €!i,* 
George, George, how little you knew tjje prize you had, though.” 
This sentiment passed rapidly through William’s mind, as he was 
holding Amelia’s hand, whilst the handkerchief was veiling her eyes. 

“ Dear friend,” she said, pressing the liand which'held hersf“How 
good, how kind you, always have been to me ! See Papa is stin-ing. 
You will go and see Georgy to-morrow, woul; you ? ” 

“Not to-morrow,” said poor old Bobbin. “I have business.” He 
(lid not like to own that ho had not m yet been to his parents’ and his 
dear sister Anne—a remissness for which I am sure every well-regu¬ 
lated person will blame the Major. And pi’esently he took his leave, 
leaving his address behind him for Jps, against the latter’s arrival. 
And so the first day was over, and h^had seen her. * 

When he got back to the Slaughters’, the roast fowl w.as of course 
cold, in which condition ho ate it for supifer. And knbwing what early 
hours his family kept, and that it would be needless to disturb their 
slumbers at so late an hour, it is on record, that Major Dobbin treated 
himself to hadf-prict^at the Haymarkct Theatre that evening, where 
let us hope he enjoyed himself. 


CHArTER LIX. 

THE OLD PIANO. 

• 

Thu Major’s visit left old JobnSedley in a great state of agitation and 
excitement. His daughter could not induce him to settle down to his 
customary occupations or amusements that night. He passed the 
evening fumbling amongst his boxes and desks, untying his papers with 
trembling hands, and sorting and ari'anging them .against Jos’s arrival. 
He had them in the greatest order—his tapes .and his files, his receipts, 
and his letters with lawyers and (iorrespondents; the documents relative 
to the Wine Project (which failed from a most unaccountable accident, 
.after commencing with the most splendid prospects,) the Coal Project 
(which only a want of capital prevented •from becoming the most sue-* 
ecssful scheme ever put before the public), the Patent Saw-mills and 
Sawdust Consolidation Project, &c. &c.—All night, until a very Late 
hour, he passed in the preparation of these documents, trembling about 
from one room’ to another, with a quivering candle and shaky hruids.—- 
Here’s the wine papers, here’s the sawdust, here’s the coSls ; here’s my 
letters to Calcutta and Madras, and replies from Major Dobbin, CJJ., 
.and Mr. Joseph Sedley to the same. “ lie shall fiml no irregularity 
about me, Emmy,” the old gentleman said. 

Emmy smiled. “I don’t think Jos will care about seeing those 
papers, pap.a,” she said. 
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“ You don’t know anything about business, my dear,” answered the 
"OTe, shaking his head with an^raportant air. And it must be confessed 
that on this point Emmy was very ignorant, and that is a pity, some 
people .ire so knowing. All these twopenny documents arranged on a 
side table, old Sedley covered them carefully over with a clean ban¬ 
danna handkerchief, (one out of Major Dobbin’s lot,) and enjoined the 
maid and landlady of the house, in the moat solemn^ 'way, not to disturb 
those p.apei-s, which were arranged for the arrival of Mr. Joseph Sedley, 
the next morning, “Mr. Joseph Sedley of the Honourable East India 
'■ Company’s Bengal Civil Service.’’* 

Amelia found him up very early the next morning, more eager, more 
hectic, and more shaky than ever. “I didn’t sleep much, Emmy, my 
dear,” he said. “ I was thinkiqg of my poor Bessy. I wish she w;i3 
alive, to ride In Jos’s carri.age once .agai^j. She kept her own, and 
became it very -well.” And his eyes filled with tears, which trickled 
down his furrowed old face. Amelia wiped them aw.ay,*and smilingly 
kissed him, and tied the old man’s neckcloth in a smart bow, and put 
his brooch into his best shirt frill, in which, in his Simday suit of 
mourning, ho s.at from six o’clock in the morning awaiting the arrival 
of his son. 

There are some splendid tailors’ shops in the High Street of South¬ 
ampton, in the fine plate-glass windows of which hang gorgeous waist- 
coatc of all sorts, of silk and velvet, and gold and crimson, and pictures 
of the last now fashions in which those wonderful gentlemen with 
quizzing glasses, and holding on to little boys with the exceeding hirge 
eyes and curly hair, ogle ladies in riding habits prancing by the Statue 
of Achilles at Apsley House.'- Jos, although provided with some of the 
most splendid vests tliat Calcutta could furnish, thought ho coiild not 
go to town until he w.os supplied with one or two of these garments, 
and selected a crimson satin, embroidered with gold butterflies, and a 
black and red velvet tartan with white stripes .and a rolling collar, 
with which, and a rich blue s.atin stock and a gohl pin, consisting of a 
five-barred gate with a horseman in pink enamel jumping over it, he 
thought he might make his entry into London with some dignity. For 
Jos’s former shyness and blundering blushing timidity h.ad given w.ay 
,, to a more candid and courageous self-assertion of liis worth. “ I don’t 
, care about owning it,” Waterloo Sedley would say to his friends, “ I am 
a^rgssy man : ” and though rather uneasy if the ladies looked at him at 
the Government House balls, and though he blushed and turned away 
alarmed under their glances, it was chiefly from a dread lest they 
should make, love to him, that he avoided them, being averse to 
marriage altogether. But there was no such swell in Calcutta as 
M aterloo Sedley, 1 have heard say: and he had the handsomest 
turn-out, gave the best bachelor dinners, and had the finest plate in the 
whole place. 

To make these waistcoats for a man of his size and dignity took at 
least a day, part of which he employed in hiring a servant to wait upon 
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him and his native ; and in iustrncting the agent who cleared,hi». 
baggage, his boxes, his books, which tie never read; his chests of 
mangoes, chutney, and currie-powders; *his shawls for presents to 
people whom he didn’t know as yet; and the rest of his Pcnicos 
apparaius. • 

At length, he drove leisurely to London on the third day, and in the 
new waistcoat; tlo native, with chattering teeth,* shuddering in a 
shawl on the box by the side of the new European servant, Jos puffing 
his pipe at intervals within, and looking so majestic, that the little boys^ 
cried Hooray, and many people thought he must be a Governor- 
General. He, I promise, did not decline the obsequious ifivitatiou of 
the landlords to alight and refresh himself in the neat country towns. 
Having partaken of a copious bre.ak£iSt, with fish, and. rice, and hard 
eggs, at Southampton, ho had so far rallied at Winchester as to think a 
glass of sheri^' necessary. At Alton he stepped out of the carriage, at 
his servant’s request, and imbibed some of the ale for which the place 
is famous. At Farnham he stopped to view the ^ishop’s Castle, and to 
partake of a fight dimmer of stewed eels, veal cutlets, and French beans, 
with a bottle of claret. lie was cold over Bagshot Heath, where the 
native chattered more and more, and Jos Sahib took some brandy-.and- 
water; in fact, when he drove into town, he was as full of wine, beer, 
meat, pickles, cherry-brandy, and tobacco, as the steward’s cabin of a 
steam-packet. It was evening when his carri.age thundered up iX the 
little door in Brompton, whither the affectionate fellow drove first, and 
before hying to the apartments secured for him by Mr. Dobbin at the 
Slaughters’. , 

All the faces in the street were in the windows; the little maid¬ 
servant flew to the wicket-gate, the Mesdames Clapp looked out from 
the casement of the ormamented kitchen; Emmy, in a great flutter, was 
in the passage among the hats and coats, and old Sedley in the parlour 
inside, shaking all over. Jos descended from the post-chaise and down 
the creaking sw.aying steps in awful state, supported by the new valet 
from Southampton and the shuddering native, whose brown face was 
now livid with cold, and of the colour of a turkey’s gizzard. He 
created an immense sensation in the passage presently, where Mrs. and 
Miss Clapp, coming perhaps to listen at the parlour door, found Loll * 
Jewab shaking upon the hall bench under the coats, moaning in a 
strange piteous way, and showing his yellow eyeballs and white teeth. 

For, you see, we have adroitly shut the door upon the meeting 
between Jos and the old father, and the poor little gentle,sister inside. 
The old man w-ia very much affected : so, of course, wasTiis daughter; 
nor was Jos without feeling. In that long absence of ten ye.ars, the 
most selfish will think about home and early ties Distance sanctiflSS* 
both. Long brooding over those lost pleasures ex.igger.ates tlieir charm 
and sweetness. Jos was unaffectedly glad to see and shake the hands of 
his father, between whom and himself there had been a coolness—glad 
to Bee his little sister, whom he remembered so pretty and smiting, and 
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at the alteration which time, grief, and mUlbiinne liad made in 
i Ihe shattered old man. Emmf' had come out to the door in her black 
clothes and whi.spered to hinl of her mother’s death, and not to speak 
of it to their father. There was no need of this caution, for the elder 
Sodley himself began immediately to speak of the event, and prattled 
about it, .and wepit over it pleuteously. It shocked the Indian not a 
little, .and made him think of himself less than t^e poor fellow was 
accustomed to do. n 

The result of the interview must have been very .satisfactory, for 
when Jos h.ad reascended his poal-chaise, and had driven away to liLs 
hotel, Emmjr embraced her father tenderly, appealing to him with an 
air of triumph, and asking the old man wliether she did not always say 
\h.at her brother had a good heart 1 

« 

Indeed, Joseph- Sedloy, .afftrted by the humble position in which lie 
found his relations, and in the expansiveness and ovei-flo^ing of heart 
occasioned by the firsjt meeting, declared that they should never suffer 
want or discomfort any more, that he was at home for sometime at any 
rate, during which his hotise and everything he had should be theirs: 
and that Amelia would look very pretty at the head of his table—^uutil 
she would accept one of her own. 

She shook her head sadly, and had, as usual, recourse to the water- 
worEs. She know what he meant. She and her young confidante. 
Miss Mary, had talked over the matter most fully, the very night of 
the Major’s visit: beyond which time the impetuous Polly could not 
refrain from talking of tl(e discovery which she had made, and 
de.scribing the stJirt and tremor of joy by which Major Dobbin betrayed 
tiiinself wlien Mr. Binney passed with his bride, and the Major learned 
that he had no longer a rival to fear. “ Didn’t you see how ho shook 
all over when you .asked if he was married, and he said, ‘ Who told you 
those lies?’ O Ma’am,” Polly said, “ho never kept his eyes off you ; 
and I’np sure he’s grown grey a-thinking of you.” 

But Amelia, looking up at her bed, over wdiich hung the portraits of 
her husband and son, told her young protegee, never, never, to speak on 
that subject again ; that Major Dobbin had been her husband’s deare.st 
friend, and her own and George’s most kind and aftection.ate guardian ; 
that she loved him as a brother—but that a woman who had been 
ni.arried to such an .angel ns that, and she pointed to the wall, c')uld 
never think of .any other union. Poor Polly sighed: she thought what 
she should do if young Mr. Tomkins, at the surgery, who .always lookeil 
.at her so at' church, .aud who, by those mere aggressive glances had 
put her timorous little heai't into such a llntter th.at she was I’eady to 
■'surrender .at once,—wh.at she should do if ho w-ere to die ? She knew- 
he was consumptive, his cheeks were so red, and ho was so uncommon 
thin in the waist. 

Not that Emmy, being made aw.are of the honest Major’s passion, 
tehutfed him in any way, or felt displeased with him. Puch an attach- 
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raent from so true and loyal a gentleman could make no woman anjflry 
Desdemona was not angry with Casaio, |bough there is very little doub£ 
slie saw the Lieutenant’s p^tiality for her (<and I for my part believe that 
many more things took place in tliat sad affair than the worthy Moorish 
officer ever knew of) ; why, Miranda was even very kind to Caliban, 
and we may be pretty sure for the same reason. Not that sfie ^yould 
encourage him in 1,^10 least,—the poor uncou^li monster—of course not. 
No moi-e would Emmy by any means encourage her admirer, the 
Major. She would give him that friendlywhich so much 
excellence and fidelity merited; sfte would treat him with perfect 
cordiality and frankness until he made his proposals : and i/ien it would 
be time enough for her to speak, and to pxit an end to hopes which 
never could be realised. • 

She slept, therefore, verji soundly ttat evening, after the conversation 
with Miss Polly, and was more than ordjjiarily happy, in spite of Jos’s 
delaying, “i'am glad he is not going to marry that’Miss O’Dowd,’' 
she thought. “ Colonel O’Dowd never could have a sister fit for such 
•an accomplished man as Major William.” ' WBo was there amongst 
her little circle, who* would make him a good wife 1 Not Miss Binney, 
she was too old and ill-tempered ; Miss Osborne 1 —^too old, too. Little 
Polly was too young. Mrs. Osborne could not find anybody to suit the 
Major before she went to sleep. 

However when the postman made his appearance, the little {larty 
wei-e put out of sus}>ense, by the receipt of a letter from Jos to his 
sister, who announced, that he felt a little fatigued after his voyage, 
and should not be able to move on that day, but that he would leave 
Southampton eai-ly the next morning, and be with his father and 
mother at evening. Amelia, as she read otit the letter to her father, 
paused over the latter word ; her brother, it was clear, did not know 
what had happened ia the family. Nor could he: for the fivet is, that 
though the Major rightly suspected that his travelling companion never 
would be got into motion in so short a space as twenty-four hours, and 
would find some excuse for delaying, yet Dobbin had not written to Jos 
to infonn him of the calamity which had befallen the Sedley family ; 
being occupied in talking with Amelia until long after post-hour. 

The same morning brought Major Dobbin a letter to the Slaughters’* 
Coffee House from his friend at Southampton; begging dear Dob to 
excuse Jos for being in a rage when awakened the day before (he had 
a confounded head-ache, and was just in his first sleep), and entreating 
Dob to engage comfortable rooms at the Slaughters’ for Mr. Sedley 
and his servants. The Major had become necessary to ffos during the 
voyage. He was attached to him, and hung upon him. The other 
passengers were aw.ay to London. Young Kicketts and littlo ChafSiSb 
went away on the coach tliat day—Eicketts on the box, and taking 
the reins from Eotley; the Doctor was off to his family at Portsea; 
Bragg gone to town to his co-partners; and the first mate busy in tho 
■unloading of the Bamchunder. Mir, Jos was very lonely at South- 
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i.amp^n, and got the landlord of the George to take a glass of wine 
with him that day; at the vefy hour at which Major Dobbin was 
seated at the table of his father, Sir William, where his sister found out 
for it was impossible for the Major to toll fibs) that he had been to see 
Mrs. Ge^jrge Osborne. 

Jos was so comfortably„situated in Saint Martijx’s Lane, he could 
enjoy his hookah there with such perfect ease, and could swagger down 
to the theatres, when minded, so agreeably, that, perhaps, he would 
Tiave remained altogether at the Slaughters’ had not his friend, the 
Major, been at his elbow. That gentleman would not let the Bengalee 
rest until he had executed his promise of having a home for Amelia 
and his father. , Jos was a soffr fellog in anybody’s hands; Dobbin 
most active in anybody’s concenis but his own; the civilian was, 
therefore, an easy victim to,the guileless arts of this good-natured 
diplomatist, and was ready to do, to purchase, hire, o’r relinquish 
whatever his friend thought fit. Loll Jewab, of whom the boys about 
Saint Martin’s Lane used to make cruel fun whenever he showed his 
dusky countenance in the street, was sent back'to Calcutta in the 
Lady Kicklebury East Indiaraan, in which Sir William Dobbin had 
a share; having previously taught Jos’s European the art of preparing 
curries, pilaws, and pipes. It was a matter of great delight and 
occu^tion to Jos to superintend the building of a smart chariot, which 
he and the Major ordered in the neighbouring Long Acre: and a pair 
of handsome horses were jobbed, with which Jos drove about in state 
in the Park, or to call upon his Indian friends. Amelia was not seldom 
by his side on these excursions, when also Major Dobbin would be seen 
in the back seat of the edrriage. At other times Old Sodley and his 
daughter took advantage of it: and Miss Clapp, who frequently accom¬ 
panied her friend, had great pleasure in being recognised as she sate in 
the carriage, dressed in the famous yellow shawl, by the young gentle¬ 
man at the surgery, whose face might commonly be seen over the 
window-blinds as she passed. 

Shortly after Jos’s first appearance at Brompton, a dismal scene, 
indeed, took place at that humble cottage, at which the. Sedleys h.ad 
•passed the last ten years of their life. Jos’s carriage (the temporary 
' one, not the chariot under construction) arrived one day and carried 
off old Sedley and his daughter—^to return no more. The tears that 
were shed by the landlady and the landlady’s daughter at that event 
wore as genuine tears of sorrow as any that have been outpoured in 
the course of t’uis history. In their long acquaintanceship and intimacy 
tlqjy could not recal a harsh word that had been uttered by Amelia. 
'She had been all sweetness and kindness, always thankful, always 

' gentle, even when Mrs. Clapp lost her own temper, and pressed for the 
rent. When the kind ci'eature was going away for good and all, the 
landlady reproached herself bitterly for ever having used a rough 
expression to her—how she wept, as they stuck up with wafers on the 
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window, a paper notifying that the little roonia so long occupied were 
to let! They never would have suclrlodgers again, that was quite 
clear. After-life proved the truth of this melancholy prophecy: and 
Mrs. Clapp revenged herself for the deterioration of mankind by levy¬ 
ing the most savage contributions upon the tea-caddies an4 legs of 
mutton of her locataires. Most of them scolded and grumbled ; some 
of them did not pSy: none of them stayed.* The landlady might well 
regret those old, old friends, who had left her. 

As for Miss M.ary, her sorrow at Amelia’s departure w.as such as ( 
shall not attempt to depict. From childhood upwards she had been 
with her daily, and had attached herself so passionately to that dear 
good lady, that when the grand l/arouche came to carry her off into 
splendour, she fainted in the arms of her friend, who -was indeed 
scarcely less affected than the good-natured girl. Amelia loved her 
like a d.aughter. During eleven years the girl hadl>een her constant 
friend and associate. The senaratiou was a very painful one indeed to 
her. But it was of course arranged that Mary«was to come and stay 
often at the.grand^new house whither Mrs. Osborne was going; and 
where Msvry was sure she would never be so happy as she had been in 
their humble cot as Miss Clapp called it in the language of the novels 
which she loved. 


Let us hope she was wrong in her judgment. Poor Emmy’s (j|iys of 
happiness had been very few in that humble cot. A gloomy Fate had 
oppressed her there. She nevci^Iiked to come back to the house after 
she had left it, or to face the landlady who had tyrannised over her 
when ill-humoured and unpaid, or whenspleased, had treiited her with 
a coai-se familiarity scarcely less odious. *Her servility and 
compliments when Emmy was in prosperity were not more to that 
lady’s liking. She cast about notes of admiration all over the new 
house, extolling every ai-ticle of furniture or ornament; she fingered 
Mrs. Osborne’s dresses, and calculated their price. Nothing could be 
too good for that sweet lady, she vowed and protested. But in the 
vulgar sycophant who now paid court to her, Emmy always remem¬ 
bered the coarse tyrant who had made her miserable many a time, to 
whom she had been forced to put up petitions for time, when the rent 
was overdue; who cried out at her extravagance if she bought deli¬ 
cacies for her ailing mother or father; who had seen her humble and 
trampled upon her. ^ 

Nobody over heard of these griefs, which had been part of our poor 


little woman’s lot in life. She kept them secret from h(jr father, whose 
improvidence was the cause of much of her misery. She had to bear 
all the blame of his misdoings, and indeed was so utterly gentle^nd 
humble as to bo made by nature for a victim. 


I hope she is not to suffer much more of that hard usage. And, as 


in all griefs, there is said to be some consolation, I may mention that 
poor Mary, when left at her friend’s departure in a hysterical condition, 


was placed under the medical treatment of the young fellow from the 
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Burgery, under whose care she rallied after a short period. Emmy, 
when she went away from Broifcpton, endowed Mary with every article 
of furniture that the house Contained : only taking away her pictures 
(the two pictures over the bed) and her piano—^that little old piano 
which h»d now passed into a plaintive jingling old age, but which she 
loved for reasons of her own. She was a child when first she played on 
it: and her parents gave her. It had been gi vent to her again since, 
as the reader may remember, when her father’s house was gone to ruin, 
,^nd the instrument was recovered^put of the wreck. 

Major Dobbin was exceedingly pleased when, as he was superin¬ 
tending the arrangements of Jos’s new house, which the Major insisted 
should bo very handsome and comfortable ; the cart arrived from 
Brompton, bringing the trunks’aud band-boxes of the emigrants from 
that village, and with them the old piano. Amelia would have it up in 
her sitting-room, a neat little apartment on the second flqor, adjoining 
her father’s chamber : and where the old gentleman sate commonly of 
evenings. , 

When the men appeared then bearing this old nvisic-box, and Amelia 
gave orders that it should be placed in the chamber aforesaid, Dobbin 
was quite elated. “ I’m glad you’ve kept it,” he said in a very senti¬ 
mental manner. “ I was afraid you didn’t care about it.” 

“ I value it more than anything I have in the world,” said Amelia. 

“A) you, Amelia 1 ” cried the Major. The fact was, m he had 
bought it himself, though he nevei#said anytliing about it, it never 
entered into his head to suppose that Emmy should think any’oody else 
was the purchaser, and as a u’atter of course, he fancied that she knew 
the gift came from him. ^ “ Do yon, Amelia 1 ” he said ; arid the 
question, the great question of all, was trembling on his lips, when 
Emmy replied— 

“ Can I do otherwise ?—did not Ae give it me ? ” 

“ I did not know,” said poor old Dob, and his countenance fell. 

Emmy did not note the circumstance at the time, nor take imme¬ 
diate heed of the very dismal expression which honest Dobbin’s 
countenance assumed; but she thought of it afterwards. And then it 
struck her, with inexpressible pain and mortification too, that it was 
‘William who was the giver of the piano ; and not George as she had 
fancied. It was not George’s gift ; the only one which she had received 
from her lover, as she thought—the thing she had cherished beyond all 
others—^her dearest relic and prize. She had spoken to it about 
George ; played his favourite airs upon it; sate for long evening hours, 
touching, to the best of her simple art, melancholy harmonies on the 
keys, and weeping over them in silence. It was not George’s relic. It 
■Jvas valueless now. The next time that old Sedley asked her to play, 
she said it was shockingly out of tune, that she had a headache, that 
she couldn’t play. 

Then, according to her custom, she rebuked herself for her pettish¬ 
ness and ingratitude, and determined to make a reparation to honest 
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William for the slight she had not expressed to him, but had felt for 
his piano. A few days afterwards, as were seated in the drawing 
room, whore Jos had fallen asleep with great comfort after dinner, 
Amelia said wdth rather a faltering voice to Major Dobbin,— 

“.[ have to bog your pardon for something.” 

“ About what 1 ” said he. 

“About—about1;hat little square piano. *1 never thanked you for it 
when you gave it me, many many ycara ago, before I was married. I 
thought somebody else had given it* Thank jmu, William.” She hel^ . 
out her hand ; but the poor little woman’s heai-t was hleoding ; and as 
for her eyes, of coarse they were at their work. 

But William could hold no more. “ Ameli.a, Amelia,”ho said, “I did 
buy it for you. I loved you then as I do now. I must tell you. I think 
I loved you from the first minute that I saw you, wheu George brought 
me to your tiouse, to show me the Amelia whom hS was ougaged to. 
You were but a girl in white, w'ith large ringlets; you came down 
singing—do you remember 1 —and wc w'eiit to Vauxhall. Since then II 
h.ave thought of bultonc woman in the woidd, and that was you. I thinkj 
there is no hour of the day has passed for twelve I'oars that I haven’t 
thought of you. I eamo to tell you this before I went to India, but 
you did not care, and I hadn’t the heart to .speak. You did not care 
whether I stayed or went.” ^ 

“ I was very ungrateful,” Amelia said. 

“ No ; only indifferent,” Dobbin coulanucd, desperately. “ I have 
nothing to make a woman to be otherwise. I know what you are 
feeling now. You are hurt in your heart at that discovery about the 
piano ; and that it came from mo and not from George. I forgot, or I 
should never have spoken of it so. It is for me to ask your pardon for 
being a fool for a moment, and thinking that years of constancy and 
devotion might have pleaded with you.” 

“It is you who are cruel now,” Amelia said, with some spirit. i 
“ Geox'ge is my husband, here and in heaven. Jlow could I love any j’ 
other but him 1 I .am his now as when you first saw me, <lear William.' 
It was he who told me how good and generous you wore, and who' 
taught me to love you as a brother. Have you not been eveiything to 
me and my boy ? Our dearest, tiniest, kindest, friend and protector^ 
Had you come a few mouths sooner perhaps you might have spared me 
that—that dreadful parting. O, it nearly killed mo, William—hut you 
didn’t come, though I wished and prayed for you to come, and they 
took him too away from me. Isn’t he a noble boy, Y^lli.nrn 1 Be ills 
friend still and mine ”—and here her voice broke, and she hid her face 
on his shoulder. ^ 

The Major folded his arms round her, holding her to him .os' liie 
she was a child, and kissed her head. “ I will not change, dear y 
Amelia,” he said. “I ask for no more than your love. I think I, 
would not have it otherwise. Only let me stay near you, and see/ 
you often.” 
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“yea, often,” Amelia said. And ao William waa at liberty to look 
ai^ long : aa the poor boy at ^hool who has no money may sigh after 
t^ contents of the tart-womhn’s tray. 


CHAPTER LX. 

liBTiraNS TO TDK OBNTEEI. WORLD. 

Good fortune now begins to smile upon Amelia. Wo are glad to got 
her out of that low sphere in which she has been creeping hitherto, and 
introduce her into a polite circle, jiot so grand and refined as that in 
wliich our other female friend, Mrs. Beckjr, has appeared, but still 
having no small pretensiona ,jto gentility and fashion. Jos’s friends 
were all from the three presidencies, and his new house was in the 
comfortable Anglo-Indian district of which Moira Place is the centre. 
Minto Square, Great* Clive Sreet, Warren Street, Hastings Street, 
Ochterlony Place, Plassy Square, Assaye Terraco (‘‘ Garions ” was a 
felicitous word not applied to stucco houses with asphalte terraces in 
front, so early aa 1827)—who does not know these respectable abodes 
of the retired Indian aristocracy, and the quarter which Mr. Wenham 
calls *!ie Black Hole,-in a word ? Jos’s position in life was not grand 
enough to entitle him to a house in Moira Place, where none can live 
but retired Membei-s of Council, and partners of Indian firms (who 
break after having settled a hundred thousand pounds on their 
wives, and retire into compai-ative penury, to a country place and four 
thousand a year): h^ngaghd a comfortable house of a second or third- 
rate Older in Gillespie Street, purchasing the carpets, costly mirrors 
and handsome and appropriate planned furniture by Seddons, from the 
assignees of Mr. Scape, lately admitted partner into the great Calcutta 
House of Fogle, Fake, and Cracksman, in which poor Scape had 
embarked seventy thousand pounds, the earnings of a long and honour¬ 
able life, taking Fake’s place, who retired to a princely Park in Sussex 
(the Fogles have been long out of the firm, and Sir Horace Fogle is 
^ont to be raised to the Peerage as Baron Bandanna)—admitted, I 
say, partner into the great agency house of Fogle and Fake two years 
before it failed for a million, and plunged half the Indian public into 
.misery and ruin. 

Scape, ruined, honest and j|rokcn-hearted at sixty-five years of age, 
wont out to Calcutta to wind up the affairs of the house. Walter 
Sca]ge was withdrawn from Eton, and put into a merchant’s house, 
l^^-.nce Scape, Fanny Scape, and their mother, faded away to Boulogne, 
^ and will be heard of no more. To be brief, Jos stepped in and bought their 
sorpets and sideboards, and admired himself in the nsurrors which had 
reflected their kind handsome faces. The Scape tradesmen, all honour¬ 
ably paid, left their cards, and were eager to supply the new household. 
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The large men in white waistcoats, who waited at Scape’s diiyicra, 
green-grocers, bank-porters, and milknl^n in their private capacity, left 
their addresses, and ingratiated themshlves with the butler. Mr. 
Chummy, the chimney-purifier, who had swep the last three families^ 
tried to coax the butler and the boy under him, whose duty^t was to 
go out covered with buttons and with stripes down his trowsers, for 
the protection of Mrs. Amelia whenever she chose tt) walk abroad. 

It was a modest establishment. The butler was Jos’s valet also, and 
never was more drunk than a butler in a small family should be wh^ 
has a proper regard for his master’s wiue. Emmy was supplied with a 
maid, grown on Sir William Dobbin’s suburban estate ; ’a good girl, 
whose kindness and humility disarmed Mrs. Osborne, who was at first 
terrified at the idea of having a ser^itnt to wait upoiu hferself, who did 
not in the least know llow to use one, and who always spoke to 
domestics w;;th the most reverential peliteness. But this maid was 
very useful in the family, in dexterously tending old Mr. Sedley, who 
kept almost entirely, to his own quarter of the liouse, and never mixed 
in any of the. gay dqjngs which took place there. 

Numbers of people came to see Mrs. Osborne. Lady Dobbin and 
daughters were delighted at her change of fortune, and waited upon 
her. Miss Osborne from Bussell Square came in her grand chariot 
with the flaming hammercloth emblazoned with the Leeds arms. Jos 
was reported to be immensely rich. Old Osborne had no objection 
that Georgy should inherit his uncle’s property as well as his own. 
“ Damn it, we will make a man of tj>e feller,” he said; “ and I’ll see 
him in Parliament before I die. Poa^ay go and see his mother. 
Miss O., though I’ll never set eyes on her and 4Miss Osborne came. 
Emmy, you may be sure, was very glad to see hel, and so be brought 
nearer to George. That young fellow was allowed to come much 
more frequently than before to visit his mother. Ho dined once or 
twice a week in Gillespie Street, and bullied the servants and his 
relations there, just as he did in Bussell Square. 

He w'as always respectful to Major Dobbin, however, and more 
modest in his demeanour when that gentleman was present. He was 
a clever lad, and afraid of the Major. George could not help admiring 
his friend’s simplicity, his good-humour, his various learning quietlj^ 
imparted, his general love of truth and justice. He had met no such 
man as yet in the course of his experience, and he had an instinctive 
liking for a gentleman. He hung fondly by his god-father’s side; and * 
it was his delight to walk in the Parks and hear Dobbin talk. 
William told George about his father, about India \nd Waterloo, 
about everything but himself. When George was more than usually «rt 
and conceited, the Major made jokes at him, which Mrs. OsbOTuw 
thought very cruel. One day, taking him to the play, and the boy 
declining to go into the pit because it was vulgar, the Major took him 
to the boxes, left him there, and went down himself to the pit. He 
had not been seated there very long, before he felt an arm thrust under 
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his, and a dandy little hand in a kid-glove squeezing his arm. George 
l.'ad seen the absurdity of his ^ays, and come down from the upper 
legion. A tender laugh of benevolence lighted up old Dobbin’s face 
and eyes as he looked at the repentant little prodigal. Ho loved the 
boy, as he did everything that belonged to Amelia." How charmed she 
was when she heard of this instance of George’s goodness! Her eyes 
looked more kindly on Dobbin than they ever had dbne. She blushed, 
he thought, after looking at him so. 

Georgy never tired of his praises of the M.ajor to his mother. “ I 
like him, Mamma, because he knows such lots of things ; and ho ain’t 
like old Veal, who is always bragging and using such long words, don’t 
you know 1 The chaps call him ‘ Longtail ’ at school. I gave him the 
name ; ain’t it Capital ? But Ddb* reads Latin like English, and French 
and that; and when we go cut together ho "tells me stories about my 
Papa, and never ‘.ibout himsdlf; though I heard Colonel Buckler, at 
Grandpapa’s, say that he W!is one of the bravest oflicers in the army, 
and had distinguished himself ever so much. Grandpapa was quite 
sui-prised, and said ‘ IViat feller ! why, I didn’t thi-uk he .could say Bo 
to a goose ’—but I know ho could, couldn’t he Mamma ? ” 

Emmy laughed : she thought it was very likely the Major could do 
thus much. 

If ^here was a sincere liking between George and the Major, it must 
bo eonfo.saed that between the boy and his uncle no great love existed. 
George had got a way of blowing out his cheeks, and putting his 
hands in his waistcoat pockets, and saying, “ God bless my soul, you 
don’t say so,” so exactly after the fashion of old Jos, that it was 
impossible to restrain from laughter. The soi-vants would explode at 
dinner if the lad, asking for something which wasn’t at table, put on 
that countenance and used tfiat favouidte phrase. Even Dobbin would 
shoot out a sudden peal at the boy’s mimicr 3 \ If George did not mimic 
his uncle to his face, it was only by ^"’'bin’s rebukes and Amelia’s 
terrified entreaties that the little scapegrace was induced to resist. 
Aqd the worthy civilian being haunted by a dim consciousness that the 
lad thought him an ass, and was inclined to turn him into ridicule, 
used to be extremely timorous anil, of course, doubly pompous and 
ilignificd in the presence of Master Georgy. When it was announced 
that the young gentleman was expected in Gillespie Street to dine with 
his mother, Mr. Jos commonlj’ found that ho had an engagement at the 
Club. Perhaps nobody was much grieved at his absence. On those 
days Mr. Sedloy woxdd commonly be induced to come out from his place 
of refuge in the upper storeys; and there would be a small family 
oaf Jj', whereof Major Dobbin pretty generally formed one. He was 
*ie ami de la maison; old Sedley’s friend, Emmy’s friend, Georgy’s 
friend, Jos’s counsel and adviser. “He might almost as well be at 
Madras for anything toe see of him,” Miss Ann Dobbiu remarked, at 
Camberwell. Ah 1 Miss Aim, did it not strike you that it was not you 
whom the Major wanted to marry 1 
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Joseph Sedley then led a life of dignified otiosity such as became a 
person of hia eminence. His very first ^omt, of course, was to become 
a member of the Oriental Club; where he spent his mornings in tbo 
company of his brother Indiana, where he dined, or whence ho brought 
home men to dine. • 

Amelia had to receive and entertain these gentlemen and their 
ladies. From thes? she heard how soon Snlith woufd be in Council; 
how many lacs Jo!ies had brought home with him ; how Thomson’s 
House in London had refused the l^lls drawn by Thomson, Kibobje^ 
and Co., the Bombay House, and how it was tliought the Calcutta 
Hou.se must go too ; how very impnidcnt, to say the least of it, Mrs. 
Bi’own’s conduct (wife of Brown of the Ahmednugg.ir Irregulars) had 
been with young Swankoy of the Body*Ouard, sitting 8p with him on 
Meek until all hours, and losing themselves as they were riding out at 
the Capo ; Iiow Mrs. Hardyman, had liad out hot thirteen sisters, 
daughters of a country curate, the Ilev. Felix Babbits, and married 
eleven of them, seven high up in the service ; Jiow Hornby was wild 
because his wife w»uld stay in Europe, and Trotter was appointed 
Collector at Ummerapoora. This and similar talk took place, at the 
grand dinners all round. They had the s.ame conversation ; the same 
silver dishes; the same saddles of mutton, boiled turkeys, and entries. 
Polities set in a short time after dessert, when the ladies I'etirjd up 
stairs and t.alkcd about their compl.aints and their children. 

Mutato nomine, it is all the same. Don’t the barristers’ wives talk 
about Circuit 1 —don’t the soldiers’ ladies gossip about the Ilcgiinent ? 
—don’t the clergyman’s ladies discoui'se about Sunday Schools, and 
who takes whose duty ?—don’t the very greatest ladies of all talk about 
that small cliqtie of persons to whom they belong, and why shall our 
Indian friends not have their own convereation 1 —-only I admit it is 
slow for the laymen whose fate it sometimes is to sit by and listen. . 

Before long Emmy had a visiting-book, and was driving about 
regularly in a carriage, calling upon Lady Bludyer (wife of Major- 
General Sir Eoger Bludyer, K.C.B., Bengal Army); Lady Huff) wife 
of Sir G. Huff, Bombay ditto ; Mrs. Pice, the lady of Pice the Director, 
&c. Wo are not long in using ourselves to changes in life. That 
carriage came round to Gillespie Street every day : that buttony boy* 
sprang up and down from the box with Emmy’s and Jos’s visiting 
cards ; at stated hours Emmy .and the carriage went for Jos to tlio 
Club, and took him an airing ; or, putting old Sedley into the vehicle, 
she drove the old man round the Kegent’s Park. The lady’s maid and 
the chariot, the visiting-book and the buttony page, boc.ame soon as 
familiar to Amelia as the humble routine of Brompton. She ac^m- 
modated herself to one as to the other. If Fate had ordained that she < 
should be a duchess, she would even have done that duty too. She 
was voted, in Jos’.s female society, rather a pleiising young person—not 
mncli in her, but pleasing, and that sort of thing. 

The men, as usual, liked her artless kindness and simple refined 
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deq>.eanonr. The gallant young Indian dandies at home on furlough— 
immense dandies these—cbaiiied and moustached—driving in tearing 
cabs, the pillars of the theatres, living at West End Hotels,—^nevertheless 
admired Mrs. Osborne, liked to bow to her carriage in the Park, and to 
be admV'.ted to have the honour of paying her a morning visit. Swankey 
of the Body Guard himself, that dangerous youth, and the greatest buck 
of all the Indian Urmy now on leave, was one day discovered by Major 
Dobbin t(te-a-tSte with Amelia, and describing the sport of pig-sticking' 
^to her with great humour and eloquence: and he spoke afterwards of a 
d—d king’s officer that’s always hanging about the house—a long, thin, 
queer-looking oldish fellow—a dry fellow though, that took the shine 
out of a man in the talking line. 

Had the Major possessed a little more personal vanity he would have 
been jealous of so dangerous a young buck; as that fascinating Bengal 
■ Captain. But Dobbin was «f too simple and generous, a nature to 
have any doubts about Amelia. He was glad that the young men 
should pay her respect: *>'iid that others should admire her. Ever since 
her womanhood almost, had she not been persecuted and undervalued 1 
It pleased him to see how kindness brought out her good qualities, and 
how her spirits gently rose with her prosperity. Any person who 
appreciated her paid a compliment to the Major’s good judgment— 
that is, if a man may be said to have good judgment who is under the 
influence of Love’s delusion. 

After Jos went to Court, whi<;h we may Vje sure he did as a loyal 
subject of his Sovereign (shqvving himself in his full court suit at the 
Club, whither Dobbin cam^ to fetch him in a very shabby old uniform,) 
he who had always been a stanch Loyalist and admirer of George IV., 
became such a tremendous Toiy and pillar of the State, that he was 
for having Amelia to go to a drawing-room too. He somehow haa 
worked himself up to believe that he was implicated in the maintenance 
of the public welfare, and that the Sovereign would not be happy 
unless Jos Sedley and his family appeared to rally round him at Saint 
J.ames’s. 

Emmy laughed. “ Shall I wear the family di.amonds, Jos ?” she said. 

' “I wish you would let me buy you some,” thought the Major. “I 
should like to see any that were too good for you.” 


CHAPTBE LXI. 

IN WHICH TWO LIGHTS ARK rOT OUT. 

There came a day when the round of decorous pleasures and solemn 
gaieties in which Mr. Jos Sedley’s family indulged, was interrupted by 
an event which happens in most houses: As ybu ascend the staircase 
of your house from the drawing towards the bed-room floors, you may 
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have remarked a little ai-ch in the wall right before you, which at opce 
gives light to the stair which leads froni| the second story to the third 
(wlicre the nursery and servants’ chambeis commonly are), and serves 
for another purpose of utility, of which the undertaker’s men can give 
you a notion. They rest the coffins upon that arch, or pa^ them 
through it so as not to disturb in auy unseemly manner the cold tenant 
slumbering witliin ttie black arch. , • 

That second-floor arch in a Loudon house, looking up and down the 
well of the staircase, and commanding the main thoroughfare by which 
the inhabitants are passing; by whicR cook lurks down before daylight* 
to scour her pots and pans in the kitchen ; by which young master 
stealthily ascends, having left his boots in the hall, and let himself in 
after dawn from a jolly night at tlip Club; down wlych miss comes 
rustling in fresh I'ibbous and spreading muslins, brilliant and beautiful, 
and prepared for conquest and the bali; or mastqp Tommy slides, 
preferring tl’e bannistera for a mode of conveyance, and disdaining 
danger and the stain:; 'tlown which the mother is fondly carried smiling 
in her strong husband’s arms, as he steps steadily step by step, and 
followed by the monthly nurse, on the day when the medical man has 
pronounced that the charming patient may go down stairs; up which 
John lurks to bed, yawning with a sputtering tallow candle, and to 
gather up before sunrise the boots which are awaiting him in thai 
passages ;—that stair, up or down which babies are carried, old people 
are helped, guests are marshalled to the ball, the parson walks to the 
christening, the doctor to the sick room, and the undei’taker’s men to 
the upper floor—what a memento ot* Life, Death, and Vanity it is— 
that arch and stair—if you choose to consider it, and sit on the landing, 
looking up and down the well! The doctor will come up to us too 
for the last time there, my friend in motley. The nurse will look in 
at the curtains, and you take no notice—and then she will fling open 
the windows for a little, and let in the air. Then they will pull down 
all the front blinds of the house and live in the back rooms—then they 
will send for the lawyer and other men in black, &c.—^Your comedy 
and mine wiil have been played then, and we shall be removed, O how 
far, from the trumpets, and the shouting, and the posture-making. If 
we are gentlefolks they will put hatchments over our late domicile, • 
with gilt cherubim, and mottoes stating that there is “ Quiet in Heaven.” 
Your son will new furnish the house, or perhaps let it, and go into .a 
more modern quarter ; your name will be among the “ Members . 
Deceased,” in the lists of your clubs next year. However much you 
may bo mourned, your widow will like to have her weeds neatly made 
—the cook will send or come up to ask about dinner—the survivors 
will soon bear to look at yolir picture over the mantel-piece, which V’ 
presently be deposed from the place of honour, to make way for the 
portrait of the son who reigns. 

Which of the dead are most tenderly and passionately deplored* 
Those who love the survivor's the least, I believe. The death of a child 



510 


VANITY PXm. 


occasions a passion of grief and frantic tears, such as your end, brother 
reader, will never inspire. Tl^ death of an infant which scarce knew 
you, which a week’s absence from you would have caused to forget 
you, will strike you down more than the loss of your closest friend, or 
your first-bom son—a man grown like yourself, with children of his 
own. m.'iy be harsh and stern with Judah and Simoon—our love 
and pity guslies out for i^enjamin, the little one. jA.nd if you are old, 
as some reader of this may be or shall be—old and rich, or old and» 
poor—^you may one day be thinking for yourself —“ These people are 
Very good round about me ; but they won’t grieve too much when I am 
gone. I am very rich, and they want my inheritance—or very poor, 
and they are tir^ of supporting mo.” 

Tlie period qf mourning forihjrs. Sedley’s death was only just con¬ 
cluded, and Jos scarcely had had time to cast oif his black and appear 
in the splendid \;(aistcoats wj^ich he loved, when it became evident to 
those about Mr. Sedley, that another event was at hand, 'and that the 
old man was ahout to go seek for his wife in the dark land whitlier 
she had preceded him“ “ The state of my father’s health,” Jos Sedley 
solemnly remarked at the Club, “ prevents me from giving my large 
parties this season: but if you will come in quietly at half-past six, 
Chutney, my boy, and take a homely dinner with one or two of the old 
eet—I shall be always glad to see you ?” So Jos and his acquaintances 
dined add drank their claret among themselves in silence ; whilst the 
sands of life were running out in the old man’s glass up stairs. The 
velvet-footed butler brought them their wine ; and they composed 
themselves to a rubber after dinner: at which Major Dobbin would 
sometimes come and take a hand: and Mrs. Osborne would occasionally 
descend, when her patient above was settled for the night, and had com¬ 
menced one of those lightly troubled slumbers which visit the pillow of 
old age. 

The old man clung to his daughter during this sickness. He would 
take his broths and medicines from scarcely any other hand. To tend 
him became almost the sole business of her life. Her bed was placed 
close by the door which opened into his chamber, and she was alive at 
the slightest noise or disturbance from the couch of the querulous 
I invalid. Though, to do him justice, he lay awake many an hour, silent 
and without stirring, unwilling to awaken his kind and vigilant nurse. 

^ He loved his daughter with more fondness now, perhaps, than ever 
he had done since the days of her childhood. In the discharge of genthi 
offices and kind filial duties, this simple creature shone most especially. 
“She walks into the room as silently as a sunbeam,” Mr. Dobbin 
Wrought, as he saw her passing in and out from her father’s room; a 
-.•ht'erful sweetness lighting up her face as she moved to and fro, 
graceful and noiseless. When women are brooding over their children, 
or busied in a sick room, who has not seen in their faces those sweet 
angelic beams of love and pity 1 

A secret feud cf Kune years standing was thus heated; and with a 
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tacit reconciliation. In these last hours and touched by her lov^and 
goodness, the old man forgot all his gritf against her, and wrongs which 
he and his wife had many a long night drfsated : how she had given up 
everything for her boy: how she was careless of her parents in their 
old age and misfortune, and only thought of the child: how,p,bsurdIy 
and foolishly, impiously indeed slie took on, when George was removed 
fi-om her. Old Se4lcy forgot these charges^ as he was making up his 
last account, and did justice to the gentle and uncomplaining little^ 
martyr. One night wlien she stole into his room, she found him 
awfrtre, when the broken old man fuadc his confession. “ O, Emm/, 
I’ve been tliinking we were very unkii\d and unjust to you,” he said, 
and put out his cold and feeble hand to her. She knelt down and 
prayed by his bedside, as be did t(jofli,-mug still hqjd'of her hand. 
When our turn comes, friend, may we have such company in our 
prayers. ^ • 

Pei'haps as he was lying awake then, his life may have pj^ased before 
him—his early hopeful struggles?, his manly successes and prosperity, 
his downfall in his declining yearn, and his present helpless condition- 
no chance ot revenge against Eortune, which had had tlie better of 
bim—neither name nor money to bequeath—a spent-out, bootless life of 
defeat and disappoijitment, and the end here! Which, I wonder, 
brother reader, is the better lot, to die prosperous and famous, or poor 
.and disappointed ? To have, and to be forced to yield; or to sini; out 
of life, having played and lost the game ? That must be a strange 
feeling, wlien a day of our life comes and we say, “ To-morrm», success 
or failure won’t matter much: and the suj will rise, and all the myriads 
of mankind go to their work or their pleasure as usual, but I shall be 
out of tlie turmoil.” 

So there came one morning and sunrise, when all the world got up 
and set about its various works and pleasures, with the exception of 
old Joseph Sedley, who was not to fight with fortune, or to hope or 
scheme any more ; but to go and take up a quiet and utterly unknown 
residence in .a churchyard at Brompton by tlie side of his old wife. 

Major Dobbin, Jos, and Georgy followed his remains to the grave, in 
a black cloth coach. Jos came on jiurpose from the Star and Garter at 
Itichiiiond, whither he retreated after the deplorable event. He did not* 
care to remain in the house, with the—under the circumstances, you 
undei-staud. But Emmy staid and did lier duty as usual. Slio was 
bowed down by no especial grief, and rather solemn than sorrowful. 
She prayed that her own eml might be as calm and p.ainlcss, and 
thought with trust and reverence of the words which She liad heard 
from her father during his illness, indicative of hfs faith, his resignatjpn, 
and his future hope. 

Yes, I tliink that will be the better ending of the two, after alL 
Suppose you are pai-ticularly rich and well to do, and say on that last 
day, “ I am very rich ; I am tolerably well known ; I have lived all my 
life in the best society, and, thank Heaven, come of a most respectable 
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family. I have served my King and country with honour. I was in 
Parliament for several years, fwhere, I may s.ay, my speeches were 
listened to, and pretty well received. 1 don’t owe any man a shilling ; 
on the contrary, I lent my old college friend. Jack Lazarus, fifty pounds, 
for whicji my executors will not press him. I leave my daughters with 
tea thousand pounds a-piece—^very good portions for girls : ITDequeatli 
my plate and furniture, my house in Baker Street.- with a handsome 
jointure, to iny widow for her life ; and my landed property, besides i 
money in the funds, and my cellar of well-selected wine in Baker Street, 
to my son. I leave twenty pound a-year to my valet; and I defy any 
man after I am gone to find anything against my character.” Or 
suppose, on the other hand, your swan sings quite a different sort of 
dirge, and you say, “ I am a poor, .blighted, disappointed old fellow, and 
have made an utter failure through life. J was not endowed either 
with brains or yrif h good forfjune: and confess that I have committed 
a hundred mistakes and blunders. I own to having forgotten my duty 
many a time. I can’t pay what I owe. On my last bed I lie utterly 
helpless and humbleand I pray forgiveness for my weakness, and 
throw myself with a contrite heart at the feet of the Divine Mercy.” 
Which of these two speeches, think you, would be the best oration for 
your own funeral ? old Sedley made the last; and in that humble 
frame of mind, and holding by the hand of his daughter, life and dis¬ 
appointment and vanity sank away from under him. 

“You see,” said old Osborne to George, “what comes of merit and 
industry, and judicious speculations, and that. Look at mo and my 
banker’s account. Look at your poor grandfather, Sedley, and his 
failure. And yet he was' a better man than I was, this day twenty 
years—^a better man I should say by ten thousand pound.” 

Beyond these people and Mr. Clapp’s family, who came over from 
Brompton to pay a visit of condolence, not a single soul alive ever cai-ed 
a penny piece about old John Sedley, or remembered the existence of 
such a person. 

When old Osborne first heard from his friend Colonel Buckler (as 
little Georgy has already informed us) how distinguished an officer 
'Major Dobbin was, he exhibited a great deal of scornful incredulity, 
and expressed his surprise how ever such a feller as that should possess 
. either brains or reputation. But he heard of the Major’s fame from 
vai'ions members of his society. Sir William Dobbin had a gi'eat 
opinion of his son, and narrated many stories illustrative of the Major’s 
learning, valoffr, and estimation in the world’s opinion. Finally, his 
najne appeared in the lists of one or two great parties of the nobility ; 
wi?thi3 circumstance had a prodigious effect upon the old aristocrat of 
Bussell Square. 

The Major’s position, as guardian to Georgy, whose possession had 
been ceded to his grandfather, rendered some meetings between the 
two gentlemen inevitable; and it was in one of these that old Osborne, 
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a keen man of business, looking into the Major’s accounts -with his 
■ward and the boy’s mother, got a hint which staggered him very much, 
and at once pained and pleased him, that itwas out of William Dobbin’s 
own pocket that a part of the fund had been supplied upon which tlie 
poor widow and the child had subsisted. ^ 

When pressed upon the point, Dobbin, who could not tell lies, 
idushed and stamn^red a good deal, and finally confessed. “ The 
'marriage,” he said, (at which his intei-locutor’s face grew dark,) “was 
very much my doing. I thought my poor friend had gone so far, that 
retreat from his engagement would ^lavo been dishonour to him and* 
death to Mrs. Osborne; and I could do no less, when she was left 
without resources, than give what money I could spare to maintain 
her.” 

P ’ * 

“ MajorD.,” Mr. Osbonierf.aid, looking hard at him, .and turning very 
red too—“ Yon did me a gre.at injury ; Ijjit give mo jeav^ to tell you, 
sir, you are an honest feller. There’s my hand, sir, fliougli I little 
thought that my flesh and blood was living on you—” and the pair 
shook hands, with great confusion on M.ajor Dobhin’s part, thus founc^ 
out in his .act "of charitable hypocrisy. 

He strove to soften the old man, and reconcile him towards his son’s 
memory. “ He was such a noble fellow,” he said, “ that all of us loved 
him, and would have done anything for him. I, as a young man in 
those days, was flattered beyond measure by his preference for me j* and 
was more pleased to be seen in his company than in that of the 
Commander-in-Chief. I never saw his equal for pluck and daring, 
and all the qualities of a soldier; ” Snd Dobbin told the old father 
as many stories as he could remember regarding the gallantry and 
achievements of his son. “And Georgy is*so like him,” the M.ajor 
added. 

“ He’s so like him that he makes me tremble sometimes,” the grand¬ 
father said. ^ 

On one or two evenings the Major came to dine with Mr. Osborne, 
(it was during the time of the sickness of Mr. Sedley), and as the two 
sate together in the evening after dinner all their talk was about the 
dep.arted hei’o. The father boasted about him accoi-ding to his wont, 
glorifying himself in recounting his son’s feats and gallantry, but his » 
mood was at any rate better and more charitable than that in which 
he had been disposed until now to regjird the poor fellow; and the 
Christian heart of the kind Major was pleased at these symptoms of 
returning peace and good will.* On the second evening old Osborne 
called Dobbin, William, just as he used to do at the time*when Dobbin 
and George were boys together: and the honest gentleman was pleasgd 
by that mark of reconciliation. *■ 

On the next day at breakfast when Miss Osborne, with the asperity. 
of her age and character, ventured to make some remark letlecting 
slightingly upon the Major’s appearance or behaviour—the master of 
the house interrupted her, “ You’d have been glad enough to git him 
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for yourself Miss O. But them grapes are sour. Ha! ha ! itajor 
William is a fine feller.” ., 

“ That he is, ( h aiidiiapa,”. said Georgy, approvingly ; and going up 
close to the old gentleman, he took a hold of his largo grey whiskers, 
and lau'died in his face good-humouredly and kissed him. And he toll 
the story at night to his mother: who fully agreed with the boy 
“.Indeed he i.s,” she said. “Your dear father always said .so. He i.s 
one of the bc.st and most upright of men.” Dobbin happened to droji,, 
in very soon after this conversation, which made Amelia blush pcrliaps; 
•and tlioyoung scapegrace increase 1 the confusion liy telling Dobljiu the 
other part.of the story. “I saj'Dob,” he .said, “there’.s such an uu- 
conimon nice girl wants to marry you. She’s plenty of tin : she we.ars 
a front; and-she scolds the servants from morning till night.” 

“ Who is it ? asked Dobbin. ' , 

“ It’s aunt,0.,” the boy answered, “ Grandp.'ipa said so. And T s.ay. 
Dob, how'jn'imc it w'ould be to have you for my uncle.” ■■ Old Sedley’s 
quavering voice from the next I’oom at this moment weakly called for 
Amelia, and the laugfiing ended. 

That old Osborne’s mind was changing w.-is pi'etty clear. He asked 
George about his uncle sometime.s, and laughed at the boy’s imitation 
of the w:iy in w'hich .fos said “ God-blcs.s-my-aoul,” and gobbled his 
sonp. Then he .said, “It’s not re.spectful, sir, of you younkers to be 
imitt.ting of your relations. Miss 0., when you go out a-driving to-day, 
leave my card upon hir. Sedlcy, do you hear ? There’s nq quarrel 
betwigst me and him, anyhow.” 

The card was returned, and JAs and the Major were asked to dinner, 
—to a dinner the most splendid and stiqiid that perhaps cvc'r Mr. 
O.sborno gave ; every iiudi of the family plate WJis exhibited, and tho 
best coiniiaiiy w'as aske<l. Mr. Sedley took ilown Mis.s O. to dinner 
and she was very gracious to liiin ; wherca.s she liardly spoke to tho 
hhijor, who sate apart from her, and by the side of Mr. O.sborne, very 
timid. .Tos said, with great solemnity, it w'as the best clear turtle soup 
ho h.ad ever tasted in ids life ; and asked Mr. Osborne w here ho got 
his Madeira ? 

“ It is some of Sodley’s wine,” whispered the butler to hi.! master. 

„ “I’ve had it .a long time,.aud paid ,a good figure for it, too,” Mr. Osborne 
said aloud to his guest; and then whispered to his right-hand neighbour 
how he had got it “at the old chap's sale.” 

More I hail onco ho asked the Major about—about hlr.s. George 
Osborne—a theme on which the Major .could be very eloquent when ho 
chose. He told iNlr. Osborne of her suiferings—of her passionate attacli- 
ment to her husband, whose memory she worshipped still—«)f the 
and dutiful manner in which she had supported her parents 
and given v.)) her boy, when it seemed to her her dutj' to do so. “ V’ou 
don’t know what she endured, sir,”,saiil honest Do’obin, with a tremor 
in his voice ; “ ami I hope ami tiaist you will be reconciled to her. If 
slie tcok your son away from you, she gave hem to you; and however 
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-jtnc't) you loved your George, depeud on it, slie loved licrs ten tigies 

IIK I’C. ’ ^ 

“ I'y God, you nre a good feller, sir,” wrfs .-ill Mr. Osborne said. It 
i,ad never struck him that the widow would feel any paiti at pa.rting 
v. irii tlio boy, or that his having a line fortune could grieve ^er. A 
vreoneiliatiou was announced as speedy and inevitable ; and Amelia’s 
heart already begai# to boat at the notion of the awful meeting witli 
(.‘oorge’s father. 

It tvas never, however, destined to take place. Ohl Sodloy’.s lingering 
illnctis and death sii])ervenod, after tsfliich a meeting was for some tiuio* 
iiu[)ossibIc. That eatastroplie and other ('viuits may have w'orked njion 
jM r. Osboi-ne. Ilo was numb .shaken of late, and .aged, and his mind 
was working inwardl}'. He had soiit*for his lawyorf^ abd probably 
oliaigged aonielliing in his will. Tlie medical man wiio looked in, pro- 
m.iiucud liim,slnaky, agitated, and talkail of a littls fik)od, and the 
sea-sido ; hut he took ue.itlier of tliese remedies. . 

One day when ho should have c<jme down to Jiroakfist, his servant, 
missing him, yeiit iiy,o his dressing-room, .ami found liiiii lying .at the 
riiot of the dressiiig-tahle, hi a lit. Miss Osborne was apprised ; the 
doetovs wore sent for ; Georgy stoiJjied away from school; the blemlers 
and cn])per.s came. Osborne ])arlially regaine<l eognisanec ; but never 
could speak again, tliough lie tried dreadfully ouee or twice, and iu four 
day's ho died. Tlie doctors went down ; tlie undertaker’.s men wcllt np 
tile stair-s; and all the shutters were shut towards the garden in llussell 
S<(uaro. flulloek rushed from the citj'J;u a hurry. “ Tfow much money 
had he left to that hoy' ? —not half, surot' ? Surely share aud share 
alike betweeu the three 1 ” It wiis an agifciyng moment. 

W'hat was it that poor old ni.au had tried once or twice in vain to 
say'i I hope it was that ho wanted to see Amelia, and bo reconciled 
before bo left the world to the dear and faitliful wife of his son : it was 
most likely that ; for his will showed that the hatred which ho had so 
long cherished had gone out of his heart. 

Tin y found in the pocket of his dressing-gown I ho letter with the 
great rod seal, which George had written him from 'Waterloo, lie had 
looked at the other papers, too, relative to his son, for the key of tho 
box in wliioli lie kept them was also in bis pocket, and it was found * 
the seals and envelopes had been broken—very likely on the niglit 
before the seizure, when the butler had taken him tea iuto his study, 
aud found him reading iu the great red family Bible. 

Wlien tho will was opened, it was found tliat half the property w.as 
left to George, and tho I'cmaindcr between the two .sistci?. Afr. ijiillock 
to coii'.inue, for their joint benefit, the alfairs of the commercial lioiwv, 
or to go out, as he tlionght fit. j\n annuity of five hundred pounds, 
chargea'.ilc on George’s property, was left to his mother, “tho widow of 
my bolove 1 son George Osborne,” who was to resume tho guardianship 
of the Ixiy 

“Major William Dobbin, my beloved son’s friend,” was appointed 

h L 2 
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executor; “ and as out of his kindness and bounty, and with his own 
privata funds, he maintained rny grandson, and my son’s widow, when 
they were otherwise withoist jneans of support,” (the testator went on 
to say,) “I hereby thank him heartily for his love and regard for them; 
and beseech him to accept such a sum as may be sufficient to purchase 
his commission as a Lieutenant-Colonel, or to be disposed of in anyway 
he may think fit ” ^ 

When Amelia heard that her father-in-law was reconciled to her, her 
heart melted, and she was grateful for the fortune left to her. But 
“when she heard how Georgy wasl restored to her, and knew how and 
by whom, 'and how it was William’s bounty that supported her in 
poverty, how it was William who g.ave her her husband and her son— 
O, then she sanlc on her knees, and pr.ayed for blessings on that constant 
and kind heart: she bowed down and humbled herself, and kissed the 
feet, as it we^ie, of that beautiful and generous affection. 

And gratitude was all that she had to pay back for such admirable 
devotion and benefits—only gi-atitudc ! If she thought of any other 
return, the image of'George stood up out of the grave, and said, “You 
are mine, and mine only, now and for ever.” ‘ 

William knew her feelings; had .he not passed his whole life in 
divining them t 

When the nature of Mr. Osborne’s will became known to the world, 
it was edifying to remark how Mrs. George Osborne rose in the esti¬ 
mation of the people forming her circle of acquaintance. The servants 
of Jos’s establishment, who used to question her humble orders, and 
say they would “ ask Master,” whether or not they could obey, never 
thought now of that sort of appeal. The cook forgot to sneer at her 
shabby old gowns (which, indeed, were quite eclipsed by that lady’s 
finery when she was dressed to go to church of a Sunday evening); the 
others no longer grumbled at the sound of her bell, or delayed to 
answer that summons. The coachman, who grumbled that his osses 
should be brought out, and his carriage made into an ospital for that old 
ellcr and Mrs. 0., drove her with the utmost alacrity now, and trem¬ 
bling lest ho should be superaeded by Mr. Osborne’s coachman, asked 
c “ what them there Bussell Square coachmen knew about town, and 
^whether they was. fit to sit on a box before a lady 1 ” Jos’s friends, 
male and female, suddenly became interested about Emmy, and cards 
of condolence multiplied on her hall table. Jos himself, who had 
looked on her as a goodnatured harmless pauper, to whom it was his 
duty to give Mctuals and shelter, paid her and the rich little boy, his 
net)hew,the greatest respect—^was anxious that she should have change 
^ anslmmusement after her troubles and trials, “ poor dear girl ”—and 
began to appear at the breakfast-table, and most particularly to ask how 
she would like to dispose of the day. 

In her capacity of guardian to Georgy, she, with the consent of the 
Major, her fellow-trustee, begged Miss Osborne to live in the Bussell 
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Square house as long as ever she chose to dwell there; but that 
with thanks, declared that she never cou^ think of remaining alone in 
that melancholy mansion, and departed in'deep mourning, to Chelten¬ 
ham, with a couple of her old domestics. The rest were liberally paid 
and dismissed; the faithful old butler, whom Mrs. Osborne j^oposed 
to retain, resigning and preferring to invest his savings in a public- 
house, where, let u# hope, he was not unpnosperouS. Miss Osborne 
not choosing to live in Russell Square, Mrs. Osborne also, after con¬ 
sultation, declined to occupy the gloomy old mansion there. The house^ 
was dismantled; the rich furniture and effects, the awful chandeliers 
and dreary blank mirrors packed away and hidden, the rich rosewood 
drawing-room suite was muffled in. straw, the carpets were rolled up 
•and corded, the small select library of Veil-bound books were stowed 
into two wine chests, and* the whole paraphernalia rolled away in 
several enormous vans to the Pantechnkson, where 4hff were to lie 
until Georgy’s majority. And the great heavy dark plate-okests went 
off to Messrs. Stumpy and Rowdy, to lie in the cellar's of those eminent 
bankers until the sauic period should arrive. 

One day Emmy with George in her hand and clad in deep sables '• 
went to visit the desei-ted mansion which she had not entered since she 
was a girl. The place in front was littered with straw where the vans 
had been laden and rolled of!'. They went into the great blank rooms, 
the walls of which bore the marks where the pictures and mirrors 
had hung. Then they went up the great blank stone-staircases 
into the uj)per rooms, into that where grandpapa died, as George 
said in a whisper, and then higher stUl into George’s own room. 
The boy was stiU clinging by her side, but she thought of another 
besides him. She knew that it had been his father’s room as well 
as his own. 

She went up to one of the open windows (one of those at which she 
used to gaze with a sick heart when the child was first taken fi’om her) 
and thence as she looked out she could see over the trees of Russell 
Square, the old house in which she herself was born, and where she 
had passed so many happy days of sacred youth. They all came back 
to her, the pleasant holidays, the kind faces, the careless, joyful past 
times; and the long pains and trials that had since cast her down. ‘ 
She thought of these and of the man who had been her constant 
protector, her good genius, her sole benefactor, her tender and generous 
friend. 

“ Look here, mother,” said Ctoorgy, “ here’s a G. 0. scratched on the 
glass with a diamond ; I never saw it before, I never diif it.” 

“ It was your father’s room long long before you were born, George,” 
she said, and she blushed as she kissed the boy. 

She was very silent as they drove back to Richmond where they had 
taken a temporary house: where the smiling lawyers used to come 
bustling over to see her; (and we may be sure noted the visit in the 
bill) and where of course there was a room for Major Dobbin too, who 
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ro^e over frequently, having much business to transact in behalf of his 
little vrard. 

Georgy at this time wasVcmoved from Mr. Veal’s on an unlimited 
holiday, and that gentleman was engaged to prepare an inscription for 
a fine .marble slab, to be placed up in the rouudling under the 
monument of Captain George Osborne. 

' . e 

The female Bullock, aunt of Georgy, although despoiled by that little' 
^monster of one-half of the sum which she expected from her father, 
nevertheless showed her chavitEiblcness of spirit by being reconciled 
to the’mother and the boj". Eochampton is not far from lliebmond, 
and one day the chariot, with the golden Bullocks emblazoned on the 
panels, and the flaccid cliildi'&n wdthin, drove to Amelia’s house at 
Eichniond ; and the Bullock family m.ade am irruption into the garden, 
where Amefia was rea<ling«.a book, Jos w.as in an ai;bour placidly 
dipping strawberries into wine, and the Major in one of his Indian 
jackets vras giving a |:»aek to Georgy, wdio chose to jump over him. Ho 
went over his liead, .and bounded into tbe little advance of Bullocks, 
with immense black bows in their hats, and huge black sashes, accom¬ 
panying their monming mamma. 

“He is jnst of the age for Eosa,” the fond p.arent thought, and 
glanced towai'ds that dear child, an unwholesome little Miss of seven 
yea^ of age. 

“ Eosa, go and kiss your dear cousin,” Mrs. Frederick said. “ Don’t 
you know me, George 1 —I am ypur aunt.” 

“/know you w-ell enough,” George said ; “but I don’t like kissing, 
please and be retreate(;l from the obedient caresses of lii.s cousin. 

“ Take me to your dear mamm.a, you droll child,” Mrs. Frederick 
said ; and those ladies accordingly mot, after .an ahsenoo of more than 
fifteen years. During Emmy’s cares and poverty the other had never 
once thouglit about coming to .sec her ; but now that she was decently 
pirosperous in the woi-kl, her sister-in-law came to Lor as a matter of 
coui-se. 

So did numbers more. Our old friend, Miss Schwartz, and lier 
hus’oand came thundering over from Hampton Court, with flaming 
yellow liveries, and was as inipietuously fond of Amelia as ever. 
Seiiwariz wouhl have liked her always if slie could have seep her. 
One must do lior that justice. But, qtte voulen vous? —in this vast 
^ town one has not tlie time to go and seek one’s friends ; if they drop 
out of the r.auk they disappc.ar, and we fiuirch on without them. Who 
is ever missed’in Vanity Fair ? 

..But so, in a word, and before the period of grief for Mr. Osbonio's 
deSBi had subsided, Emmy found herself in the conrte of a very genteel 
circle indeed ; the members of which could not conceive th.at anybody 
; belonging to it was not very lucky. There was scarce one of the ladies 
ithat hadn’t a relation a peer-, thongh the husband might be a drysalter 
fin the City. Some of the ladies were very blue and well informed; 



reading Mrs. Somerville, and frequenting the Eoyal Institution; others 
were severe and Evangelical, and held by Exeter Hall. Eramy, it rtmst 
lie owned, found herself entirely at a loh jn the midst of their clavers, 
and suffered wofully on • the one or two occasions in which she was 
compelled to accept Mrs. Frederick Bullock’s hospitalities. That lady 
persisted in patronising her, and determined most graciouslv^to fonn 
lier. She found Aigolia’s milliners for her, .and reguljited her household 
and her manners. She drove over constantly from Eoehampton, and 
entertained her friend with faint fashionable liddiefoddle and feeble 
Court slipslop. Jos liked to heai’iit, but the Major used to go off 
growling at tlie appearance of this woman, with her twopenjiy gentility, 
lie went to sleep under Frederick Bullock’s bald head, after dinner, at 
one of the banker’s best parties, (Fred was still anxious that the 
balance of the 0.sbome pi;operty should be transferred from Stumpy 
and Howdy’s to them,) and whilst Amelia, who did not know Latin, or 
who wrote the last crack article in the Edinburgh, afad* aid not in the, 
least deplore, or otherwise, Mr. Peel’s late extraordinary tefgiversation 
in the fatal Catholic Belief Bill, sate dumb amongst the ladicFln the 
grand drawiiig-roonf, looking out upon velvet l.aw'iis, trim gravel walks, 
and glistening hot-houses. 

“She seems good-n.atured but insipid,” said Mrs. Eowdy; “that 
Major seems to be p.articularly Spris." 

“ She wants ton sadly,” s.aid Mrs. Hollyock. “ My dear crcatiuip, you 
never will be able to form her.” 

“ She is dreadfully ignorant or indifferent,” said Mrs. dowry, with a 
voice as if from the grave, and a s.ad Sh.ake of the head and turban—“I 
asked her if she thought that it was in*1836, according to Mr. Jowls, 
or in 1839, according to Mr. Wapshot, that'the Pope was to fall: and 
she said—‘ Poor Pope ! I hope not—What h.as lie done ? ’ ” 

“ She is my brother’s widow, my dear friends,” Mis. Frcdeidck 
reidied, “and as such I think we’re all bound to give her every 
attention and instruction on entering into the world. You may fancy 
there can be no mercenary motive in those whose disappointments are 
well known.” 

“ That poor dear Mi-s. Bullock,” said Eowdy to Hollyock, as they 
drove aw'ay together—“she is always scheming and man.aging. Sluj 
wants Mrs. O.sborno’s account to be taken from our house to hers— 
and the way in which she coaxes that boy, and makes liim sit by that 
blcai--eyed little Eosa, is perfectly ridiculous.” , 

“ I wish Glowry was choktal with her Man of Sin and her Battle of 
Armageddon,” cried the other; and the carriage rcjled away over 
Putney Bridge. 

But this sort of society was too cruelly genteel for Emmy: auS aU 
jumped for joy when a foreign tour was proposed. 
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CHAPTER LXH. 

AX RHEIN. 

The above every-day ef^ents had occurred, and*’a few weeks had 
passed, when, on one fine morning. Parliament being over, the summer 
,4idvanccd, and all the good company in London about to quit that city 
for their annual tour in search of pleasure or hOalth, the Batavier 
steamboat left the Tower-stairs laden with a goodly company of 
English fugitives. The quarter-deck awnings were up, and the benches 
and gangwaj-s ctowded with scores of rosy children, bustling nurse¬ 
maids, ladies ^in the prettiest pink bonnets and summer dresses, 
gentlemen in travelling caps and linen jackets, whose mu^tachios- had 
just begun fo sprout for the ensuing tour; and stout trim old veterans 
with starched neckcloths and neat-brushed hats, such as have invaded 
Europe any time since the conclusion of the war, and cany the national 
Goddem into every city of the Continent. The congregation of hat- 
boxes, and Bramah desks, and dressing-cases, was prodigious. There 
were jaunty young Cambridge-men travelling with their tutor, and 
going/or a reading excursion to Nonnenworth or KSnigswinter: there 
were Irish gentlemen, with the most dashing whiskers and jewelleiy, 
talking about horses incessantly, and prodigiously polite to the young 
ladies on board, whom, on the contrary, the Cambridge lads and their 
pale-faced tutor avoided with maiden coyness: there were old Pall 
Mall loungers bound for Ems and Wiesbaden, and a course of waters 
to clear off the dinners of the season, and a little roulette and trente-et- 
quarante to keep the excitement going: there was old Methuselah, 
who had niairied his young wife, with Captain Papillon of the Guards 
holding her parasol and guide-books : there was young May who was 
carrying off his bride on a pleasure tour (Mrs. Winter tliat was, and 
who had been at school with May’s grandmother) ; there was Sir John 
and my Lady with a dozen chUdreu, and corresponding nursemaids; 
and the gi’eat grandee Bareacres family that s.ate by themselves near 
we wheel, stared at everybody, and spoke to no one. Their carriages, 
■•emblazoned with coronets, and heaped with shining imperials, were ou 
the foredeck; locked in with a dozen more such vehicles: it was 
difScult to pass in and put amongst them :„and the poor inmates of the 
fore-cabin had scarcely any space for locomotion. These consisted of 
a few magnificently attired gentlemen from Houndsditch, who brought 
’theiftirfiwn provisions, and could have bought half the gay people in 
the grand saloon ; a few honest fellows with mustachios and portfolios, 
who set to sketching before they had been half-an-hour on board ; one 
or two French femmes de chambre who began to be dreadfully ill by 
the time the boat had passed Greenwich; a groom or two who lounged 
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in the neighbourhood of the horse-boxes under their charge, or le^ed 
over the side by the paddle-wheels, and talked about who was good 
for the Leger, and what they stood to win or lose for the Goodwood 
cup. 

All the couriers, when they had done plunging about the ^ip, and 
had settled their 'arious masters in the cabins or on the deck, con¬ 
gregated together «,nd began to chatter spid smoke; the Hebrew 
gientlemen joining them and looking at the carriages. There was Sir 
John’s great carriage that would hold thirteen people; my- Lord 
Methuselah’s carriage, my Lord Bareacres’ chariot, britslm, ancf 
fourgon, that anybody might pay for who liked. It was a wonder how 
my Lord got the ready money to pay for the expenses of the journey. 
The Hebrew gentlemen knew how h^ got it. They knew' what money 
his Lordship had in his psckct at that instant, and what interest he 
paid for it, and who gave it him. Finallji, there was a \^y neat, hand¬ 
some travelling carriage, about which the gentlemen speculated. 

“A qui cette voiture lA?” said one gentleman-courier with a large 
morocco money-bag and ear-rings, to another with ear-rings and a 
large morocco money-bag. 

“ Cest A Kirsch je hense—je Vai vw toiite A Vhewe—qui brenoit des 
mnffviches dans la voiture" said the courier in a fine German French. 

Kirsch emerging presently fx’om the neighbourhood of the hold 
where he had been bellowing instructions intermingled with poljfglot 
oaths to the ship’s men engaged in secreting the passengers’ luggage, 
came to give an account of himself to his brother interpreters. He 
informed them that the carriage belongjd to a Nabab from Calcutta 
and Jamaica, enormously rich, and with ■^hom he was engaged to 
travel; and at this moment a young gentleman who had been warned 
off the bridge between the paddle-boxes, and who had dropped thence 
on to the roof of Lord Methuselah’s carriage, from which he had made 
his way over other carriages and impei-ials until he had clambered on 
to his own, descended thence and through the window into the body of 
the carriage to the applause of the couriers looking on. 

“ Nous cdlons avoir une bdle traversie, Monsiem* George,” said the 
courier with a grin, as he lifted his gold-laced cap. 

“D— your French,” said the young gentleman, “where’s the biscuits, < 
eh ? ” Whereupon, Kirsch answered him in the English language or in 
such an imitation of it as he could command,—^for though he was- 
familiar with all lai%uages, Mr. Kirsch was not acquainted with a single 
one and spoke all with indifferent volubility and incorrectness. 

The imperious young geptleman who gobbled the *1)1800118, (and 
indeed it was time to refresh himself, for he had breakfasted at Bi^- 
mond full three hours before,) was our young friend George OsbSftie. 
Uncle Jos and his mamma were on the quartet deck with a gentle¬ 
man oi whom they used to see a good deal, and the four were about 
to make a summer tour. 

Jos was seated at that moment on deck under the awning, and pretty 
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neatfy opposite to the Earl of Bareacres and his family, -whose proceed, 
ings absorbed the Bengalee al^nost entirely. Both the noble couple 
looked rather younger tlian ill the eventful ye.ar ’1.5, when Jos remem¬ 
bered to have seen them ac Brussels (indeed he always gave out in 
Lidia th»t he was intimsitely acquainted -with them). Lady Bareacres’ 
hair which w.as then dark was now a beautiful golden auburn, whereas 
Lord Bareacres’ Vhiskerr, formerly red, were at- present of a ricli 
blaek with purple and green reflections in the light. But changed 
^ they were, the movements of the noble pair occupied Jos’s mind 
entirely. The presence of a lord fascinated him, and he could look at 
nothing else. 

“Those people seem to interest you a good deal,” said Dobbin, 
laughing and watching him. Atiielia too laughed. She was in a straw 
bonnet with black ribbons, and othei-wise dressed in mourning : but the 
little bustle a'lid holiday of the journey pleased and excjtod her, and 
she looked particularly happy. « 

“What a heavenly flay !” Emmy said, and added, with great origi¬ 
nality, “ I hope we slnall have a calm passage.” 

Jos waved his hand, scornfully glancing .at the same time under his 
eyelids at the great folks opposite. “If you had made the voyages we 
have,” he said, “you wouldn’t much care about the weather.” But 
neve^heless, traveller as he was, he passed the night direfully sick in 
his carriage, where his courier tended him with brandy-and-water and 
every luxury. 

In due time this Imppy partf handed at the quays of Eotterdam, 
whence they were transported by another steamer to the city of Cologne. 
Here the carriage and tin!, family took to the shore, and Jos was not 
a little gratified to see his an'iv.al announced in the Cologne new.s- 
papers as ‘ Herr Gr.af Lord von Sedley nehst Begloitung aus London.’ 
He had his Court dress with him: he had insisted that Dobbin should 
bring his regimental paraphernalia : ho announced th.at it was his 
intention to be presented .at some foreign Courts, and pay his respects 
to the Sovereigns of the countries which he honoured with a visit. 

Wherever the party stopped, and an opportunity was offered, Mr. J os 
left his own card and the Majoi-’s upon “ Our Minister.” It was with 
■great difficulty th.at ho could be restrained from putting on his cocked 
hat and tights to wait upon the English consul at the Free City of 
Judenstadt, when that hospitable functionary asked our travellers to 
dinner. He kept a journal of his voyage, and noted elaborately the 
defects or excellencies of the various itfns at which he put up, and ot 
the wines and dishes of which he partook. 

for Emmy,rflie was very happy and pleased. Dobbin used to 
carry about for her her stool and sketch-book, and admired the draw¬ 
ings of the goodnatured little artist, as they never had been admired 
before. She sate upon steamers’ decks and drew crags and castles, or 
she mounted upon donkeys and ascended to ancient robber-towers, 
attended by her two aides-de-camp, Georgy and Dobbin. She laughed» 
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and the Major did too, at his droll fignre on donkey-back, with his long 
l<'g.s touching the ground. He waf the iuterpi-eter for the party, 
having a good military knowledge of tlie German language ; and he 
.and the delighted George fought the campaigns of the Khine and the 
Palatinate. In the course of a few weeks, and by -assiduBusly con¬ 
versing with Herr Kirsch on the box of the carnage, Georgy made 
prodigious advancife in the knowledge of High Dutch, and could talk to 
hotel waiters and postillions in a way that charmed his mother, and 
amused his guardian. ^ , 

Mr. Jos did not much engage in the afternoon excursions of bis 
fellow-travellers. lie slept a good deal after dinner, or basked in the 
ai'bours of the pleasant inn-gardens. Pleasant Bhine gardens ! Fair 
scenes of peace and sunshine—noltld purple mountains, whose crests 
arc reflected in the magnificent stream—^who h.as ever seen you, that 
has not a .grateful memory of those* scenes of frittiKlly repose and 
beauty 1 To Lay down the pen, and even to think of tliat beautiful 
Bhincland makes one happy. At this time pf summer evening, the 
cows are troopings down from the hills, lowing and with their bells 
tinkling, to the old town, with its old moats, and gates, and spires, and 
chestnut-tr’eos, with long blue shadows sti-etching over the grass; the 
sky and the river below flame in crimson and gold; and the moon is 
already out, looking pale towards the sunset. The sun sinks behind 
the great castle-crested mountains, the night falls suddenly, the river 
grows darker and darker, lights quiver in it from the windows in the 
old ramparts, and twinkle peacofulljiin the villages under the hills on 
the opposite shore. • 

So Jos used to go to sleep a good dealtwith his bandanna over his 
face and be very comfortable, and read all the English news, and every 
word of Galignani's admirable newspaper, (may the blessings of all 
Englishmen who have ever been abroad rest on the founders and 
proprietora of that piratical print!) and whether he woke or slept his 
friends did not very much miss him. Yes, they wore very happy. 
They went to the Opera often of evenings—^to those snug, unassuming, 
dear old operas in the German towns, where the noblesse sits and 
cries, and krdts stockings on the one side, over against the bourgeoisie 
on the other; and His Transparency the Duke and his Transparent 
family, all very fat and good-natured, come and occupy the great box 
in the middle; and the pit is full of the most elegant slim-waisted 
officers with straw-coloured mustachios, and twopence a-day on fulf 
pay. Here it w.os that Emfhy found her delight, and was introduced 
for the first time to the wonders of Mozart and Cimarosa. The Major’s 
musical taste has been before alluded to, and his performances « the 
flute commenced. But perhaps the chief pleasure he had iirthese 
operas was in watching Emmy’s rapture while listening to thorn. A 
new world of love and beauty broke upon her when she was introduced 
to those divine compositions: this lady had the keenest and finest 
sensibility, and how could she be indifferent when she heard Mozart f 
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The tender parts of Don Juan awakened in her raptures so exquisite 
that she would ask herself whenjshe went to say her prayers of a night 
whether it was not wicked toVeel so much delight as that with which 
“Vedrai Carino” and “Batti Batti” filled her gentle little bosom} 
But the Major, whom she consulted upon this head, as her theological 
„ adviser (and who himself had a pious and reverent soul), said that for 
his part, every beailty of ant or nature made him thankfhl as well as 
happy; and that the pleasiu’e to be had, in listening to fine music, as 
ii^looking at the stars in the sky, or at a beautiful landscape or picture, 
was a benefit for which we might thank Heaven as sincerely as for 
any other worldly blessing. And in reply to some faint objections of 
Mrs. Amelia’s (taken from certain theological works like the “ Washer¬ 
woman of Finchtey Common” ahd others of that school, with which 
Mrs. Osborne had been furnished during hei-nife at Brorapton) he told 
her an Eastenf-feWe of the Owl who. thought that the sunshine was 
unbearable fer the eyes, and that the Nightingale was a most overrated 
bird. “It is one’s nature to sing and the other’s to hoot,” he said, 
laughing, “ and with such a sweet voice as you have yourself) you must 
belong to the Bulbul faction.” 

I like to dwell upon this period of her life, .and to think that she was 
cheerful and happy. You see she has not had too much of that sort of 
existence as yet, and has not fallen in the way of means to educate her 
tastes or her intelligence. Slie has been domineered over hitherto by 
vulgar intellects. It is the lot of many a woman. And as every one 
of the dear sex is the rival of thu rest of her kind, timidity passes for 
folly in their charitable judgsients; and gentleness for dulness; and 
silence—^whieh is but timid denial of the rmwelcome assertion of ruling 
folks, and tacit protestantism—above all, finds no mercy at the hands 
of the female Inquisition. Thus, my dear and civihsed reader, if you 
1 and I were to find ourselves this evening in a society of greengrocers, 
let. us say; it is probable that our conversation would not be 
brilliant; if, on the other hand, a greengrocer should find himself 
at your refined and polite teatablo, where everybody was saying 
witty things, and everybody of fashion and repute tearing her friends 
to pieces in the most delightful manner, it is possible that the 
dtranger would not be very talkative, and by no means interesting 
• or interested. 

And it must be remembered, that this poor lady had never met a 
■gentleman in her life until this present moment. Perhaps these are 
' rarer personages than some of us think for. Which of us can point out 
many such in his circle—men whose aims are generous, whose truth is 
conshint, and not only constant in its kind, but elevated in its degree; 
i whose want of meanness makes them simple ; who can look the world 
j honestly in the lace with an equal manly sympathy for the great and 
the small ? We all know a hundred whose coats are very well made, 
and a score who have excellent manners, and one or two happy beings 
‘who are what they call, in the pinner circles, and have shot into the 
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very centre and bull’s eye of the fashion; but_ofgOTtiemen.hcijs:,auwyT/ 
Let us tiike a little scrap of paper andfeach make out his list. 

My friend the Major I write, without'any doubt, in mine. He had 
very long legs, a yellow face, and a slight lisp, which at first was rather 
ridiculous. But his thoughts were just, his brains were fairly good, his 
life was honest and pure, and his heart warm and humble. He certainly 
nad very large ha^ds and feet, which the two George Osbornes used to. 
caricature and laugh at; and their jeers and laughter perhaps led poor 
little Emmy astray as to his worth. But have we not all been mislgd 
about our heroes, and changed our Spinions a hundred times 1' Emmy, 
in this happy time, found that hers underwent a very great change in 
respect of the merits of the Major. 

Perhaps it was the happiest time*o# both their lives indeed, if theyl 
did but know it—^and whS does 1 Which of us can point out and aaj| 
that was th^ culmination—^that was the Summit of hamaft joy ? But at 
all events, this couple were very decently contented and enjoyed as 
pleasant a summer tour as any pair that Iq/t England that year.' 
Georgy was always jpresent at the play, but it was the Major who put 
Emmy’s shawl on after the entertainment; and in the walks and 
excursions the young lad would be on a-head, and up a tower-stair or a 
tree, whilst the soberer couple were below, the Major smoking his cigar 
with great placidity and constancy, whilst Emmy sketched the jite or 
the ruin. It was on this very tour that I, the present writer of a 
history of which every word is true^ had the pleasure to see them first, 
and to make their acquaintance. 

It was at the little comfortable ducal town of Pumpernickel (that 
very place where Sir Pitt Crawley had been so distinguished as an 
attache; but that was in early early days, and before the news of the 
battle of Austerlitz sent all the English diplomatists in Germany to the 
right about) that I first saw Colonel Dobbin and his party. They had 
arrived with the carriage and courier at the Erbprinz Hotel, the best of 
the town, and the whole party dined at the table d'hdte. Everybody 
remarked the majesty of Jos, and the knowing way in which he sipped, 
or rather sucked, the Johannisberger, which he ordered for dinner. 
The little boy, too, we observed, had a famous appetite, and consumed 
Bchinken and br^en, and kartpfifeln, and cranberry jam, and salad, .and 
pudding, and roast fowls, and sweetmeats, with a gallantry that did 
honour to his nation. After about fifteen dishes, he concluded the 
repast with dessert, some of ■^hich he even carried ou^ of doors ; for 
some young gentlemen at table, amused with his coolness and gallant 
free and easy manner, induced him to pocket a handful of macajjpns, 
which he discussed on his way to the theatre, whither everybody went 
in the cheery social little German place. The lady in black, the boy’s 
mamma, laughed and blushed, and looked exceedingly pleased and shy 
as the dinner went on, and at the various feats and instances of 
tspiigUrie on the part of her son. The Colonel—for so he became very 
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soon ofterwards—I remember joked the boy with a great deal of grave 
fun, pointing out dishes which lip hadn't tried, and entreating him not 
to baulk his appetite, but to h'ive a second supply of this or that. 

It wiis what they call a gast-roUe night at the Royal Grand Ducal 
Pumperntckclisch Hof,—or Court theatre : and Madame Schroeder 
Devriont, then in the bloom of her beauty and genius, performed tho 
■part of tile heroine'In tho wonderful opera of I’ideliO; Fiiom our places 
in tho stalls we could see our four friends of the table d'hote, in the loge 
'w’lieh Schwcndler of the Erbprinz kept for his best guests; and I could 
not help remarking the effect whicii the magnificent actress and music 
produced Ijpon Mrs. Osborne, for so we h.ad heard the stout gentleman 
in the mustaphios call her. During the astonishing Chorus of the 
Prisoners over which the delightt'ui voice of the actress rose and soared 
in the most ravishing harmony, the Englislf lady’s face wore such an 
expression of Vender and delight that it struck even littje Fipps, the 
Idait attachfj who drawled out, as he fixed his glass upon her, “ Gayd, 
it really does one good»to see a woman caypable of that stayt of oxcay- 
tement.” And in the Prison Scene where Fid^lio, rushing to her 
husband, cries “ Nichts nichts mein Florestan,” she fairly lost herself 
and covered her face with her handkerchief. Every woman in the 
house was snivelling at tho time ; but I suppose it was because it 
was predestined* that I was to write this particular lady’s memoirs, 
that I remarked her. 

The next day they gave another piece of Beethoven : “ Die Schlacht 
bie Vittorio.” Malbrook is intnoduced at tho beginning of the per- 
foimauce, as indicative of the brisk advance of tho French Army. 
Their come drums, trumpets, thunder of artillery, and groans of the 
dying, and at last in a grand triumphal swell, “ God save the King” is 
performed. 

There may have been a score of Englishmen in the house, but at tho 
burst of that beloved and well-known music, every one of them, we young 
fellows in the stalls, Sir John and Lady Bullminster (who had taken a 
house at Pumpernickel for the education of their nine children), the fat 
gentleman with the mustachios, the long Major in white duck trowsers, 
,and the lady with tho little boy upon whom he was so sweet: even 
Kirsch, the courier in tho gallery, stood bolt upright in their pl.aces, 
and proclaimed themselves to be members of the dear old British 
nation. As for Tapeworm, the Charg6 d’Affaires, he rose up in his box 
and bowed and simpered, as if he would repx’esent the whole empire. 
Tapeworm wa,<< nephew and heir of old Marshal Tiptoff, who h:is been 
introduced in this story as General TiptolT, just before Watei-loo, who 
wn^i/lolonel of the —th regiment, in which Major Dobbin served, and 
who died in this year full of honours, and of an aspic of plovers’ eggs; 
when the regiment was graciously given by his Majesty to Colonel Sir 
Michael O’Dowd, K.C.B., who had commanded it in many glorious fields. 

Tapeworm must have met with Coloufl Dobbin at the house of tho 
CJolonel’s Colonel, the Marsh.al, for he recognised him on this night at 
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the theatre ; and with the utmost condescension, his Majesty’s minister 
came over from his own box, and publ^ly shook hands with his now- 
found friend. * 

‘‘ Look at that infernal sly boots of a Tapeworm,” Fipps whispered, 
'Examining his Chief from the stalls. “Wherever thero’sea pretty 
■ vnman ho always twists himself in.” And I wonder what were 
diplom.alists made fcr but for that ? , • '* . 

“ Have I the honour of addressing myself to Mrs. Dobbin,” asked 
the Secretary, with a most insinuating grin. , 

Georgy burst out laughing, and sa^d “-Jly Jove, that is a go8ct’un.”— 
Smniy and the Major blushed : we saw them from the stalls.'^ 

“ This lady is Mrs. George Osborne,” said the Major, “ and this is her 
brother, Mr. Sedley, a distinguished efftcer of the Bengul Civil Service: 
permit me to introduce hini to your lordship.” 

My lord njarly sent Jos off his legs, with the mosb fasRnating smile. 

“ Are you going to stop in Pumpernickel,” he said. “ It is « dull place: 
but we want some nice people, and we would try and make it sc 
.agreeable to you. Jlr.—Ahum—^Mrs.—Oho. I shall do myself the 
honour of calling upon you to-morrow at your inn.’*—And he went 
.away with a Parthian grin and glance, which ho thought must finish 
Mrs. Osborne completely. 

The performance over, the young fellows lounged about the loJ)bles, 
and we S!iw the society take its departure. The Duchess Dowager 
went off in her jingling old coach, .attended by two faithful .and withered 
old maids of honour, and a little snuffy spindle-sh.anked gentleman in 
waiting, in a brown jasey .and a green uoat covered with orders—of 
which the star .and the gr.and yellow cordon of the order of Saint 
Michael of Pumpernickel was most conspicuous. The drums rolled, the 
guards saluted, .and the old carriage drove away. 

Then came his Trimsparency tlie Duke and Transparent family, with 
his great officers of state and household. He bowed serenely to every¬ 
body. And amid the saluting oi the guards and the flaring of the 
torches of the running footmen, clad in scarlet, the Transparent 
carriages drove away to the old Ducal Schloss, with its towers and 
pinnacles standing on the Schlossberg. Everybody in Pumpernickel 
knew everybody. No sooner was a foreigner seen there, than the 
Minister of Foreign Affairs, or some other gljeat or small officer of 
state, went round to the Erbprinz, and found out the name of the new 
arrivals. 

We w.atched them too, out* of the theatre. Tapeworm had just 
w.alked off, enveloped in his cloak, with which his' gigantic chasseur was 
always in attendance, and looking as much as possible like Don j[19,n. 
The Prime Ministei-’s lady had just squeezed herself into her sedan, and 
her divughter, the charming Ida, had put on her calash and clogs; when 
the Englisli party came out, the boy yawning drearily, the Major 
taking great pains in keeping the- shawl over Mrs. Osborne’s head, and 
Mr. Sedley looking grand, with a crush opera-hat on one side of his 
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hea^, and his hand in the stomach of a voluminous white waistcoat 
We took off our hats to our afquaintances of the tcMe d'hdte, and the 
lady, in return, presented us with a little smile and a curtsey, for which 
everybody might be thankful. 

The cfiriage from the inn, under the superintendence of the bustling 
Mr. Kirsch, was in waiting to convey the party; but the fat man said 
. he would walk, and smoke his cigar on his way home'Srards; so the 
other three, with nods and smiles to us, went without Mr. Sedley, 
Kirsch, with the cigar-case, following in his master’s wake. 

We all walked together, and talked to the stout gentleman .about the 
agrt-niens of the place. It was very agreeable for the English. There 
were shooting-parties and battues; there was a plenty of balls and 
entertainments “at the hospitable Court; the society was generally 
good, the theatre excellent, and the living cheap. 

“ And our IvKnister seems a*'most delightful and affable.,persoD,” our 
new friend said. “With such a representative, and—and a good 
medical man, I can famcy the place to be most eligible. Good night, 
gentlemen.” And Jos creaked up the stairs to bedward, followed by 
Kirsch, with a flambeau. We rather hoped that nice-looking woman 
would be induced to stay some time in the town. 


CHAPTEE LXTII. 

nt WHICH WE Seet an old acquaintance. 

fi! 

Such polite behaviour as that of Lord Tapeworm did not fail to 
nave the most favourable effect upon Mr. Sedley’s mind, and the very 
next morning, at breakfast, he pronounced his opinion that Pumper¬ 
nickel was the pleasantest little place of any which he had visited on 
their tour. Jos’s motives and artifices were not very difficult of com¬ 
prehension : and Dobbin laughed in his sleeve, like a hypocrite .as he 
was, when he found by the knowing air of the CivilLan and the off-liand 
manner in which the latter talked about Tapeworm Castle, and the 
other members of the family, that Jos had been up already in the 
morning, consulting his travelling Peerage. Yea, he had seen the 
Eight Honourable the Earl of Bagwig, his lordship’s father; he w.as 
sure he had, he’ had met him at—at the Levee—didn’t Dob remember I 
and when the,diplomatist called on the party, faithful to his promise, 
Jos received him with such a salute and honours as were seldom 
actjprded to the little Envoy. He winked at Kirsch on his Excellency’s 
arrival, and that emissary instructed beforehand, went out and super¬ 
intended an entertainment of cold meats, jellies, and other delicacies, 
brought in upon trays, and of which Mr. Jos absolutely insisted that 
his noble guest should partake. 

Tapeworm, so long as he could have an opportunity of admiring the 
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bright eyes of Mrs. Osborne (whose freshness of complexion bore* day¬ 
light remarkably well) was not ill pissed to accept any invitation to 
stay in Mr. Sedley’s lodgings; he put one or two dexterous questions 
to him about India and the dancing-girls there ; asked Amelia about 
that beautiful boy who had been with her, and complimftited the 
astonished little woman upon the prodigious sensation which she had 
made in the Housed and tried to fascinate I>obbin by talking of the late, 
war,-and the exploits of the Pumpernickel contingent under the com¬ 
mand of the Hereditary Prince, now Duke of Pumpernickel. 

Lord Tapeworm inherited no little portion of the famjly ^ilantry, 
and it was his happy belief, that almost every woman upon whom he 
himself cast friendly eyes, was in love with him. He left Emmy under 
the persuasion that she was slain by his wit and atlrkctions, and wen*’ 
home to his lodgings to wAto a pretty little note to her. She was nolM 
fa^inated; ,pnly puzzled by his grinnftig, his simpering his scented 
cambric handkei'chief, and his high-heeled lacquered boots.^She did not 
Understand one half the compliments which he. paid; she had never, 
in her small experiqpce of mankind, met a professional lady’s man as 
yet, and looked upon my lord as something curious rather than 
pleasant; and if she did not admire, certainly wondered at liim. Jos, 
on the contrary, was delighted. “How very affable his lordship is,” ha 
said ; “how very kind of his lordship to say he would sejjd his 
medical man! Kirsch, you will carry our cards to the Count de 
Schlusselback directly : the Major and I will have the greatest 
pleasure in paying our respects at Cwrt as soon as possible. Put out 
my uniform, Kirsch,—both our uniforms* It is a mark of politeness 
which every English gentleman ought to show to the countries which 
he visits to pay his respects to the sovereigns of those countries, as to 
the representatives of his own.” 

When Tapeworm’s doctor came. Doctor von Glauber, Body Physician 
to H.S.H. the Duke, he speedily convinced Jos that the Pumpernickel 
mineral springs and the Doctor’s particular treatment would infallibly 
restore the Bengalee to youth and slimness. “Dere came here last 
year,” he said, “ Slieneral Bulkeley, an English Sheneral, tvice so pic 
as you, sir. I sent him back qvite tin after tree months, and he danced 
vid Baroness Glauber at the end of two.” 

Jos’s mind was made up, the springs, the doctor, the Court, and the 
Charge d’Affaires convinced him, and he proposed to spend the 
autumn in these delightful quarters. — And punctual to his word, 
on the next day the Chargd H’Affaires presented Jos jjnd the Major 
to Victor Aurelius XVII., being cqpdueted to their audience with 
that sovereign by the Count de Schlusselback, Marshal of the Co^Jl 

They wei’e straightway invited to dinner at Court, and their intention 
of staying in the town being announced, the politest ladies of the 
whole town instantly called upon Mra. Osboi-no ; and as not one of 
these, however poor they might be, was under the rank of a baroness, 
Jos’s delight was beyond expression. He wrote off to Chutney at the 
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' dull to say that the Service -was highly appreciated in Germany, that 
he was going to show his friend the Count de Schlusselback, how to 
stick a pig in tlie Indian fashion, and that his august friends, the Duke 
and Duchess, were everything that was kind and civil. 

Emmy((i.too, was presented to tlie august family, and as mourning is 
,iK>t admitted in Court on certain days, she appeared in a pink crajKs 
dress, with a diamond ornament in the coi-sage, preamtedito her by her 
brother, and she looked so pretty in this costume that the Duke and 
Qom-t (putting out of the question the Major, who had scarcely ever 
seen her before in an evening-dreJs, and vowed that she did not look 
five-and-twcnty) all admired her excessively. 

In this dress she walked a Polonaise with Major Dobbin at a Courts 
ball, in which easy dance Mr. Jos had the honour of leading out the 
Countess of SchlUsselback, an old lady with a hump back, but with 
sixteen good <5(uartera of nobility, and related to half the royal houses 
of Germany 

Pumpernickel standj in the midst of a happy valley, through which 
sparkles—^to mingle with the lihine somewhere, but I have not the map 
at hand to say exactly at what point—^the fertilising stream of the 
Pump. In some places the river is big enough to support a ferry-boat, 
in others to turn a mill; in Pumpernickel itself, the last Transparency 
tut three, the great and renowned Victor Aurelius XIV., built a 
magnificent bridge, on which hts own statue rises, surrounded by water- 
nymphs and emblems of victory, peace, and plenty; he has his foot on the 
neck of a prostrate Turk (history says he engaged and ran a Janissary 
through the body at the relief of Vienna by Sobieski;) but, quite 
undisturbed by the agonies of that prostrate Mahometan, who writhes 
at his feet in the most ghastly manner—^the Pi-ince smiles blandly, and 
points with his truncheon in the direction of the Aurelius Platz, where 
he began to erect a new palace that would have been the wonder of his 
age, had the great-souled Prince but funds to complete it. But 
the completion of Monplaisir {Monblaisir the honest German folks 
call it) was stopped for lack of ready money, .and it and its park and 
garden are now in rather a faded condition, and not more than ten times 
big enough to accommodate the Court of the reigning Sovereign. 

The g.ardens were arranged to emulate those of Versailles, and 
amidst the terraces and groves there axe some huge allegoric.al water¬ 
works still, which spout and froth stupendously upon ffite-days, and 
frighten one with their enormous aquatic insurrections. Thex-e is the 
Trophonius’ cave in which, by some artifice, the leaden Tritons are 
made not only to spout water, but to play the most dreadful groans out 
ofalieir lead couchs—there is the Nymph-bath and the Niagara cataract 
which the people of the neighboui’hood admire beyond expression, 
when they come to the yearly fair at the opening of the Chaxuber, or to 
the fetes with which the hapjiy little nation still celebrates the birth¬ 
days and marriage-days of its princely governors. 

Then from all the towns of the Duchy which gtretchee for nearly 
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ten miles,—^from Bolkum, which lies on its western frontier bMding* 
defiance to Prussia, from Grogwitz,whqfe the Prince has a hunting-lodge, 
and where his dominions are separated by the Pump river from those 
of the .neighbouring Prince of Potzenthal; from all the little villages, 
which besides these three great cities, dot over the happy Pfincipality 
—^from the fiirms and the mills along the Pump, cope troops of people 
in red pettieJats ahd velvet head dresses, dr with three-cornered hats’ 
and pipes in their mouths, who flock to the Besidenz and share in the 
pleasures of the fair and the festivities there. Then the theatje,is opOn 
ibr nothing, then the waters of MonblaUirbegintoplay (itis lucky that 
there is company to behold them, for one would be afraid to see them 
alone)—then there come mountebanks and riding.,troops (the way in 
which his Transparency was fascii/afed by one of the horse-riders, is 
well known, and it is believed that La PetUe Vivandi^re, as she was 
called, was.p, spy in the French interesi^, and the delighted people aA 
permitted to march through room after room of the Grand Ducal 
palace, and admire the slippery floor, the irich hangings, and the 
spittoons at the doqrs of all the innumerable chambers. There is one 
Pavilion at Monblaisir which Aurelius Victor XV. had arranged—a 
great Prince but too fond of pleasure—and which I am told is a perfect 
wonder of licentious elegance. It is painted with the story of I^cchus 
and Ariadne, and the table works in and out of the room by means of 
a w'indlass, so that the company was served without any intervention 
of domestics. But the place was shut up by Barbara, Aurelius XV.’s 
widow, a severe and devout Princess of the house of Bolkum and 
Eegent of the Duchy during her son’s glorious minority, and after the 
death of her husband, out off in the pride of his pleasures. 

The theatre of Pumpernickel is known and famous in that quarter of 
Germany. It languished a little when the present Duke in his youth 
insisted upon having his own operas played there, and it is said one day, 
in a fury fi-om his place in the orchestra, when he attended a rehearsal, 
broke a bassoon on the head of the Chapel Master, who was conducting, 
and led too slow ; and during which time the Duchess Sophia wrote 
domestic comedies which must have been very dreary to witness. But 
tlie Prince executes his music in private now, and the Duchess only, 
gives away her plays to the foreigners of distinction who visit her 
kind little Court. 

It is conducted with no small comfort and splendour. "When there 
are balls, though there may be four hundred people at supper, there is 
a servant in scarlet and lace to attend upon every four, and every one is 
served on silver. There are festivals and entertainments going con¬ 
tinually on : and the Duke has his chamberlains and equerries-xomd 
the Duchess her mistress of the wardrobe and ladies of honour just 
like any other and more potent potentates. 

The Constitution is or was a moderate despotism, tempered by a 
Chamber that might or might not be elected. I never certainly could 
hear of its sitting in my time at Pumpernickel. The Prime Minister 
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bad lodgings in a second floor; and the Foreign Secretaiy occupied the 
comfortable lodgings over Zw^h(:,ck’s Conditorey. The army consisted 
of a magnificent band that also did duty on the stage, where it was 
quite pleasant to see the worthy fellows marching in Turkish dresses 
with rou^e on and wooden soimetars, or as I^man warriors with 
ophicleides and trojpbones,—to see them again, I say, at night, after 
'one had listened to them all the morning in the Auffelius'’I*latz, where 
they performed opposite the CafS where we breakfasted. Besides tho 
bfihd, f’ere was a rich and numerous staff of officers, and I believe 
a few men. Besides the regular sentrie.s, three or four men, habited as 
' hussars, used to do duty at the Palace, but I never saw them on horse¬ 
back, and a«'/ai<yWhat was the use of cavalry in a time of profound 
peace 1 —.and whither the deuce should the hussars ride ? 

Everybody-j^verybody that was noble, 'of course, for as for the 
Bourgeois, we dould not quit4' be expected to take notice of tAem — 
visited his neighbour. H. E. Madame de Burst received once a week, 
H. E. Madame de Schnurrbart had her night—^the theatre was open 
twice a week, the Court graciously received once,., so that a man’s life 
might in fact be a perfect round of pleasure, in the unpretending 
Pumpernickel way. 

That there were feuds in the place, no one can deny. Politics ran 
very high at Pumpernickel, and parties were very bitter. There was 
the Strumpff faction and the Lederlung p.arty, the one supported by 
our Envoy and the other by the French Chargd d’Affaires, M. de 
Macabau. Indeed it sufficed for our Minister to stand up for Madame 
Strumpff, who was clearly thfe' greatest singer of the two, and had three 
more notes in her voice than Madame Lederlung her rival—it sufficed, 
I say, for our Minister to advance any opinion, to' have it instantly 
contradicted by the French diplomatist. 

Everybody in the town was ranged in one or other of these factions. 
The Lederlung was a prettyish little creature certainly, and her voice 
(what there was of it,) was very sweet, and there is no doubt that the 
Strumpff was not in her first youth and beauty, and certainly too stout; 
when she came on in the last scene of the Sonuambula for instance, in 
her night-chemise with a lamp in her hand, and had to go out of the 
window and pass over the plank of the mill, it was all she could do to 
squeeze out of the window, and the plank used to bend and creak again 
under her weight—but how she poured out the finale of the opera ! 
and with what a bm-st of feeling she ru^ed into Elvino’s arms—almost 
fit to smother him! 'Whereas the little”Lederlung—but a truce to this 
goTsip—^the fact is, that these two women were the two flags of the 
Frt:i.oh and the English party at Pumpernickel, and the society was 
divided in its allegiance to those two great nations. 

We had on our side the Home Minister, the Master of the Horse, 
the Duke’s Private Secretary, and the Prince’s tutor: whereas of the 
French party were tho Foreign Minister, the Commander-in-Chief’s 
lady, who had served under Napoleon, and the Hof-Marsehall and his 
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wife, who was glad enough to get the fashions from Paris, and ilways ■ 
had them and her caps by M. de Maifehau’s courier. The Secretary of 
his Chancery was little Grignao, a young fellow as malicious as Satan, 
and who made caricatures of Tapeworm in all the albums of the place. 

Their head-quarters and table d’hOte were" established at ftie Pariser 
Hof, the other inn of the town; and though, of c<}iiirse, these gentlemen 
were obliged to be civil in public, yet tney cut at each other with 
epigrams that were as sharp as razors, as I have seen a couple of 
wrestlers in Devonshire, lashing at«eac^ other’s shins, and nev^whov^g 
their agony upon a muscle of their faces. Neither Tapeworm nor 
Macabau ever sent home a despatch to his government, without a most 
savage series of attacks upon his riyal. For inste^ce,' on our side we 
would write, “ The interegts of Great Britain in this place, and through¬ 
out the whole of Germany; are perilled by the contin^jance in ofiSee of 
the present French envoy : this man is of a character so infamous that 
he will stick at no falsehood, or hesitate at no crime, to attain his ends. 
He poisons the mind of the Court againsf the English Minister, 
represents the cohduct of Great Britain in the most odious and 
atrocious light, and is unhappily backed by a minister whoso ignorance 
and necessities are as notorious as his influence is fatal.” On their side 
they would say, “M. de Tapeworm continues his system of stupid 
insular arrogance and vulgar falsehood against the greatest nation in 
the world. Yesterday he was heard to speak lightly of Her Eoyal 
Highness Madame the Duchess of Berri; on a former occasion he 
insulted the heroic Duke of AngoutSme, and dared to insinuate that 
H.E.H. the Duke of Orleans was conspiring against the august throne ' 
of the lilies. H is gold is prodigated in every direction which his stupid 
menaces fail to mjfMKIl. By one and the other, he has won over 
creatures of the Court here—and, in fine. Pumpernickel will not be 
quiet, Germany tranquil, France respected, or Europe content, until 
this poisonous viper be crushed under heel; ” and so on. When one 
side or the other had written any particularly spicy despatch, news of 
it was sure to slip out. 

Before the winter was far advanced it is actually on record that 
Emmy took a night and received company with great propriety and 
modesty. She had a French master who complimented her upon the 
purity of her accent and her facility of learning; the fact is she had 
learned long ago, and grounded herself subsequently in the grammar,* 
so as to be able to teach it to^George ; and Madame Strumpff came to , 
give her lessons in singing, which she performed so weS and with such 
a true voice that the Major’s windows, who had lodgings opposite wder 
the Prime Minister, were always open to hear the lesson. SiMie of 
the German ladies, who are very sentimental and simple in their tastes, 
fell in love with her and began to call her dv, at once. These are trivial 
details, but they relate to happy times. The Major made himaelf 
George’s tutor, and read Ctesar and mathematics with him, and ‘tney* 
had a German master and rode out of evenings by the side of Emmy’s 
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carriage —she was always too timid, and made a dreadful outcry at the 
slightest disturbance on horseVacfe. So she drove about with one of 
her dear Gterman friends, and Jos asleep on the back-seat of the 
barouche. 

He was becoming very sweet upon the Grafinn Fanny de Butterbrod, 
a very gentle tender-hearjed and unassuming jjpnng^ creature, a 
Canoness and Countess in her own right, but with scarcely ten pounds 
jier year to her fortune, and Fanny for her part declared that to be 
AAeliak-'iister was the greater delight that Heaven could bestow on 
her, and Jos-might have put a Countess’s shield and coronet by the , 
side of his own arms on his carriage and forks; when—when events ' 
occun-ed, and'tlipus grand fSte? given upon the marriage of the 
Hereditary Prince of Pumpernickel with the ,lovely Princess Amelia of 
Humbourg-Schlipppnschloppcn.took place.' 

At this fesjtival the magnificence displayed was such as hSd not been 
known in the little German place since the days of the prodigal 
Victor XIV. All the neighbouring Princes, Princesses, and Grandees 
were invited to the feast. Beds rose to half-a-cfown per night in 
Pumpetniekel, and the army was exhausted in providing guards of 
honour for the Highnesses, Serenities, and Excellencies, who arrived 
from all quarters. The Princess was married by proxy, at her father’s 
resideiSce, by the Count de Schlusselback. Snuff-boxes were given 
away in profusion (as we learned from the Court-jeweller, who sold 
and afterwards bought them again,) and bushels of the Order of Saint 
Michael of Pumpernickel were sent to tire nobles of the Court, while 
hampers of the cordons and decorations of the Wheel of St Catherine 
of Schlippenschloppeu were brought to ours. Tire J£i;giich envoy got 
both. “ He is covered with ribbons like a prize cart-horse,” Tajioworm 
said, who was not allowed by the rules of his service to take any 
decorations: “Lot him have the cordons; but with whom is the 
victory ? ” The fact is, it was a triumph of British diplomacy: the 
French party having proposed and tried their utmost to cany a 
marriage with a princess of the house of Potztausend-Donnervvetter, 
w!i om, as a matter of course, we opposed. 

*■ Everybody was asked to the ffites of the marriage. Garlands And 
triumphal arches were hung across the road to welcome the young 
J.ride. The gi’eat Saint Michael’s Fountain ran with uncommonly sour 
‘wine, while that in the Artillery Place frothed with beer. The great 
wateiu played; and poles were put uj) iuthe park and gardens for tho 
liappy peasantify, which they might climb at their leisure, canying 
off vsatches, silver forks, prize sausages hung with pink ribbon, &c., 
at tBeftop. Georgy got one, wrenching it off) having swarmed up the 
pole to the delight of the spectators, .and sliding down with the 
rapidity of a fall of water. But it was for the glory’s sake merely. 
The boy gave the sausage to a peasant, who had very nearly seized 
' it, and stood at the foot of the mast, blubbering because he was 
unsuccessful. 
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At the French Chanoellei'ie they had six more lamp ion s in their 
illumination than our’s had ; but ourlrimsparency, which represented 
the young couple advancing, and Discord flying away, with the most 
ludicrous, likeness to the French ambassador, beat the Fren^Ji picture 
hollow ; and I have no doubt got Tapeworm the advancement and the 
Cross of the ^ath,tfvhich he subsequently attainedi « 

Crowds of foreigners arrived for the ©tea : and of English of course.^ 
Besides the Court balls, public balls were given at the Town Hall and 
the Eedodte, and in the former pldce there was fi 'rOom {oi^^ente-et- 
quarante and rozdette established, for the week of the festivities omy, 
and by one of the great German companies from Ems or Aix-Ia- 
Chapelle. The oflicers or mhabitanJ;s.of the town Were not allowed to ' 
phy at these games, but strangers, peasants, ladies were admitted, and 
anyone who chose to lose or win money* , , • 

That littife scapegrace Georgy Osborne amongst others, rjjliose pockets 
were always full of dollar.s, and whose relations were away at the 
grand festival of the Court, came to the Stadthaus’ ball in company of 
his uncle’s courier,*Mr. Kirsch, and having only peeped into a play¬ 
room at Baden Baden when he hung on Dobbin’s arm, and wRei'e, of 
course, he was not permitted to gamble, came eagerly to this part of the 
entertainment, and hankered round the tables wher# the croupiers 
and the punter’s were at work. Women were playing; they were 
masked, some of them ; this license was allowed in these wild times of 
carnival. 

A woman with light hair, in a low drc|s, by no means so fresh as it 
had been, and with a black mask on, through the eyelets of which her 
eyes twinkled strangely, was seated at one of the roulette-tables with 
a card arrd a jiin, ,atrd a couple of florins before her. As the crorrpier 
called out the colour and number, she pricked on the card with gre.at 
c.are arrd regularity, and only veritirred her money on the colours after 
tlic red or black h.ad come up a cert-ain number of times. It was strange 
to look .at her. 

But in spite of her c.are and assidrrity she guessed wrong, and the last 
two florins followed each other under the croupier’s r.ake, as he cried orrt, 
with his inexor.able voice, the winning colour and rrumber. She gave a* 
sigh, a slirirg with her slrouldor.s, which were already too much out of 
her gown, and dashing the pin through the card on to the t.able, sat 
thrumming it for a while. Then she looked round her, and saw Georgy’s ' 
honest face staring at the scene. The little scamp ! what business had 
he to be there. . • 

When she saw the boy, at whoso face she looked hard througUxer 
shining eyes and m.a.sk, she s.aid, “ 3fonsieur n’ent pas Jozteur.” ***’ 

“rVon, madams" said the boy : but she must Itave known, from his 
accent of what country ho was, for she answered him with a slight 
foreign tone. “You have nevare played—will you do me a littl’ 
favour 1 ’’ 

“What is itl” said Georgy, blushing again. Mr. Kirsch was at 
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yforU for his part at the rouge ei noir, and did not see his young 
master. • I 

“ Play this for me, if you please, pul it on any number, any number." 
And she took from her bosom a purse, and out of it a gold .piece, the 
only coin*there, and she put it into George’s hand. The boy laughed 
and did as he was Aid, The number came up 8ur%.enoqgh. There is 
^ power that arranges that, they say, for beginners. 

“ Thank you,” said she, pulling the money towards her; “ thank you, 
"iiWiat ifcjfour name ? ” , * 

“ My name’s Osborne,” said -Georgy, and was fingering in his own 
pockets for dollars, and just about to make a trial, when the Major, in 
his uniform, amj Jos, en Marqy,is^ from the Court ball, made their 
appearance. Other people finding the entestainment stupid, and pre¬ 
ferring the fui^at the Stadthays, had quitted the Palace ball earlier ; 
but it is probable the Major and Jos had gone home and foubd the boy’s 
absence, for the former instantly went up to him, and taking him by 
the shoulder, pulled him briskly back from the place of temptation. 
Then, looking round the room, he saw Kirsch eiiployed as we have 
said, and going up to him, asked how he dared to bring Mr. George tc 
such a place. 

“XoMscs-OTOt tranguMe" said Mr. Kirsch, very much excited by play 
and ■wine. “ 11 faiU e'amuser, parUeu. Je ne suis pas au service de 
Monsieur!' 

Seeing his condition, the Major did not .choose to argue with the 
man; but contented himself with drawing away George, and asking 
Jos if he would come away. .He was standing close by the lady in the 
mask, who was playing with pretty good luck now; and looking on 
much interested at the game. 

“ Hadn’t you better come, Jos,” the Major said, “ with George and 
me?” 

“I’ll stop and go home with that rascal, Kirsch,” Jos said; and for 
the same reason of modesty, which he thought ought to bo preserved 
before the boy. Bobbin did not care to remonstrate with Jos, but left 
him and walked home with Georgy. 

• “ Did you play ? ” asked the Major, when they were out, and on their 
way home. 

The boy said “ No.” 

“ Give me your word of honour as a gentleman, that you never will.” 

“ Why ? ” said the boy; “ It seems vei^good fun.” And, in a very 
eloquent and impressive manner, the Major showed him why he 
shoq^dn’t, and would have enforced his precepts by the example of 
Georg’s own father, had he liked to say anything that should reflect 
on the other’s memory. When he had housed him he went to bed, and 
saw his light, in the little room outside of Amelia’s, presently disappear. 
Amelia’s followed half an hour afterwards. I don’t know what mads 
■ 'the Major note it so accurately. 

Jos, however, remained behind over the play-table; he was no 
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gambler, bat not averse to the little excitement of the sport now and' 
then; and he had some Kapoleons chliking In the embroidered pockebt 
of his court waistcoat. He put down one over the fair shoulder of the 
little gambler before him, and they won. She made a little jnovement 
to make room for him by her side, and just took the skirt of her gown 
from a vacant chair there. , »• 

“ Come and give me good luck,” she said, still in a foreign acoen^^ 
quite different from that frank and perfectly English “Thank yoj,” 
with which she had saluted George’s tawp in her favour. TWS portly 
gentleman, looking round to see that nobody of rank observed him, sat 
down; he muttered—“Ah, really, well now, God bless my soul. I’m 
very fortunate; I’m sure to give yop good fortune,*‘-»-anH other words 
of compliment and confusion. 

“ Do you jilay much 1 ” the foreign mask said. 

“I put a Nap or two down,” said Jos, with a superb air, flinging 
down a gold piece. ^ 

“ Yes; ay nap after dinner,” said the mask, archly. But Jos looking 
frightened, she continued, in her pretty French accent, “ You do notl 
play to win. No more do I. I play to forget, but I cannot. I’cannott 
forget old times. Monsieur. Your little nepfiew Hs the image of hi^ 
father; and you—you are not changed—but yes, you are. Every body 
changes, every body forgets; nobody has ay heart.” * 

“ Good Ged, who is it ? ” asked Jos in a flutter. 

“Can’t you guess, Joseph Sedley^?” said the little woman, in a 
sad voice, and undoing her mask, she .looked at him. “You have , 
forgotten me.” • 

“ Good Heavens! M rs, (jlr awlev! ” gasped out Jos, 

“ Eebecea,” said the other, putting her hand on his; but she followed 
the game still, all the time she was looking at him. 

“ I am stopping at the Elephant,” she continued. “Ask for Madame 
de Eaudon. I saw my dear Amelia to-day; how pretty she looked, 
and how happy ! So do you! Everybody but me, who am wretched, 
Joseph Sedley.” And she put her money over from the red to the 
black, as if % a chance movement of her hand, and while she was 
wiping her eyes with a pocket-handkerchief fringed with torn lace. * 
The red came up again, and she lost the whole of that stake. “ Come , 
away,” she said. “Come with me a little—we are old friends, are we 
not, dear Mr. Sedley 1 ” 

And Mr. Kirsch having loS> all his money by this time, followed his « 
master out into the moonlight, where the illumination's were winking 
out, and the transparency over our mission was scarcely visible. “ 
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CHAPTEB LXIV. 

A VAGABOND CHAPTBR. 

*We «»’8t pass over a part, of Mrs. Bebocea Crawley’s biography 
with that ligiitness and delicacy which the world demands—^the moral 
world, that has, perhaps, no particular objection to vice, but an insu¬ 
perable repughai)c*'to hearing v,ice called by its proper name. There 
ai’e things we do and know perfectly well ha Vanity Fair, though wo 
never speak them; as the Ahpimanians worship the devil, but don’t 
mention him,: and a polite public will no more bear to read an authentic 
description of vice than a truly-refined English or American female 
will permit the word bfeeches to be pronounced in her chaste hearing. 

■ And yet, madam, both are walking the world before our faces every 
I day, vfithout much shocking us. If you were to blush every time 
I they went by, what- complexions you would have ! It is only when 
their naughty names are called out that your modesty has any occa¬ 
sion t«*show alarm or sense of outrage, and it has been the wish of the 
present writer, all through this story, deferentially to submit to the 
fashion at present prevailing, and only to hint at the existence of 
wickedness in a light, easy, and 'agreeable manner, so that nobody’s 
fine feelings may be oft'ended. I defy auy one to say that our Becky, 
who has certainly some vices, has not been presented to the public in 
a perfectly genteel and inoffensive manner. In describing this syi-en, 
singing and smiling, coaxing and cajoling, the author, with modest 
pride, asks his readers all round, has he once forgotten the laws of 
politeness, and showed the monster’s hideous tiul above water 1 No ! 
Those who like may peep down under waves that are pretty trans- 
l)areut, and see it writhing and twirling, diabolically hideous and 
slimy, flapping amongst bones, or curling round corpses; but above 
•the water line, I ask, has not everything been proper, agreeable, and 
decorous, and has any the most squeamish immoralist in Vanity Fair a 
fright to cry fie 1 When, however, the syren disappears and dives 
' below, down among the dead men, the water of course grows turbid 
over her, and it is labomr lost to look into it ever sopuriously. They 
flook pretty enteugh when they sit upon a rock, tw'anging their hai'ps 
lancLeombing their hair, and sing, and beckon to you to come and hold 
I the let king-glass; but when they sink into their native element, depend 
on it those mermaids are about no good, and we had best not examine 
the fiendish marine cannibals, revelling and feasting on their wretched 
pickled vretims. And so, when Becky is out of the way, be sure that 
’ she is not particularly w'ell employed, and that the less that is said 
about her doings is in fact the better. 
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If we were to give a full account of her proceedings during a couple 
of years that followed after the Curzoi# Street catastrophe, there might 
be some reason for people to say this book was improper. The actions of 
very vain, heartless, pleasure-seeking people are very often jmpropei 
(as are many of yours, my friend with the grave face and spotless repu¬ 
tation ;—^but Jihat js merely by the way) ;,and vAat are those of a 
woman without faith—or love—or character ? And I am inclined to* 
think that there vras a period in Mrs. Becky’s life, when she was seized, 
not by remorse; but by a kind of doftpais, and absolutely negl«}®6d her 
person, and did not even care for her reputation. 

This abattvinent and degradation did not take place all at once: it was 
brought about by degrees, after her galamity, and after many struggles 
to keep up—as a man who goes overboard hangs on to a spar whilst 
any hope is left, and then flings it away^and goes dgwii^when he finds 
that straggling is in vain. ^ 

She lingered about London whilst her husband was making pi-epara- 
tions for his departure to his seat of government • and it is believed 
made more than one attempt to see her brother-in-law, Sir-Pitt Crawley, 
and to work upon his feelings which she had almost enlisted In her 
favour. As Sir Pitt and Mr. Wcuham were widking down to the 
House of Commons, the latter spied Mrs. Eawdon in a black veil, and 
lui’king near the palace of the legislature. She sneaked awaj^when 
her eyes met those of “Wenham, and indeed never succeeded in her 
designs upon the Baronet. 

Probably Lady Jane interposed. I.have heard that she quite 
astonished her husband by the spirit whjeh she exhibited in this 
quarrel, and her determination to disown Mrs. Becky. Of her own 
movement, she invited Eawdon to come and stop in Gaunt Street 
until his depai'ture for Coventry Island, knowing that with him for 
a guard Mrs. Becky would not try to force her door: and she looked 
curiously at the superscriptions of all the letters which arrived for 
Sir Pitt, lest he and his sister-in-law should be corresponding. Not 
but that Kebecca could have written had she a mind: but she did 
not try to see or to write to Pitt at his own house, and after one 
or two attempts consented to his demand that the correspondence ' 
regarding her conjugal difibrences should bo carried on by lawyers 
only. 

The fact was, that Pitt’s mind had been poisoned against her. A - 
short time after Lord Steyne’s accident Wenham had been with the 
Baronet ; and given him such a biography of Mrs. Becky as had 
astonished the member for Queen’s Crawley. He knew everything 
regarding her: who her father was; in what year her mother dfthced* 
at the Opera ; what had been her previous history, and what her con¬ 
duct during her married life :—as I have no doubt that the greater 
part of the story was false and dictated by interested malevolence, it 
shall not be repeated here. But Becky was left with a sad, sad repu¬ 
tation in the esteem of a country gentleman and relative who had been 
once rather partial to her. _ 
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Tte revenues of the Governor of Coventry island are not large. A 
part of them were set aside Hy his Excellency for the payment of 
certain outstanding debts and liabilities, the charges incident on his 
high siti^tion required considerable expense; finally, it was found that 
he could not spare to his wife more than three hundred pounds a-year, 
which he proposed to pay to her on an undertal^ng tjiat she would 
* never trouble him. Otherwise : scandal, separation. Doctors’ Commons 
k-'Would ensue. But it was Mr. Wenham’s business. Lord Steyne’s 
UhsinSBSj. Eawdon’s, everybo^v’s-cdo get her out of the country, and 
hush up a most disagreeable rafifair. 

She was probably so much occupied in arranging these afiairs of 
business with hqrAusband’s la'vyyers, that she forgot to take any step 
whatever about her son, the little Eawdpn, and did not even once 
propose to gq. and see him. ,That young gentleman was consigned to 
the entire guarilianship of his aunt and uncle, the former 6f whom had 
always possessed a great share of the child’s affection. His mamma 
wrote him a-neat lettdr from Boulogne when she quitted England, in 
which she requested him to mind his book, and Said she was going to 
take a continental tour, during which she would have the pleasure of 
writing to him again. But she never did for a year afterwards, and 
not indeed, until Sir Ktt’s only boy, always sickly, died of hooping-cough 
and measles:—^then Eawdon’s mamma wrote the most affec^onate com¬ 
position to her darling son, who was made heir of Queen’s Crawley by 
this accident, and drawn more closely than ever to the kind lady, 
whose tender heart had already hdopted him. Eawdon Crawley, then 
grown a tall, fine lad, blushed when he got the letter. “Oh, Aunt 
Jane, you are my mother!” he said; “and not—and not that one.” 
But he wrote back a kind and respectful letter to Mrs. Eebecca, then 
living at a boarding-house at Florence.—^But we are advancing matters. 

Our darling Becky’s first flight was not very far. She perched upon 
the French coast at Boulogne, that refuge of so much exiled English 
innocence ; and there lived in rather a genteel, widowed manner, with 
a femme de chamhre and a couple of rooms, at an hotel. She dined at 
the taMe dhdle, where people thought her very pleasant, and where 
•• she entertained her neighbours by stories of her brother. Sir Pitt, and 
her great London acquaintance: talking that easy, fashionable slipslop. 
__ which has so much effect upon certain folks of small breeding. She 
passed with many of them for a person of importance ; she gave little 
tea-parties in her private room, and 8hai;ed in the innocent amusements 
I of the place,—an sea-bathing, and in jaunts in open carriages, in strolls 
ion,the sands, and in visits to the play. Mrs. Burjoice, the printer’s 
ladjqpwho was boarding with her family at the hotel for the summer, 
and to whom her Burjoice came of a Saturday and Sunday, voted her 
charming; until that little rogue of a Burjoice began to pay her too 
much att^tion. But there was nothing in the story, only that Becky 
was always affable, easy, and good-natured—^and with men especially. 

Numbers of people were going abroad as usual at the end of the 
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season, and Becky had plenty of opportunities of finding out bjf the 
behaviour of her acquaintances of the Jjtrgat London world the opinion 
of “ society” as regarded her conduct. One day it was Lady Pallet 
and her daughters whom Becky confronted as she was walking modestly 
on Boulogne pier, the cliffs of Albion shining in the distaifte across^ 
the deep blue sea. Lady Partlet marshalled all h^p daughters round 
her with a sw%ep ot her parasol, and retreated from the pier darting" 
savage glances at poor little Becky who stood alone there. 

On another day the packet came ji. It had been blowing {(eah, alPd 
it always suited Becky’s humour to see tje droll woe-begona faces of the 
people as they emerged from the boat. Lady Slingstone happened to 
be on board this day. Her ladyship^ had been exceedingly ill in her 
carriage, and was greatly pxhaustetf and scarcely fit to walk up the 
plank from the ship to the pier. But all her energies rallied the 
instant she %aw Becky smiling roguishly under a pink bonnet; and 
giving her a glance of scorn, such as would have shrivelled up most 
women, she walked into the Custom House quite unsupported. Becky 
only laughed: but Bdon’t think she liked it. She felt she was alone, 
quite alone ; and the far-off shining cliffs of England were impassable 
to her. . 

The behaviour of the men had undergone too I don’t know what 
change. Grinstone showed his teeth and laughed in her face vith a 
familiarity that was hot pleasant. Little Bob Suckling, who was cap in 
h.and to her three months before, and would walk a mile in the rain to 
see for her carriage in the line at GaUnt House, was talking to S’itzooi 
of the Guards (Lord Heehaw’s son) one flay upon the jetty, as Becky 
took her walk there. Little Bobby noddett to her over his shoulder 
without moving his hat, and continued his convei-sation with the heir of 
Heehaw. Tom Eaikes tried to walk into her sitting-room at the inn 
with a cigar in his mouth: but she closed the door upon him and 
would have locked it only that his fingers were inside. She began 
to feel that she was very lonely indeed. “ If lie'd been hero,” she 
said, “those cowards would never have dared to insult me.” She 
thought about “ him” with great sadness, and perhaps longing—about 
his honest, stupid, constant kindness and fidelity: his never-ceasing 
obedience; his good-humour ; his bravery and courage. Very likely 
she cried, for she was particularly lively, and had put on a little extra 
rouge when she came down to dinner. 

She roughed regularly nowand—and her maid got Cognac for her 
besides that which was charged in the hotel bill. • 

Perhaps the insults of the men were not, however, so intolerab(g, to 
her as the sympathy of certain women. Mrs. Crackenburj^and 
M.r Washington White passed Uirough Boulogne on their way to 
Switzerland. party were protected by Colonel Horner, young 

Beaumoris, and of course old Crackenbury, and Mrs. White’s little girl.) 
They did not avoid her. They giggled, cackled, tattled, condoled, 
consoled, and patronised her until they drove her almost wild with 
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r^.* To be patronised by Utm,! she thought, as they went away 
simpering s^r kissing Kef; she heard B^umoris’s langh ringing 
on the stair, and knew quite well how to interpret his hilarity. 

It was after this visit that Becky, who had paid her weekly hills 
Becky who had made herself agreeable to every body in the house' 
who smiled at thq ^landlady, called the waiters “ Monsieur,” and paid 
•the chambermaids in politeness and apologies, wWt &r more than 
compensated for a little niggardliness in point of money (of wliich 
j^Bfeckjfcnsver was free), that Beckj, we say, received ajnotiM to quit 
from the landloid, who had li^n told by some one that she was quite 
an unfit person to have at his hotel, where English ladies would not sit 
down with her. ^ind she was forced to fly into lodgings, of which the 
dulness and solitude were most Warisome to her. 

Still she hjld up, in spite of these rebufis, and tried to make a 
>.V character for herself, and conquer scandal. She went to»church very 
regularly, aid sang louder than anybody there. She took up the cause 
of the widows of the shipwrecked fishermen, and gave work and draw¬ 
ings for the Quashyboo Mission; she subscribed to the Assembly, and 
midda't waltz. In a word, she did everything that was respectable, 
and that is why we dwell upon this part of her c.areer with more 
fondness than upon subsequent parts of her history, which are not so 
pleas»fit. She saw people avoiding her, and still laboriously smiled 
upon them; you never could suppose from her countenance what pangs 
of humiliation she might be enduring inwardly. 

Her history was after all a mystery. Parties were divided about 
.her. Some people, who took the trouble to busy themselves in the 
I matter, said that she was'the criminal; whilst others vowed that she 
; was as innocent as a lamb, and that her odious husband was in fault. 
She won over a good many by bursting into tears about her boy, and 
exhibiting the most frantic grief when his name was mentioned, or 
she saw anybody like him. She gained good Mrs. Alderney’s heart in 
that way, who was rather the Queen of British Boulogne, and gave 
the most dinners and balls of all the residents there, by weeping when 
Master Alderney came from Doctor SwiahtaU’s academy to pass his 
holidays with his mother. “ He and her Eawdon were of the same 
age, and so like,” Becky said, in a voice choking with agony; whei-oas 
there w.as five years’ difference between the boys’ ages, and no more 
likeness" between them than between my respected reader and his 
bumble servant. Wenham, when he w^s going abroad, on his way to 
Kissingen to jisin Lord Steyne, enlightened Mrs. Alderney on this point, 
an^ told her how he was much more able to describe little Bawdon 
than/his mamma, who notoriously hated him, and never saw him; how 
he was thirteen years old, while little Alderney was but nine; fair, 
whUe the other darling was dark,—in a word, caused tho lady in ques- 
|tion to repent of her good humour. 

Whenever Becky made a little circle for herself with incredible toils 
and labour, somebody came and swept it down rudely, and she had all 
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her work to begin over again. It was reiy hard; very hard; fonely, 
and disheartening. . I 

Tliere was Mrs. Newbright, who tooklier up for some time, attnu^ed 
by the sweetness of her singing at church, and by her proper'views 
upon serious subjects, concerning wliich in former days, tt Queen’s 
Crawley, Mrs. Becky had had a good deal of in^ruction.—Well, she^ 
not onlj; took traAs, but she read them. She wonted flannel petticoaSli 
for the Quashyboos—cotton night-caps for the Cocoanut Indians—j 
painted handscreens for the conv|rsion oi the Pope and ^e«Je^—I 
sate under Mr. Bowls, on Wednesday^, Mr. Huggleton on Thursdays, 
attended two Sunday-services at church, besides Mr. Bawler, tte 
Darbyfte, in the evening, and all in vain. Mrs.'Newbright had occasion 
to correspond with the Countess of’Southdown abouf the Warmingpan 
Fund for the Fcejee Islanders (for the management of ■yhich admirable 
charity both these ladies formed part of a female committee), and having 
mentioned her “sweet friend,” Mrs. Eawdon Crawley,'*the Dowager 
Countess wrote back such a letter regarding^ecky, with such parti¬ 
culars, hints, facts, falsehoods, and general comminations, that intimacy 
between Mrs. Newbright and Mrs. Crawley ceased forthwith: «ind s'!! 
the serious world of Tours, where this misfortunes took place, immedi¬ 
ately parted company with the reprobate. Those who know the English— 
Colonies abroad know that we cany with us our pride, pills, pr^^udicei^ 
Harvey-sauces, cayenne-peppeia, and other Lares, making a little Britain 
wherever we settle down. 

From one colony to another Beoky'fled uneasily. From Boulogne to 
Dieppe, from Dieppe to Caen, from Caerf to Tours—trying with all her ' 
might to be respectable, and alas! always thund out some day or other, 
and pecked out of the cage by the real daws. 

Ml’S. Hook Eagles took her up at one of these places:—^a woman 
without a blemish in her character, and a house in Portman-square. 
She was staying at the hotel at Dieppe, whither Becky fled, and they 
made each other’s acquaintance first at sea, where they were swim¬ 
ming together, and subsequently at the table cHhdte of the hotel. Mra. 
Eagles had heard,—who indeed had not ?—some of the scandal of the 
Steyne affair; but after a conversation with Becky, she pronounced, 
that Mrs. Crawley was an angel, her husband a rinflian. Lord Steyne 
an unprincipled wretch, as everybody knew, and the whole case against 
Mrs. Crawley, an infamous and wicked conspiracy of thht rascal • 
Wenhani. “ If you were a igan of any spirit, Mr. ifegles, you would ^ 
box the wretch’s ears the next time you see him at thesOlub,” she said 
to her husband. But Eagles was only a quiet old gentleman, hu^and 
to Mrs. Eagles, with a taste for geology, and not tall enough tarreack 
anybody’s ears. • 

The Eagleajthen patronised Mrs. Eawdon, took her to live with her at' 
her own house at Paris, quarrelled with the ambassador’s wife because 
she would not receive her protbgU, and did all that lay in woman’s • 
power to keep Becky straight in the paths of -virtue and good! epute. , 
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Beefey was very respectable and orderly at first, but the life of hum¬ 
drum virtue grew utterly tedipuj to her before long. It was the same 
i-Qutijne every day, the same dulness and comfort, the same drive over 
the same stupid Bois de Boulogne, the same company of an evening 
the same ‘Blair’s Sermon of a Sunday night—the same opera’always 
being acted over an^^over again ; Becky was dying of weariness, when, 
iackily for her, young Mf. Eagles came from Cimbriflge, and his 
mother, seeing the impression which her little friend made upon him, 
stMightw^y ga ye Becky warning. 

Then she tried keeping house ^with a female friend'; then the double 
itUnage began to quarrel and get into debt. Then she determined upon 
a boarding-house existence, and lived for some time .at that famous 
mansion kept by Madame de St. 'A'mour, in the Eue Royale at Paris, 
where she beg^ exercising her graces and fascinations upon the shabby 
dandies and fly-blown beauties who frequented her landlady’s salons. 

. Becky loved Society, and, indeed, could no more exist without it than an 
^ opium-eater without his dram, and she was happy enough at the 
period of her boarding-house life. “The women hene are as amusing as 
those iu May-fair,” she told an old London friend who met her—“ only, 
their dresses are not, quite so fresh. The men wear cleaned gloves, and 
are sad rogues, certainly, but they are not worse than Jack This, and 
Tom That. The mistress of the house is a little vulgar, but I don’t 

think she is so vulgar as Lady-” and here she named the name of a 

great leader of fashion that I would die rather than reveal. In fact, 
when you saw Madame de St. Amour’s rooms lighted up of a nighty 
men with plaques and cordoni'o.i the icarti tables, and the women at a 
little distance, you might faJlcy yourself for a while in good society, and 
that Madame was a real Countess. Many people did so fancy : and 
Becky was for a while one of the most dashing ladies of the Countess’s 
salons. 

!, But it is probable tlmt her old creditors of 1815 found her out and 
caused hter to leave Paris, for the poor little woman was forced to fly 
from the city rather suddenly ; and went thence to Brussels. 

How well she remembered the place ! She grinned as she looked up, 
*at the little entresol which she had occupied, and thought of the Bare- 
acres family, bawling for horses and flight, as their carriage stood in the 
portecochh-e of the hotel. She went to Waterloo and to Lacken, where 
Geoi'ge Osborne’s monument much struck her. She made a little 

• sketch of it. “That poor Cupid! ” she said; “ how dreadfully he was 
j in love with m^, and what a fool he was! I wonder whether little 

Empiy is alive. Jt was a good little creature: and that fat brother of 

• her’s.» I have his funny fat picture still among my papers. They were 

kind simple people.” * 

At Brussels Becky arrived, recommended by Mada^ie de Sainte 
Amour to her friend, Madame la Comtesse de Borodino, widow of 

• Napoleon’s General, the famous Count de Borodino, who was left with 
no resource by the deceased hero but that of a tabk-d'htle and an icarU 
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table. Second-rate dandies and rouia, widow-ladies who always Iiave a 
law-suit, and very simple English foll^{trho fancy they see “Continental 
society” at these houses, put down their money, or ate their meals, at 
Madame de Borodino’s tables. The gallant young fellows Ijeated the 
company round to champagne at the tahle-d'-h6te, rode out with the 
women, or ixired horses on country excursions, clpibbed money to take 
boxes at the^lay or the Opera, betted over the fair shoulders of tlS 
ladies iit the ecarti tables, and wrote home to their parents in Devon¬ 
shire about their felicitous introduction to foreign society. • * 

Here, as at Paris, Becky was a boarjmg-house queen : land ruled in'/ 
select pensions. She never refused the champa^e, br the bouquets, or 
the drives into the country, or the jr^ivate boxes f bjit what §Jje pro- 
ferred was the 6carti at ^ight,—.and she played audaciously. Eirsti 
she played only for a little, then for fiv^rancpieces,Jtlie* for N.apoleons,! 
then for no4es: then she would not be able to pay her mogth’s .•[ 

then she borrowed from the young gentlemen : then slie got into cash 
again, and bullied Madame de Borodino, whofii she h.ad co.axed and 
wheedled before; then she was playing for ten sous at a time, and in a 
dire state of poverty; then her quarter’s allowance would ceftne in, 
and she would pay off Madame de Borodino’s score : and woxdd once 
more t.ake the c.ards against Monsieur do Eossignol, or the Chevalier 
de Puiff. • * 

When Becky left Brussels, the sad truth is, that she owed thi’ee'’ 
months’ pennon to Madame de Borodino, of which fact, and of the 
gambling, .and of the drinking, and of the going down on her knees to 
tlie Eeverend Mr. Muff, Ministre Anglican^ and borrowing money of 
iiira, and of her coaxing and flirting with MUor Noodle, son of Sir 
Noodle, pupil of the Eev. Mr. Muff, whom she used to take into her 
private room, iind of whom she won Large sums at icarte —of which fact, 

I saj', and of a hundred of her other knaveries, the Countess de Borodino 
informs every English person who stops at her establishment, and 
announces that Madame Eawdou was no better than a vip&re. 

So our little wanderer went about setting up her tent in various cities 
of Europe, as restless as Ulysses or B.ampfylde Moore Carew. Her taste ■ 
for disrespectability grew more and more remarkable. She became a 
perfect Bohemian ere long, hei-ding with people whom it would make 
youflialr stand on end to meet. 

There is no town of any mark in Europe but it has its little colony 
of English raffs—men wliose i^fimea Mr. Hemp, the officer, reads out 
periodically at the Sheriffs’ Court—^young gentlemen very good 
family often, only that the latter disowns them; frequenters* of 
billiard-rooms and estaminets, patrons of foreign races and ga«ing- 
tables. They people the debtors’ prison—they drink and swagger— 
they fight anA brawl—they run away without paying—^they have 
duels with Fi’fneh and German officers—^they cheat Mr. Spooney at 
(•carte —they get the money, and drive off to Baden in magnificent 
britzkas—they try their infallible martingale, and lurk about the 

N M 



VANKBP PAIR. 


546 

tablesVitt empty pockets, shabby bnllies, penniless bucks, until they 
can swindle a Jew banker » sham bill of exchange, or find 
another Jir. Spooney to rob. The alternations of splendour and 
misery wl^ch these people undergo are very queer to view. Their life 
must be one of great excitement. Becky—^must it be owned 1 —took 
to this life, and took *o it nqt unkindly. She went about from town to 
iown among these Bohemians. The lucky Mrs. Eawdon ^as known at 
jBV|ry play-table in Glermany. She and Madame de Cruchecass5e kept 
house at Morence together. It, is s^id she was ordered out of Munich; 
and my friend Mr. Frederic Pigpon avers that it was at her house at 
Lausanne that he was hocussed at supper and lost eight hundred 
pounds to MajortLfider and thq Honourable Mr. Deuceace. We are 
bound, you see, to give some account of Becky’s biography; but of this 
part, the less, p^hsps, that is s?id the better. 

Tliey say, ^.hat when Mrs. Crawley was particularly down on her 
luck, she gave concerts and lessons in music here and there. There 
was a Madame de Eaudon who certainly had a matin&e mudcale at 
Wildbad, accompanied by Herr Spoff, premier pianist to the Hospodar 
of Waflachia, and my little friend Mr. Eaves, who knew everybody, and 
had travelled everywhere, always used to declare that ho was at 
,Strasburg in the year 1830, when a certain Madame Eebecque made 
her abearance in the opera of the Dame Blanche, giving occasion to a 
furions row in the theatre there. She was hissed off the stage by the 
.audience, partly from her own incompetency, but chiefly from the ill- 
advised sympathy of some persofts in the parquet (where the ofiicers of 
the garrison had their adpiisrions) ; and Eaves was certain that the 
unfortunate dihvtanJte in question was no other than Mrs. Eawdon 
Crawlej'. 

She was, in fact, no better than a vagabond upon this earth. When 
' she got her money she gambled; when she had gambled it she was put 
: to shifts to live ; who knows how or by what means she succeeded ? It 
! is said that she once was seen at St. Petersburgh, but was summarily 
dismissed from that capital by the police: so that there cannot be any 
possibility of truth in the report that she was a Eussian spy at Toplitz 
.and Vienna afterwards. I have even been informed, that at Paris she 
discovered a relation of her own, no less a person than her matemiJ 
gr,andmother, who was not by any means a Montmorenci, but a hideous 
old box-opener at a theatre on the Boulevards. The meeting between 
them, of which other persons, as it is .hinted elsewhere, seem to have 
been acquainted, must have been a very affecting interview. The pre- 
sefit historian can give no certain details regarding the event. 

if happened at Borne once, that^Mrs. de Eawdon’s half-years sal.ary 
had just been paid into the principal banker’s there, and, as everybody 
who had a balance of above five hundred send! was invftcd to the balls 
which this prince of merchants gave during the winter,'Becky had the 
honour of a card, and appeared at one of the Prince and Princess 
Polonia’s splendid evening entertainments. The Princess was of the 



A NOVEL H^THOUT A HEEO. ; «17 : 

family of Pompili, lineally descended frqm tho second king of !^me, 
and Egeria of the house of Olympus, ■while tho Prindo’s grandSatlfer, 
Alessandro Polonia, sold wash-balls, eisences, tobacco, and pookat- 
liandkerchiefs, ran errands for gentlemen, and lent money in a small 
way. All the great company in Borne thronged to his sSloons—^grinces, 
dukes, ambassadors, artists, fiddlers, monsignori, young bears with 
their leaders—erery Hank and condition of ffirin. His halls blazed with 
light and magnificence; were resplendent with gilt frames (containing 
pictures) and dubious antiques: and the enormous gilt crown and arms 
of the princely owner, a gold mnshrclim sn a crimson field (th» c^uf 
of the pocket-handkerchiefs which he soW), and the silver fountain of 
the Pompili family shone all over the roof, doors, And panels of the 
house, and over the grand velvet baldAquins prepared t® receive Popes 
and Emperors. • 

So Becky, lyho had arrived in the diligence from 51o^*ice, and was 
lodged at an inn in a very modest w.ay, got a card for Priiijie Polonia’s 
entertainment, and her maid dressed her with unusual carh, and she 
went to this fine ball Jeaning on the arm of Major Loder, with whom 
she happened to be travelling at the time—(the same man who shot 
Prince Bavioli at Naples the next year, and was caned by Sir JTohn 
Buckskin for carrying four kings in his hat besides those which ho used 
in playing at icartS )—and this pair went into the rooms together, and 
Beeky saw a number of old faces, which she remembered in happiei*tlays, 
when she was not innocent, but not found out. Major Loder knew a 
gre.at number of foreigners, keen-loolyng whiskered men with dirty 
striped ribbons in their button-holes, and % very small display of linen; 
but his o'wn countrymen, it might be rcraaiked, eschewed the Major. 
Becky, too, knew some ladies here and there—French widows, dubious < 
Italian countesses, whose husbands had treated them ill—faugh—what ■ 
shall we say, wo who have moved among some of the finest company 
of V.anity Fair, of this refuse and sediment of rascals 1 If we play, 
let it be with clean cards, and not with this dirty pack. But every 
man who has formed one of the innumerable army of travellers has 
seen these marauding irregulars hanging on, like Nym and Pistol, to 
the main force; wearing the king’s colours, and boasting of his com¬ 
mission, but pillaging for themselves, and occasionally gibbeted by tho 
road-side. 

Well, she w.as hanging on the arm of Major Loder, and they went 
through the rooms together, and drank a great quantity of champagne 
at the buffet, where the peojlle, and especially the Major’s irregular 
corps, struggled furiously for refreshments, of which whdh tho pair had 
had enough, they pushed on until they reached the Duchess’s own pink 
velvet saloon, at the end of the sujto of ap.artments (where tho.ftatua 
of the Venus k, and the great Venice looking-glasses, fnamed in silver), 
and where tile princely family were entertaining their most distin- 
gui8he<l guests at a round table at supper. It was just such a little 
select banquet as that of which Becky recollected that she had partakes 
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at liOrd Steyne’s — and them he sat at Polonia’a table, and she 
sa^ him. 

The scar cut by the diamc^id on hi.a white, bald, shining forehead, 
made a burning red mark; his red whiskers were dyed of a pmide 
hue, which made his pale face look still paler. He wore his collar and 
orders, Jiis blue ribbon and garter. He was a greater prince than any 
there, though ther^was a reigning duke and a royjjl higluiess, with their 
princesses, and near his lor(fehip was seated the beautiful Countess of 
Belladonn.a, n6e de Glandier, whose husband (the Count Paolo della 
Belkdonna) so well known fpr hes brilliant entomological collections, 
had been leng absent on a mission to the Emperor of Morocco. 

When Becky beheld that familiar and illustrious face, how vulgar all 
of a sudden did Jilajor Loder appear to her, and how that odious Captain 
Hook did smell of tobacco ! In one instant she resumed her fine-lady¬ 
ship, and tri84 to look and fpsl as if she was in May ra.ir once more. 
“That woman, looks stupid and ill-humoured,” she thought; “I am 
sure she can’t amuse him. No, he must be bored by her—he never 
was by me.” A huiidred such touching hopes, fears, and memories 
palpitated in her little heart, as she looked with hCT brightest eyes (the 
rouge which she wore up to her eyelids made them twinkle) tow.ards 
the gi'eat noblemaa. Of a Star and Garter night Lord Steyne used 
also to put on his grandest manner, and to look and speak like a great 
' prino., as he was. Becky admired him, smiling sumptuously, easy, 
lofty, and stately. Ah, hon Dieu, what a pleasant companion ho was, 
what a brilliant wit, what a rich fund of telk, what a grand manner! 
—and she had exchanged this for Major Loder, recking of cigara and 
brandy-and-water, and Cqptain Hook with his horse-jockey jokes and 
prize-ring slang, and their like. “ I wonder whether he will know me,” 
she thought. Lord Steyne was talking and laughing with a great and 
illustrious lady at his side, when he looked up and saw Becky. 

She was all over in a flutter .as their eyes met, and she put on the 
very best smile she could muster, and dropped him a little, timid, 
imploring curtsey. He-stared aghast at her for a minute, .os Macbeth 
might on beholding Banquo’s sudden appearance at his ball-supper; 
and rcra.ained looking at her with open mouth, when that horrid Major 
t Loder pulled her away. 

^ .“Come away into the supper-room, Mrs. E.,” was that gentleman’s 
Remark ; “ seeing those nobs grubbing away has made me peckish too. 
' Let’s go and try the old governor’s champagne.” Becky thought the 
••lajor had had a great deal too much already. 

The day after she went to walk on the Pincian Hill—the Hyde Park 
of the Eoman idlers—^possibly in hopes to have another sight of Lord 
^yne. But she met another acquaintance there: it was Mr. Piche, 
his Lordship’s confidential man, who came up nodding to her rather 
familiarly, and putting a finger to his hat. “ I knew rthat Madame 
! was here,” he said; “I followed her from her hotel. I have some advice 
' i to give Madame.” 
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“ From the Marquis of Steyne ? ” Becky asked, resuming as much of 
her dignity as she could muster, and n<|t n little agitated by hope and 
expectation. 

“ No,” said the valet; “ it is from me. Rome is very unwholesome.” 
“ Not at this season, Monsieur Fiche—not till after Easter.” 

“ I tell Ma^me is imwholesome now. There,* always malaria 
for some people. That cursed marsh wind kills many at all seasons. 
Look, Madame Crawley, you were always bon enfant, and 1 have an 
intei'ost in you, parole Xluynnenr. IJe warned. Go away frusn Ehmh, 
I tell you—or you wiE be ill and die.” • 

Becky laughed, though in rage and fury. “WhaJ! assassinate poor) 
little mel” she said. “ How roman^ci Does myCicard baiTy bravos j 
for couriers, and stilettos inihe fourgons 1 Bah ! I wEl stay, if but to* 
plague him. I have those who will defesd me whilst^I aga here.” 

It was Monsieur Fiche’s turn to laugh now. “ Defend ^u,” he said, 
“ and who 1 The Major, the Captain, any one of those gambling men 
whom Madame sees, would take her life for a hundred louis. Wo 
know things about Major Loder (he is no more a Major than I am my 
Lord the Marquis) which would send him to the galleys or worse.* We 
know everything, and have friends everywhere. W« know whom you 
saw at Paris, and what relations you found there. Yes, Madame may 
stare, but we do. And how was it that no minister on the Continent vould' 
receive Madame ? She has offended somebody: who never forgives— 
whose rage redoubled when he saw you. He was like a madman last 
night when he came home. Madame 3e !Qelladonna made him a scene 
about you, and fired off in one of her furies.” , 

“ 0, it was Madame de Belladonna, was it 1 ” Becky said, relieved a 
little, for the infoi’mation she had just got had soared her. 

“ No—she does not matter—she is alw.ays jealous. I tell you it was 
Monseigneur. You did wrong to show yourself to him. And if you 
stay here you will repent it. Mark my words. Go. Hero is my lord’s 
carriage ”—and seizing Becky’s arm, he rushed down an alloy of the 
g.ardeu as Lord Steync’s bai-ouche, blazing with heraldic devices, came 
whirling along the avenue, borne by the almost priceless horses, and 
bearing Madame de Belladonna lolling on the cushions, dark, sulky, and 
blooming, a King Charles in her Lap, a white parasol swaying over her 
head, and old Steyne stretched at her side with a livid face and ghastly 
eyes. Hate, or anger, or desire, caused them to brighten now and then 
still; but ordinarily, they gav* no light, and seemed tired of looking 
nut on a world ot which almost all the pleasure and all the best beauty 
had palled upon the worn-out wicked old man. • 

“Monseigueur has never recovered the shock of that night, mver,” 
Monsieur Ficlm whispered to Mrs. Crawley as the carriage flashed by, 
and she peepef out at it from behind the shrubs that hid her. “ That 
was a consolation at any rate,” Becky thought. 

Whether my lord really had murderous intentions towards Mrs. 
Becky, as Monsieur Fiche said—(since Monseigneur’s death he has 
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retfcrned to hia native country, where he lives much respected, and has 
purchased from his Prince tjiejtitle of Baron Picci),—and the factotum 
1 objected to have to do with assassination ; or whether he simply had a 
i commission to frighten Mrs. Crawley out of a city where his lordship 
i proposocl to pass the winter, and tho sight of her would be eminently 
disagreeable to tjip great nobleman, is a point -vijhich Jjas never been 
' ascertained: but the threat had its_ effect upon the littlb woman, and she 
sought no more to intrude herself upon the presence of her old patron, 
• !& crybody knows the melE^rch^y end of that nobleman, whidi befel 
at Naples two months after the-French Revolution of 1830: when the 
Most Honoiu-able George Gustavus, Marquis of Steyne, Earl of Gaunt 
,.and of Gaunt Qa^le, in the Peerage of Ireland, Viscount Hellborough, 
Baron Pitchley and Grillsby, a l^night of the Most Noble Order of the 
Garter, of th^ Golden Fleece pf Spain, of the Russian Order of Saint 
Nicholas of the First Class, of the Turkish Order of the Crescent, First 
Lord of the Powder Closet and Groom of the Back Stairs, Colonel of 
the Gaunt or Regent’s’Own Regiraent of Militia, a Trustee of the British 
Museum, an elder Brother of the Trinity House, a Governor of the 
White Friars, and D.C.L.,—died, after a series of fits, brought on, as the 
papers said, by th»shock occasioned to his lordship’s sensibilities by 
the downfall of the ancient French monarchy. 

■' A» eloquent catalogue appeared in a weekly print, describing his 
virtues, his magnificence, his talents, and his good actions. His sensi- 
j bility, his attachment to tho illustrious House of Bourbon, with which 
• he claimed an alliance, were,such that he could not survive the mis- 
, fortunes of hia august k\psmen. His body was buried at Naples, and 
his heart—that heart which always beat with every generous and noble 
emotion—^was brought back to Castle Gaunt in a silver urn. “In 
him,” Mr. Wagg said, “ tho imor and the Fine Arts have lost a bene¬ 
ficent patron, society one of its most brilliant oraamonts, and England 
one of her loftiest patriots and statesmen,” &c. &c. 

His will was a good deal disputed, and an attempt was made to 
force from Madame de Belladonna tho celebrated jewel called the 
“ Jew’s-eyo ” diamond, which his lordship always wore on his forefinger, 
and which it was said that she removed from it after his lamented 
demise. But his confidential friend and attendant. Monsieur Fichc, 
proved that the ring had been presented to the said Madame de Bella¬ 
donna two days before the marquis’s death ; as were the bank notes, 
jewels, Neapolitan and French bonds, &«, found in his lordship’s secre¬ 
taire, and claiiiied by bis heirs, from that iiyured woman. 
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CHAPTEE LXV. 

fOLI. OF BUSINESS AND M4EA3D»a 

The day after the meeting at the play-table, Jos had himseK arrayed 
with unusual care and splendour, siid without thinking it ntces^&rf to 
say a word to any member of his family i-egarding the occurrences of the 
previous night, or asking for their company in his^alk, he sallied forth 
at an ejirly hour, and was presentlj* seen making fntjumes at the door 
of the Elephant Hotel. Ili consequence of the fetes the house was full 
of companj^ the tables in the street we*c already surrou*ded by persons 
smoking and drinking the national small beer, the pubfic^ooms were in 
a cloud of smoke, and Mr. Jos having, in hk^pompous way, and with 
his clumsy Germav, made inquiries for the pei-son of whom ho was in 
search, -was directed to the very top of the housed above the first-floor 
rooms where some travelling pedlars had lived, and were exhibitifig their 
jewellery and brocades ; above the second-floor ajfertments occupied by 
the (tat major of the gambling firm; above the third-floor rooms, 
ten.mted by the band of renowned Bohemian vaulters and tiftnblertf; 
and so on to the little cabins of the roof, where, among students, bag- 
men, small tradesmen, and country-fglks, come in for the festival, Becky 
had found a little nest;—as dirty a little refuge as ever beauty lay 
hid in. • * 

Becky liked the life. She was at home with everybody in the place/ 
pedlars, punters, tumblers, students and all. She was of a wil(4 roving 
n.ature, inherited firom fiither and mother, who were both Bohemian^ 
by taste and circumstance : if a lord was not by, she would talk to hffl 
courier with the greatest pleasui’e; the din, the stir, the drink, the 
smoke, the tattle of the Hebrew pedlars, the solemn, braggart ways of< 
the poor tumblers, the sottrmis talk of the gambling-table officials, the 
songs and swagger of the students, and the general buzz and hum of the 
place had pleased and tickled the little woman, even when her luck was 
down, and she had not wherewithal to pay her bill. How pleasant was 
all the bustle to her now that her purse was full of the money which 
little Georgy had won for her the night before! 

As Jos came creaking and puffing up the fiii.al stairs, and was 
speechless when he got to the landing, and began toVipe his face and’* 
then to look for No. 92, the room where he was directed to seeWor the 
person he wanted, the door of the opposite chamber. No. 90, vas open, 
and a studjfit, in jack-boots and a dirty scMafrock, was lying on the bed 
smoking anong pipe ; whilst another student in long yellow hair and aj 
braided coat, exceeding smart and dirty too, was actually on his knees at ( 
No. 92, bawling through the keyhole supplications to the person witlifi) 
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* Go away,” said a well-known voice, which made Jos thrill; “ I expect 
som^hody; I expect my grandpapa. He mustn’t see you there.” 

“ Angel Engliinderiun! ” bellowed the kneeling student with the 
whit^rown ringlets and the largo finger-ring, “ do take compassion 
upon us. Make an appointment. Dine with me and Fritz at the inn 
in the pafk. We will have roast pheasants and porter, plum-pudding 
and French wine. ^ We shall die if you don’t.” „ , 

, “ That we will,” 'said the young noblem.on on the bed; and this 
colloquy Jos overheard, though he did not comprehend it, for the reason 
thst he h.ad never studied the Ijmgijage in which it was carried on. 

hattervaiig dooze, vozis plait," Jos said in his grandest 
manner, when he was able to speak. 

“ Quater fatig too^e f” said thf student, starting up, and he bounced 
into his own room, whei’e he locked the door^and where Jos heard him 
laiighing with Jjis comrade on t]^.e bed. 

The gentleman ll'om Bengal was standing disconcerted by this inci¬ 
dent, when tlfb door of the 92 opened of itself, and Becky’s little head 
peeped out, full of arclftiess and mischief. She lighted on Jos. “ It’.s 
' you,” she said, coming out. “ How I have been' waiting for you! 
Stop ! not yet—in one minute you shall come in.” In that instant she 
put a rouge-p,ot, a buondy bottle, and a plate of broken meat into the 
hed, gave one smooth to her hair, and finally let in her visitor. 
f -.She Uad, by way of morning robe, a pink domino, a trifle faded and 
soiled, and marked hero and there with pomatum; but her arms shone 
out from the loose sleeves of the dross, very white and fair, and it was 
tied round her little waist, so as n6t ill to set off the trim little figure 
»of the wcai'er. She led JosJjy the hand into her garret. “Come in,” 
she said. “ Come and talk to me. Sit yonder on the chairand 
she gave the civili.an’s hand a little squeeze, and laiighingly placed him 
upon As for herself, she placed herself on the bed—not on tho 
bottle and plate, you )uiiy be .sure—on which Jos might have reposed, 
had he chosen that scat; and so there she sate, and talked with her 
old admirer. 

“How little years have changed you,” she said, with a look of tender 
interest. “ I should have known you anywhere. What a comfort it 
ip amongst strangers to see once more tho frank honest face of an old 
friend ! ” 

Thc'fi-ank honest face, to tell the truth, at this moment boro .any 
expression but one of openness and honesty: it was, on the contrary, 
much i)erturbed and puzzled in look. Jts w.as surveying the queer 
..-iittle apartment in which he found his old flame. One of her gowns 
hung qyer the bed, another depending from a hook of the door: her 
bonnet qbscured half the looking-glass, on which, too, lay the prettiest 
little pair of bronze boots; a French novel was on the table by the 
bed side, with a candle, not of wax. Becky thought of p^ ^ping that 
into the bed too, but she only put in the little paper night-cap, with 
which she had put the candle out on going to sleep. 
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“I should have kuowa you anywhere,” she continued; “a w^man 
never forgets some things. And you were the first man I ever—I everf 
saw.” * ' j 

"■Was I, really?” said Jos. “God bless my soul, you—^you don't 
say so.” • 

“ When I came with your sister from Chiswick, I was scarcely more 
than a child,”*BeckJ’ said. “ How is that door lov5 ? Oh, her husban(^ 
was a sad wicked man, and of course it was of me that the poor dear 
was jealous. As if I cared about him, heigho ! when there wasaPwe- 
body—but no—don’t let us talk ^ olfl times and she ^sed her 
handkerchief with the tattered lace across her eyelids. 

“ Is not this a strange place,” she continued, “for,a v/oman, who has 
lived in a very different world toe?, to be found in f I have had so 
many griefs and wrongs, jSseph Sedley, I have been made to suffer so 
cruelly, that I am almost made mad soriletimes. I can’tltay still in any 
place, but wander about always restless and unhappy. Adi my friends 
have been false to me—all. There is no suchihing .as an honest man 
in the world. I was the truest wife that ever lived, though I married 
my husband out of pique, because somebody else—^but never mii^d that. 

I was true, and he trampled upon mo, and deserted me. I was the 
fondest mother. I had but one child, one darling, one hope, one joy, 
which I held to my heart with a mother’s affection, which was my l ifp^ 
my prayer, my—my blessing; and they—^they tore it from me—tore it 
from me and she put her hand to her heart with a passionate gesture 
of despair, burying her face for a moment on the bed. 

The brandy-bottle inside clinked up agliinst the plate which held the 
cold sausage. Both were moved, no douRt, by the exhibition of so 
much grief. Max and Fritz were at the door listening with wonder to 
Mrs. Becky’s sobs and cries. Jos, too, was a good deal frightened and 
affected at seeing his old flame in this condition. And she began 
forthwith to tell her story—a tale so neat, simple, and artless, that it 
was quite evident, from hearing her, th.at if ever there was a white-;' 
robed angel esc.aped from heaven to be subject to the infernal machina¬ 
tions and villany of fiends hei'e below, that spotless being—that 
miserable, unsullied martyr—was present on the bed before Jos— 
on the bed, sitting on the brandy-bottle. 

Tliey had a very long, amicable, and confidential talk there ; in the 
course of which, Jos Sedley w.as somehow made aware (but in a manner 
that did not in the least sejr^ or offend him) that Becky’s heart had 
fii'st learned to beat at his enchanting presence: that Qeorge Osborne 
had certainly paid an unjustifiable court to Aer, which might account 
for Amelia’s jealousy, and their little rupture; but that Becky never 
gave the least encouragement to the unfortunate officer, and tnat she 
had never ceked to think about Jos from the very first day she had 
seen him, thimgh, of course, her duties as a married woman were para¬ 
mount—duties which she had alwdys preseiwed, and would, to her, 
dying day, or until the proverbially bad climate in which Colonel 
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Gra^ey was living, should release her from a yoke which his cruelty 
had rendered odious to her. 

, V , Jfl« went away, convinced that she was the most virtuous, as she was 
^ one of the most fascinating of women, and revolving in his mind all 
sorts of benevolent schemes for her welfare. Her persecutions ought to 
be ended: she ought to return to the society of which she was an orna- 
inent. He would sefe what* ought to be done. She Aust (fait that place 
and take a quiet lodging. Amelia must come and see her, and befriend 
hen. JSc would go and settle about it, and consult with the Major. She 
wept tears, of heartfelt gratituefc as she parted from him, and 
pressed his hand as the galfant stout gentleman stooped down to 
kiss her’s. • 

So Becky bowed Jos out of her Uttle garret with as much grace as if 
it was a palace of which she did the honours; and that heavy gentle- 
I man having dissippeared down’the stairs, Hans and Fritz (same out of 
I their hole, pipe in mouth, and she amuseci herself by mimicking Jos to 
I them as she munched her cold bread and sausage and took draughts of 
' her favourite brandy-and-water. . 

t Jos walked over to Dobbin’s lodgings with gyeat solemnity, and there 
imparted to him the^pfifecting history with which he had just been made 
acquainted, without, however, mentioning the play-business of the night 
«Vfore.,. And the two gentlemen were laying their heads together, and 
consulting as to the best means of being useful to Mrs. Becky, while 
she was finishing her interrupted dejeAner d la fourcliette. 

How was it that she had come to that little town ? How was it that 
tf she had no friends and was ‘vvanderiug about alone 1 Little boys at 
school are taught in their ehrliest Latin book, that the path of Avernus 
is very easy of descent. Let us skip over the interval in the history of 
her downwarf progress. She was not worse now than she had been in 
• the days of her prosperity;—only a little down on her luck. 

As for Mrs. Amelia, she was a woman of such a soft and foolish 
disposition, that when she heard of anybody unhappy, her heart straight¬ 
way melted towards the sufferer; and as she had never thought or 
done anything mortally guilty herself, she had not that abhorrence for 
,wi(:kedncs3 which distinguishes moralists much more knowing. If she 
spoiled everybody who came near her with kindness and compliments, 
—!£• she begged pardon of all her servants for troubling them to 
^answer the bell,—if she apologised to a shop-boy who showed her a 
piece of silk, or made a curtsey to a street-swqeper, with a complimentary 
remark upon tie elegant state of his crossing—and she was almoa'. 
capable of every one of these follies—the notion that an old acquaint¬ 
ance wjis miserable was sure to soften her heart; nor would she heai- 
of anybody’s being deservedly unhappy. A world tmder such legisla¬ 
tion as hers, would not be a very orderly place of abod ;; but tliere 
are not many women, at least not of the rulers, who arAof her sort 
liThis lady, 1 believe, would have abolished all gaols, punishments 
handcuffs, whippings, povei-ty, sickness, hanger, in the world; and was 
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such a mean-spirited creature, that—we are obliged to confess it—she 
could even forget a mortal injury. 

When the Major heard from Jos of the sentimental adventure which 
had just befallen the latter, he was not, it must be owned, nearly as 
much interested as the gentleman from Bengal. On the efetrary, his 
excitement ^was (guito the reverse from ^ pleasurable one ; he made 
use of a brief but improper expression regarding a poor woman sin 
distress, saying, in fact,—^“the little minx, has she come to light again ? ” 
He never had had the slightest li^in^ for her; but had heartily^is- 
trusted her Irom the very first moment when her green eyes had looked 
at, and turned away from, his own. ^ < 

“ That little devil brings misclji< 5 f wherever sh^ goes,” the Major ' 
said, disrespectfully. “•Who knows what sort of life she has been 
leading! and what business has sh% here abroad an^ alone? Don’tjr 
tell me afiout persecutors and enemies ; an hone*st woman always haa 
friends, and never is separated from her family. Why\as she left her l 
husband ? He may have been disreputable"” and wicked, as you say. 
He always was. 1 remember the confounded blackleg, and the way in 
which he used to olieat- and hoodwink poor George. Was’ni there a 
scandal about their separation ? I think I hewd something,” cried 
out Major Dobbin, who did not care much about gossip ; and whom 
Jos tried in vain to convince that Mrs. Becky was in all respeats a jaiti t 
injured and virtuous female. 

“ Well, well; let’s ask Mrs. fereoige,” said that arch-diplomatist of a 
Major. “ Only let us go and consult, /ler. I suppose you will allow 
that s/ie is a good judge at any rate, an^ knows what is right in sue# 
matters.” 

“Hm ! Emmy is very well,” said Jos, who did not happen to be in 
love with his sister. 

“Very well ? by Gad, sir, she’s the finest lady I ever met in mylife,’v 
bounced out the Major. “I say at once, lot us go and ask her if this 
woman ought to be visited or not—I will be content with her verdict.’* 
Now this odious, artful rogue of a Major was thinking in his own 
mind that ho was sure of his case. Emmy, he remembered, was at one 
time crueUy and deservedly jealous of Kebecca, never mentioned h^r 
name but with a shrinking and terror—a jealous woman never forgives, 
thought Dobbin: and so the pair went across tfie street to Mrs. George’s 
house, where she was contentedly warbling at a music-lesson wAh 
Madame Strum pflT. • • • 

When that lady took her leave, Jos opened th^busine.ss with his 
usual pomp of words. “ Amelia, my dear,” said he, “ I have jusfchad the 
most extraordinary—^yos—Qod^bless my soul I the most extjaordinary 
adventurap-an old friend---yes, a most interesting old friend of yours, 
and I ma| say in old times, has just arrived here, and I should like 
you to see her.” , , 

“ Her ! ” said Amelia, “ who is it ? Major Dobbin, if you please not 
«o break my scissors.” The Major was twirling them round by the' 
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littlo ci^ia from which they sometimes hung to their lady’s waist, and 
was thereby endangering his own^ye. 

“It is a woman whom I dislike very much,” said the -Major doggedly; 
“ and whom you have no cause to love.” 

“ It is Eftiecca, I’m sure it is Eebecca,” Amelia said, blushing, and 
being very much agitated. , r, 

»You are right ; you always are,” Dobbin answered. Brussels, 
•Waterloo, old, old times, griefs, pangs, remembrances, rushed back into 
Amalia gentle heart, and cause^ a ^-uel agitation there. 

' “ Don’t let ipe see her,” Emmy, continued. “ I couldn’t see her.” 

“I told you so,” Dobbin said to Jos. 

“She is very uiih»j)py, and—jjnd that sort of thing,” Jos urged. 
“ She is very poor and unprotected : and has been ill—exceedingly ill 
and that scoundrel of a husban^l has deserted her.” 

“ Ah 1 ” said AlneEa. ' 

“She hasn’t dfriend in the world,” Jos went on, not undexterously; 
“ and she said she thoughlS she might trust in you. She’s so misei’able, 
Emmy. She has been almost mad with grief. Her story quite aifected 
me:—’pon my word and honour, it.did—never was sucli a cruel pci-se- 
cution borne so angelically, I may say. Her family has been most 
cruel to her.” 

<>-^oor jireature 1 ” Amelia said. 

“And if she can get no friend, she says she thinks she’ll die,” Jos 
proceeded, in a low tremulous voice.—“ God bless my soul! do you 
know that she tried to kill herself?* She carries laudanum with her— 
S saw the bottle in her room- 7 -su'ch a miserable little room—at a tlyrd- 
r.ate hoxise, the Elephant, up in the roof at the top of all. I went 
there.” 

Tills did not seem to affect Emmy. She even smiled a little. Perhaps 
she figured Jos to herself panting up the stair. 

“ Siic’s beside herself with grief,” he resumed. “Tlie agonies that 
^voinan has endui-ed are quite frightful to hear of. She had a little boy 
of the same age. as Georgy.” 

“ Yes, yes, I think I remember,” Emmy remarked. “Well ? ” 

“The most beautiful child ever seen,” Jos said, who was very fat, 
ajid easily moved, and had been touched by the story Becky told ; “ a 
pei-fecfe angel, who adore'd his mother. The ruffians toi-e him shrieking 
ouit of her arms, and Imve never allowed him to see her.” 

“ Dear Joseph,” Emmy cried out, starting* u{i at once, “ let us go and 
sec her this miuufco.” And she ran into her adjoining bed-chamber, 
lied on Jier bonnet in a flutter, came out with her shawl on her arm, 
and ordei’fd Dobbin to follow. ^ 

He went and put her shawl—it was a white CashmererfPonsigned 
io her by the Major himself from India—over her shoulder^. He saw 
-here was nothing for it but to obey.; and she put her hand into his 
ar»a, and they went away. 

“ It is number 92, up our pair of stairs,” Jos said, perhaps not veiy 
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willing to ascend the steps again; but he placed himself in the window 
of his drawing-room, which commands the place on which the Elephant 
stands, and saw the pair marching tJirojigh the market. 

It was as well that Becky saw them too from her garret; for she and* 
the two students were chattering and laughing there ; th^ had been 
joking about the appearance of Becky’s grandpapa—^whose arrival and 
departure tjjey h'ed witnessed—but she hj,d timS“to dismiss them, and 
have her little room clear before the landlord of the Elephant, liflio 
knew that Mrs. Osborne was a great favourite at the Serene Court,* 
and re.speeted her .accordingly, le^ the way up the staits 4o tlfe*roof- 
Btoi'}', encouraging Miladi and Herr Major as they achieved the ascenW 
“ Gracious lady, gracious lady! *’ said the Jandlord knocking at 
Becky’s door; ho had called her Madame the d!iy»belbre, and was by 
no means courteous to her. ^ 

“ Who ^is it 1 ” Becky said, pntti«g out her lj,cad«and .she gave a 
little scream. There stood Emmy in a tremble, and Jlobbiu, the tall 
Major with his cane. 

He stood still watching, and very much interested at the scene; 
but Emmy sprang forward with open arms towards Eebccca, and 
forgave her at that moment and embraced her and kissed her’with all 
her heart. Ah, poor wretch, when was your lip |)ressed before by such! 
pure kisses! 


CHAPTEE JiXVI. 

AMANTIITM lUjE. 

Franksess and kindness like Amelia’s were likely to toiich ?yen 
such a hardened little reprobate as Becky. She returned Emmy’s, 
caresses and kind speeches with something very like gratitude, and an 
emotion which, if it was not lasting, for a moment was almost genuine. 
That was a lucky stroke of hers about the child “ torn from her armsf 
shrieking.” It was by that harrowing misfortune that Becky had won I 
her friend back, and it was one of the very fii-st points, we m.ay be 
certain, upon which ou# poor simple little Emmy began to talk to hor 
new found acquaintance. • 

“ And so they took your darling child from you,” our simpleton cried 
out. “ Oh, Eebecca, my poor dear suffering friend, I know what it is 
lose a boy, and to feel for those who have lost one. But please Heaven 
yours will be restored to you, as a merciful, mercifal Providence has 
brought me back mine.” • 

“The child, my child 1 Oh, yes, my agonies were IrightfuJj” Becky 
owned,not^rhaps without a twinge of conscience. It jarred upon her, 
to be oblig^ to commence instantly to tell lies in reply' to so much 
confidence and simplicity. But thijt is the misfortune of begimiing with, 
this kind of forgery. When one fi^becomes due as it were, you muJt/' 
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foige another to take np the old accepanoe; and so the stock of yout 
lies in‘circulation inevitably multiplies, and the danger of detection 
increases every day. , 

“My agonies ” Becky continued, “were terrible (I hope she -won't sit 
down on tl^ bottle) when they took him away from me ; I thought I 
should die; but I fortunately had a brain fever, during which my 
doctor gave mo up, rnd—^and I recovered, and—and herq I am, poor 
add friendless.” 

/‘TIow old is he ?” Emmy asked. 

■ “ lilfiVen,’.’ said Becky. r f 

“Eleven !” cried the other. “<Why, he was bom the same year with 
Georgy, who is—” . 

“I know, I know,”'Becky cried opt, who had in fact quite forgotten 
all .about little Bawdon’s age. “ Grief has made me forget so many 
things, dearest >melia. I am vrry much changed: half wild some¬ 
times. He was eleven when they took him away from me.' Bless his 
sweet face; I have never seen it again.” 

“Was he fair or dark went on that absurd little Emmy. “ Show 
me his haiiV’ 

Becky* almost laughed at her simplicity. “Not to-day, love,— 
some other time, whien my trunks arrive from Leipsic, whence I 
came to this place,—and a little drawing of him, which I made in 
liSfy,'/ d.lys.” 

“ Poor Becky, poor Becky ! ” said Emmy. “ How thankful, how 
thankful I ought to be ! ” (though I doubt whether that practice of 
piety inculc.ated upon us by opr womankind in early youth, namely 
to be thankful because we are better off than somebody else, be a very 
rational religious exercise ;) and then she began to tliink as usual, how 
her son was the h.andsomest, the best, and the cleverest boy in the 
whole world. 

. “You will see my Georgy,” was the best thing Emmy could think 
of to console Becky. If anything could make her comfortable that 
’would. 

And so the two women continued bilking for an hour or more, during 
which Becky had the opportunity of giving her new friend a full 
a«d complete version of her private history. She showed how her 
marriage*with Bawdon Crawley had always been viewed by the family 
withleelings of the utmost hostility; how her sister-in-law (.an .artful 
T^oman) had poisoned her husband’s mind against her; how he h.ad 
formed odious connexions, which had estranged his affections from her ; 
how she had boftie everything—^poverty, neglect, coldness from the 
being whom sho most loved—and all for the sake of her child; how, 
finally, ap.d by the most flagrant outrage, she had been driven into 
demanding a separation from her husbtind, when the wretch did not 
scruple to ask that she should sacrifice her own fair fame so tl^t he might 
procure ad-vancement through the n^pans of a very great and powerful 
K&t unprincipled man—the Marquis of Steyne, indeed. The atrocious 
monster! .. 
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This part of her eventful hist^ Beeky gave -with the utmost femi¬ 
nine delicacy, and the most indignant virtue. Forced to flj her 
husband’s roof by this insult, the cow,jrd had pursued his revenge, by 
taking her child from her. And thus ^cky said she was a wanderer, " 
poor, unprotected, friendless, and wretched. 

Emmy received this story, which was told at some lengtlB as those 
persons who j|,re ai^uainted with her character may imagine that she 
would. She quivered with indignation at tile account of the conduct gjT j 
the miserable Eawdon and the unprincipled Steyne. Her eyes made ■. 
notes of admiration for every onj of ^the sentences in which Swiky 
described the persecutions of her i^istocratic relativ,e8, and the 
falling away of her husband. (Becky did not abuse him. She spoke 
ratlier in sorrow than in anger. She had "lieved him only too 
fondly : and was he not the father of her boy T) Ancl as for the sepa- 
ration-sceqp from the child, while Be(^y was reciting it Emmy retired * 
altogether behind her pocket-handkerchief, so tltat toe consummate 
little tragedian must have been charmed to see the cSect which her 
performance produced on her audience. • 

Whilst the ladies were carrying on their conversation, Amelia’s 
constant escort, the Major, (who, of course, did not wish to interrupt 
their conference, and found himself rather tired pf creaking about the- 
narrow stair passage of which the roof brushed the nap from his hat,) 
descended to the ground-floor of the house and into the grgat ro^so 
common to all the frequenters of the Elephant, out of which the stair ^ 
led. This apartment is always in a fume of smoko, and liberally 
sprinkled with beer. On a dirty tSble stand scores of eorresponding 
brass-candlesticks with tallow candles for j;he lodgers, whose keys hanj> 
up in rows over the candles. Emmy had passed blushing through the 
room anon, where all sorts of people were collected; Tyrolese glove- 
sellers and Danubian linen-merchants, with their packs; students 
recruiting themselves with butterbrods and meat; idlers, playing cards 
or dominoes, on the sloppy, beery tables; tumblers i-efreshing during 
the cessation of their performances;—in a word, all the fiimum anc^ 
strepitus of a German inn in fair time. The waiter brought the Major 
a mug of beei-, as a matter of course; and he took out a cigar, and 
amused himself with tbit pernicious vegetable and a newspaper until 
his charge should come down to claim him. 

Max and Fritz came presently down stairs, their caps on one side; 
their spurs jingling, their pipes splendid with coats-of-arms and fuil- 
blown tassels, and they hung up the key of No. 90 on the board, ai^d 
called for the ration of butterbrod and beer.' Theapair sate down by 
the Major, and fell into a conversation of which ho could ^jpt help 
hearing somewhat. It was mainly about “ Fuchs ” and “ Philister,” and 
duels and drinking-bouts at the neighbouring University of Schoppen- 
hansen, frf#n which renowned seat of learning they had just come in the 
Ell wagon, with Becky, as it appeared, by their side, and in order to be 
present at the bridal fdtes at Pumpernickel. 




660 


VANITY FAIS. 


“Tlie little Englanderina seems to^be en hays de gonnoissatux," so!lA 
Max,r who knew the French language, to Fritz, his comrade. “After 
the fat grandfa,ther went awayir there came a pretty little compatriot. 
I heard them chattering and whimpering together in the little woman’s 
chamber.” 

“We m^ist take the tickets for her concert,” Fritz said. “ Hast thou 
any money. Max 1 ” t , 

f>“Bah,” said the other, “the concert is a concert in nuhihus. Hans 
said th.at she advertised one at Leipzig: and the Burschcn took 
masy>tickets. But she went off witfiout singing. She said in the coach 
yesterday that her pianist had fallen ill at Dresden. She cannot sing, 
it is my belief: her voice is as cracked as thine, O thou beer-soaking 
Benowner ! ” ■ ‘-'■’ 

“ It is cracked ; I hear her trying out of-her window a schrecklich 
English ballad, ^called ‘ De Eose "pon de Balgony.’ ” 

“ Saufen and "singen go not together,” obsei-ved Fritz with the red 
nose, who evidently preferred the former amusement. “ No, thou shalt 
take none of her tickets. She won money at the trente and quarante hist 
night. I saw her; .she made a little English boy play for her. Wo 
will spend thy money there or at the theatre, or we will tre.at her 
to French wine or <vOgnac in the Aurelius Garden, but the tickets 
we will not buy. What sayest thou ? Yet, another mug of beer ? ” 
aTv} one.and another successively having buried their blond whiskers in 
the mawkish draught, curled them and swaggered off into the fair. 

The Major, who had seen the key of number 90 put up on its hook, 
and had heard the conversation oT the two young university bloods, 
•was not at a loss to understand that their talk related to Becky. 
“ The little devil is at her old tricks,” he thought, and he smiled as he 
recalled old days, when he had witnessed the desperate flirtation with 
Jos, and the ludicrous end of that adventure. He and George had 
often laughed over it subsequently, and until a few weeks after 
George’s marriage, when he also was caught in the little Circe’s tolls, 
•and had an understanding with her which his comrade certainly 
suspected, but preferred to ignore. William was too much hurt or 
ashamed to ask to fathom that disgraceful mystery, although once, and 
ejrideutiy with remorse on his mind, George had alluded to it. It was 
on the morning of Waterloo as the young men stood together in front 
nf their line, suiveying'the black masses of Frenchmen who crowned 
tke opposite heights, and as the i-ain was coming down, “ I have been 
mixing in a foolish intrigue with a woman,’6 George said. “ I am glad 
we were marcheib away. If !■ drop, I hope Emmy will never know’ 
of that-business. I wish to God it had never been begun ! ” And 
William was pleased to think,'..nd had more than once soothed poor 
George’s widow with the narrative, that Osborne, after q>utting his 
wife, and after the action of Quatre Bras, on the first ',*ay, spoko 
gravely and affectionately to his comrade of his father and hit wife 
'On these facts, too, William had insiated very strongly in his . con* 
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vcrsations with the elder Oabomef and had thus been the moai^ of 
reconciling the old gentleman to his son’s memory, just at the close 
of the elder man’s life. • » 

“And so this devil is still going on with her intrigues,” thought 
William. “ 1 wish she were a hundred miles from here. SI* bi-inge 
mischief wherever she goes.” And ho was pui’suiug these forebodings 
.and this uncoifcfort^lo train of thought, with his- head between his^ 
Ii.ands, and the “ Pumpei-nickcl G.azctte” of last week unread under his 
nose, when somebody tapped his shoulder with a parasol, and he lookgd 
up and saw Mrs. Amelia. J • ' * . 

This woman had a w.ay of tyrannising over Major Dobhin (for the 
weakest of all people will domineer over somebocljr^, and .she ordered 
• him about, and p.atted him, and madt him fetch arfd carry just as 
if he was a great Newfoundland dog. He liked, so to speak, to jumpl 
into the watgr if she s.aid “ High, Dobbin ! ” .and to tr/ft behind her* 
with her reticule in his mouth. This history has bee* written to 
very little purpose if the reader h.as not perceii^pd that tlie Major w.os 
a spooney. , 

“ Why did you not wait for me, sir, to escort me downstairs 1 ” she 
said, giving a little toss of her head, and a most sarcastic curtsey. 

' “ I couldn’t stand up in the passage,” ho answered, with a comical 

deprecatory look ; .and, delighted to give her his .arm, and to take ^ 
lier out of the horrid smoky place, he would have walked off wTthlUK* 
even so much as remembering the waiter, had not the young fellow 
run after him and stopped him on J;he threshold of the Elephant, 
to make him pay for the beer which he»had not consumed. Emmy 
Laughed: she called him a naughty man, who wanted to run away in 
debt; and, in fact, made some jokes suitable to the occiision and tho 
.small-beer. She w.os in high spirits and good humour, .and tripped 
.across the market-place very briskly. She wanted to see Jos that 
slant. Tho Major laughed at tho impetuous affection Mrs. Amelia 
ex li’uited; for, in truth, it was not very often th.at she wanted her 
brother “ that instant.” 

They found the CivilLan in his saloon on the first floor; he had been 
pacing the room, and biting his mails, and looking over the market¬ 
place towards the Elephant a hundred times .at least during the past 
hour, whilst Emmy was closeted with her friend in the g.arret, and the 
Major was beating the tattoo on the sloppy tables of the public room 
below, and he was, on his side too, very anxious to see Mrs.. Osborne. 

“ Well 1 ” said he. * 

“The poor dear creature, how she has suffered! ” EmAy said. 

“God bless my soul, yes,” Jos said, wagging his head, so thariiis 
cheeks quivered like jellies. « ’ • 

“She may Imve Payne’s room; who c.an go up stairs,” .Emmy con¬ 
tinued. Payr* was a staid English maid and personal attend.ant upon 
Mrs. Osb(S:ne, to whom the couiier, »s in duty bound, paid court, and 
whom Georgy used .to “lark” dreadfully with accounts of German 
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robjpers and ghosts. She passed %er time chiefly in grumbling, in 
ordering about her mistress, and in stating her intention to return the 
next morning to lier native ^village of Clapham. “ She may have 
Payne’s room,” Emmy said. 

' ■ “Wliy, you don’t mean to say you are going to have' that woman 
into the hotm ? ” bounced out the Major, jumping up. 

^ “Of coOTso wo'aVe,” said Amelia, in the most'innocent way in the 
world. “ Don’t be angry, and break the furniture. Major Dobbin. Of 
cgjyse we are going to have her here.” 

“ Of couree, my dear,” Jos ^aid.? 

“ The poor creature, after afl her sufferings,” Emmy continued : “her 
horrid bmiker brtjhsn .and run away: her husband—wicked wretch— 
having deserted her and takdn'lier child away from ^er (here she 
doubled her two little fists and held them'^in a most menacing attitude 
before her, she that the Major was chai-med to see suck-a dauntless 
virago), ther.poor dear thing ! quite alone and absolutely forced to 
give lessons in singing/,o get her bread—.and not have her here ! ” 

“Take lessons, ray dear Mrs. George,” cried the Major, “but don’t 
have Jier in the house. I implore you don’t.” 

“Pooh,” said Jos. 

“ You who are afways good and kind : always used to be at any rate: 
«,J’m astonished at you. Major William,” Amelia cried. “Why, what is 
tlie moment to help her but when she is so miserable ? Now is the 
time to be of service to her. The oldest friend I ever had, and not—” 

“ She w'as not always your fnsend, Amelia,” the Major said, for he 
was quite angry. This allusion was too much for Emmy, who looking 
the Major .almost fiercely ih the face, said, “ For shame. Major Dobbin ! ” 
and, after having fired this shot, she walked out of the room with a 
most majestic air, and shut her own door briskly on herself and her 
outraged dignity. 

“ To allude to thai ! ” she s.aid, when the door was closed. “ Oh, it 
was cruel of him to remind me of it,” and she looked up .at George’s 
picture, W'hich hung there .as usu.al, with the portrait of the boy under- 
iie.ath. It was cruel of him. If I h.ad forgiven it, ought ho to have 
spoken ? No. And it is from his own lipsithat I know how wicked 
and groundtc.s3 my jealousy was ; and that you were pure—Oh yes, you 
were pure, my saint .in he.aven ! ” 

She p.aced the i-oom trembling and indignant. She went and loaned 
on the chest of drawers over which tho ^nicture hung, and g<azed and 
g.azed at it. I^s eyes seeine4 to look down on her with a r epro.ach that 
deepened as she looked. The early dear dear memories of that brief 
prime of love rushed back upon her. The wound which j'oars h.ad 
scarcely cicatrised bled afresh, and* oh, how bitterly ! She could not 
bear the reproaches of the husband there before her. £ couldn’t be. 
Never, never. ' 

, Poor Dobbin ; poor old ‘Williaiu ! That unlucky word had oudone 
the work of many* a year—tlie long 1: borions edifice of a life of love miA 



A NOVEL tVITHOUT A HEEO. 


sea 


constancy—raised too upon what secret and hidden foundations, wherein 
lay buried passions, uncounted struggles, unknown sacrifices—a little 
■word was spoken, and down fell the fai*palace of hope—one word, and 
away flew the bird which he had been trying all his life to lure ! 

William, though he saw by Amelia’s looks that a great crisis had 
come, nevertheless continued to implore Sedley, in the most energetic' 
terras, to bewaaeof Bebecca; and he eagerly,*lmoshffantically, adjured 
Jos not to receive her. He besought Mr. Sedley to inquire at least 
regarding her: told him how he had heard that she was in the compjjny 
of gamblers and people of ill repute :|)ointed out what evillR^ad done 
in former days: how she and Crawley had misled poor George into 
ruin: how she was now parted from her husbai^^ by h,er own con¬ 
fession , and, perhaps, for good reason. • What a dangerous companion she' 
would be for his sister, whi^knew nothing of the affairs of the world ! 
William imjilored Jos, with all the eloquence which.he <»)uld bring to 
be.ar, and a great deal more energy than this quiet gentloisan was ordi¬ 
narily in the habit of showing, to keep Eebecca^out of his household. 

Had he been less,-violent, or more dexterous, he might have suc¬ 
ceeded in his supplications to Jos; but the Civilian was not a little jealous 
of the airs of supei’iority which the Major constantly exhibited towards 
him, as he fancied (indeed, he had impai’ted his opiiRons to Mr. Kirsch 
the courier, whoso bills Major Dobbin checked on this joumw, and ' 
who sided with his mastei’), and he began a blustering speech aboutlfBJ ■ 
competency to defend his own honour, his desii’e not to have his affairs 
meddled with, his intention, in fine, tc^ rebel against the Major, when 
the colloquy—^rather a long and stormy one—was put an end to in the 
simplest way possible, namely, by the arrival of Mrs. Becky, with a 
porter from the Elephant Hotel, in charge of her very meagi-e baggage 

She greeted her host -with affectionate respect, and made a shrinking, 
but amicable, salutation to Major Dobbin, who, as her instinct assured 
her at once, was her enemy, and had been speaking against her ; and 
the bustle and clatter consequent upon her arrival brought Amelia out 
of her room. Emmy went up and embraced her guest with the greatest 
warmth, and took no notice of the Major, except to fling him an angry 
look—’the most unjust and scornful glance that had perhaps ever 
appeared in that poor little woman’s face since she was born. But she 
had private reasons of her own, and was bent ugon being angry with 
him. And Dobbin, indignant at the injustice,' not at the defeat, went. 
off, making her a bow quite as haughty as the killing curtsey with 
which the little woman chose lo bid him farewell. 

He being gone, Emmy was particularly lively and affectionate to 
Bebccca, and bustled about the apartments and installed her guftt in 
her room with an eagerness and activity seldom exhibited by our*placid 
little friend. fiBut when an act of injustice is to be done, especially by 
weak people! it is best that it should be done quickly; and Emmy 
thought She was displaying a great deal of firmness and proper feeling 
and veneration for the late Captain Osborne in her present behaviour. 
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Georgy came in from the fStcs fok dinner-time, and found four covers 
laid aa usual; but one of the places -was occupied by a lady, instead of 
by Major Dobbin. “ Hullo! Where’s Dob 1 ” the young gentleman 
asked, with his usual simplicity of language. “ Major Dobbin is dining 
out, I si^pose,” his mother s,aid; and, drawing the boy to her, ki.ssed 
him a great deal, and put his hair oflf his forehead, and introduced him 
•^.to Mrs. Crawley.' Thisi is my boy, Eebecca,’’ Mrs. Osborne said—as 
'much as to say—can the world produce anything like that 1 Becky 
iQflkod at him with rapture, iind pressed his hand fondly. “Dear boy! ” 
she said—" he is just like'- mjl —” Emotion choked her further 
utterance ; but Amelia undeAtood, as well as if she had spoken, that 
Becky was thinkeig of her own blessed child. However, the 
company of her friend consoled Mrs. Crawley, and she ate a very 
good dinner. 

During thfe repast, she had- occasion to speak several times, when 
Georgy eyed,,her and listened to her. At the dessert Emmy was gone 
out to superintend further domestic arrangements : Jos was in his gi-eat 
chair dosing over OaHgnani ; Geoigy and the negv arrival sat close to 
each other: ho had continued to look at her knowingly more than 
once, and at last, he laid down the nut-crackers. 

“ I say,” said Georgy. 

“■What do you say ?” Becky said, laughing. 

- ■ T^ou’re the lady I saw in the mask at the Rouge et Noir.” 

“ Hush ! you little sly creature,” Becky said, taking up his hand and 
kissing it. “Your uncle was there too, and mamma mustn’t know.” 

“ Oh no—not by no meansjl’ answered the little fellow. 

“ You see we ai-e quite good friends already,” Becky said to Emmy, 
who now re-entered, and it must be owned that Mrs. Osborne had 
introduced a most judicious and amiable companion into her house. 

■William, in a state of great indignation, though still unaware of all 
the treason that was in store for him, walked about the town wildly 
until he fell upon the Secretary of Legation, Tapeworm, who invited 
him to dinner. As they were discussing that meal, he took occasion to 
^k the Secretary whether he knew anything about a certain Mrs. 
TBawdon Crawley, who had, he believed, made some noise in London ; 
and then Tapeworm, who of course knew all the London gossip, and 
. was besides a relative of Lady Gaunt, poured out into the astonished 
Major’s ears such a history about Becky and her husband as astonished 
the querist, and supplied all the points of this narrative, for it was at 
that very table years ago that the present writer had the pleasure of 
hearmg the tale. Tnfto, Steyne, the Crawleys, and their history— 
everything connected with Becky and her previous life passed under 
the record of the bitter diplomatist. He knew everythu g and a great 
deal besides, about all the world:—in a word, he made the most 
astounding revelations to the simple-hearted Major. When Dobbin 
said that Mrs. Osborne and Mr. Sedley had taken her into their house!, 
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'Tapeworm burst into a peal of lajighter ■which shocked the Major, and 
asked if they had not better send into the prison, and take in (Jno or 
two of the gentlemen in shaved head# a#id yellow jackets, who swept 
the streets of Pumpernickel, chained in pairs, to board and lodge, and . 
act as tuto^ to that little scapegrace Georgy. • • 

This information astonished and horrified the Major not a little. It 
had been agneed i* the morning (before i^eeting with Eebecca) that 
Amelia should go to the Court ball that night. That would bo tlR ^ 
place where he should tell her. The Major went home and dressed^im- 
self in his uniform, and repaired teJCourt in hopes to seeTStR. Osborne. 
She never came. When he returned lib his lodgings all the lights in 
the Seclley tenement were put out. He couli^not see her till the 
morning. I don’t know what sort if •a night’s rest to had with this 
frightful secret in bed witlf him. , 

At the curliest convenient hour in ^e morning Jie 5 #nt his servant 
across the way with a note, saying, that he wished very^iarticularlyto 
speak with her. A message came back to say, that Mrs. Osborne was 
exceedingly unwell, and was keeping her room. 

She, too, had been awake all that night. She had been thinking of 
a thing which had agitated her mind a hundred times befole. A 
hundred times on the point of yielding, she had %hrunk back from a 
sacrifice which she felt was too much for her. She couldn’t, in spite of 
his love and constancy, and her own acknowledged regard,RreSpM!t, 
and gr.atitude. What are benefits, what is constancy, or merit ? One ' 
curl of a girl’s ringlet, one hair of a -yhisker, will turn the scale against 
them all in .a minute. They did not weigh with Emmy more than with^ 
other women. She had tried them ; wanted to make them pass ; could 
not; and the pitiless little woman had found a pretext, and determined 
to be free. 

When at length, in the afternoon, the Major gained admission to 
Amelia, instead of the cordial and affectionate greeting to which he had 
been accustomed now for many a long day, ho I’eceived the salutation ot 
a curtsey, and of a little gloved hand, x*etracted the moment after it was 
accorded to him. 

Rebecca, too, was in the room, and advanced to meet him with a 
smile and an extended hand. Dobbin drew back rather confusedly.* 
“ I—I beg your pardon, ma’am,” he said; “ but I am bound to tell you 
that it is not as your friend that I am come here now.” ' .. 

“ Pooh ! damn; don’t let us have this sort of thing!” Jos cried out ' 
alarmed, and anxious to get l^id of a scene. * 

“I wonder what Major Dobbin has to My against E?becca?” Amelia 
said in a low, clear voice with a slight quiver in it, and 8 very 
determined look about the eyes. , 

“ I will ?K# have this sort of thing in my house,” Jos again interposed. 
“I say I wiM not have it: and Dobbin, I beg, sir, you’ll stop it.” And 
he looked round trembling and turning very red, and gave a great pu^ 
and made for his dpor. 
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“ Dear Friend ! ” Eebecca said witlf angelic sweetness, “ do hear what 
Major Dobbin has to say against me.” 

“I will Twt hear it, I say,” squeaked out Jos at the top of his voice, 
and, gathering up his dressing-gown, he was gone. 

“We aj» only two wotnen,” Amelia said. “You can sjieaft now, sir.” 
“ This manner towards me is one which scarcely becomes yon, A melia,” 
the Major answered'haugbtily ; “nor I believe am^ guilty of habitual 
harshness to women. It is not a pleasure to me to do the duty which 
I apt come to do.” 

“ Pray, firdceed with it quickly,If you please. Major Dobbin,” said 
Amelia, who was more and mofe in a pet. The expression of Dobbin’s 
face, as she spoke in this imperious manner, was not pleasant. 

“ I came to saj'—and as you»siay, Mrs. Crawley, I must say it in 
your presence—that I think you—^you oughf.not to form a member of 
1 the family of ifey friends. A lady who is separated from her husband, 
I who travels not under her own name, v/ho frequents public gaming- 
itables—” j 

“ It was to the ball I went,” cried out Becky. .• 

“ —is not a fit companion for Mrs. Osborne and her son,” Dobbin 
went on: and I may add that there are people here who know you, 
and who profess to know that regarding your conduct, about which I 
<lon't even wish to speak before—befoi’e Mrs. Osborne.” 

rodr’s is a very modest ana convenient sort of calumny. Major 
Dobbin,” Piebecca said. “ You leave me under the weight of an 
accusation which, after all, is unsaid. What is it % Is it Unfaithfulness 
^to my husband 1 I scorn it, and defy anybody to prove it—^I defy you, 
, I say. My honour is as unftuched as that of the bitterest enemy who 
ever maligned me. Is it of being poor, forsaken, wretched, that yoti 
accuse me ? Yes, I am guilty of those faults, and punished for theni 
eveiy da 3 '. Let mo go, Emmy. It is only to suppose that I have not 
met you, and I am no worse to-day than I was yesterday. It is only 
to suppose that the night.is over and the poor wanderer is on her way. 
Don’t you remember the song we used to sing in old, dear old days ? 
I have been wandering ever since then—a poor c.astawny, scorned for 
being miserable, and insulted because I am alone. Let me go: my stay 
hei’o interferes with the plans of this gentleman.” 

“ Indeed it does, madam,” said the Major. “If I have any authority 
in this house—” 

“ Authority, none! ” broke out Amelia. “ Eebecca, you stay with me. 
I won’t desert you, because you have been persecuted, or insult you. 
Decause—because Major Dobbin chooses to do so. Come away, dear.” 
And tile two women made towards their door. 

William opened it. As they we?e going out, however, he took 
Amelia’s hand, and said—“ Will you stay a moment and sjteak to me 1 ” 
“ He wishes to speak to you away from me,” said Becky, looking like 
a mourtyr. Amelia griped her hau($ in reply. 
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Dobbin said. “ Come back, AAclia,” and she came. Dobbin bowed 
to Mrs. Crawley, as he shut the door upon her. Amelia looked at 
him, leaning against the glass: llbr« face and her lips were quite 
white. 

“ I waS confused when I spoke just now,*’ the M.ajor «.aul, aftef a 
pause ; “and I misused the word authority.” 

“ You difl,” saJfl Amelia, with her teetb chattering. 

“ At least I have claims to bo heard,” Dobbin continued. 

“It is generous to remind me of our obligations to you,” the;^omai 
answered. i * 

“ The cl.aims I mean, are those Icff me by George's father,” William 
said. » I 

“ Yes, and you insulted his merftert-y. You did yesterday. Yon know 
you did. And I will never forgive you. Never! ” said Amelia. SI 14 
shot out^ach little sentence in a trfSuor of nngov am?emotion. 

“ You don’t mean that, Amelia 1 ” William said, stWdy. “ You don’t 
mean that these words ,uttered in a huryed moment, are to weigt 
.against a whole life’s devotion. I think that George’s memory has not 
been injured by tlie way in which I have dealt with it, and if we are 
come to bandying reproaches, I at least mei'it none from his widow and 
the mother of his son. Reflect, afterwards wfien—when you are at 
leisure, and your conscience will withdraw this accusation. It dOcs 
even now.” Amelia held down her head. 

“ It is not that speech of ycsterd.ay,” he continued, “ wliich moves yoff.. 
That is but the pretext, Amelia, (»r I have loved you and watched you 
for lifteen yc.ars in vain. Have I nol^learned in thaUtime to read 
your feelings, and look into your thouglfts 1 I know what your heart 
is capable of: it can cling faithfully to a recollection, and cherish a 
fancy; but it can’t feel such an attachment as mine deserves to mate 
with, and such as I would liave won from a woman more generous than ' 
you. No, you are not worthy of the love which I have devoted to you. 
I knew all along that the prize I had set my life on was not worth tlie 
winning; that I was a fool, with fond fancies, too, bartering away m^Jr 
all of truth and ardour against your little feeble remn.ant of love. I 
will bargain no more :,I withdiaw. I find no fault with you. You are 
very good-natured, and have done your best; but you couldn’t—^jfoii 
couldn’t reach up to the height of the attaijjiment wliich I bore you, 
and which a loftier soul than yours might Lave been proud to slmre. 
Good-bye, Amelia ! I have watched your struggle. Let it end. We 
are both weary of it,” ^ * 

Amelia stood seared and silent as William thus suddenly broke the 
chain by which she held him, and declared his indepemlence and supe¬ 
riority. lie had placed himsek'at her feet so long that th#poor little 
v/omau iftd been accustomed to trample upon him. She didn’t wislrf 
to mjrry him, but she wished to keep him. She wished to give himj 
nothing, but that he should giv 8 her all. It is a bargain not unJj-M 
ouently levied in love. 
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William’s sally had quite broken an^ cast her down. Her assault was ' 
long sihce over and beaten back. 

“Am I to understand then,—i.th'-.t you are going—away,—^William 
slie said. 

■He gave a sad laugh. ■' “ I went once before,” he. said, ‘“and came 
i back after twelve years. We were young then, Amelia. Good-bye. 
'I have spent enough of my life at this play.” t < 

Whilst they had been talking, the door into Mrs. Osborne’s room had 
'bpened ever so little ; indeed, Becky had kept a hold of the handle, 
and Ifad turi.'..S''it on the instant v^xen Dobbin quitted it; and she 
^ beard every word of the convei^ation that had passed between these 
4two. “What a noble heart that man has,” she thought, “and how 
I shamefully that woni'an plays with it.” She admired Dobbin; she 
bore him no rancour for the part he had taken against her. It was 
■ an open move iv thq game, and ‘j/layed fairly. “Ah!” she,thought, 

1 “if I could have had such a husband as that—a man with a heart and 
‘ brains too! I would not have minded his large feetand running 
into her room, she absolutely bethought herself of something, and wrote 
|! him a note, beseeching him to stop for a few days—not to think of 
i( going—a&d that she could serve him with A. 

The parting was ovA'. Once more poor William walked to the door 
and was gone ; and the little widow, the author of all this work, had 
I her > 111, 4vhd had won her victory, and was left to enjoy it as she best 
saigbt. Let the ladies envy her triumph. 
i At the romantic hour of dinner Jlr. Georgy made his appearance, 

; and again remarked the absence of “ Old Dob.” The meal was eaten 
iff silence by the party. JSs’s appetite not being diminished, but 
I Emmy taking nothing at all. 

I After the meal, Georgy was lolling in the cushions of the old window, 
a large window, with three sides of glass abutting from the gable, and 
comm.anding on one side the Market Place, where the Elephant is, his 
( mother being busy hard by, when he remarked symptoms of movement 
! At the Major’s house on the other side of the street. 

:| “ Hullo! ” said ho, “ there’s Dobs’s trap—they are bringing it out of 

the court-yard.” The “ trap ” in question was_ a carriage which the 
Major had bought for six pounds sterling, and about which they used 
to rally him a good deal. 

g'’'''’® *>' start, but said nothing. 

: '“ Hullo ! ” Georgy continued, “ there’s Francis coming out with the 

i portmanteaus, and Kunz, the one-eyed postilion, coming down the 
! -market with three fechimmels. Look at his. boots and yellow jacket,— 
'^ain’t Im'a rum one? Why—^they’re putting the horses to Dobs’s 
carriage. Ls he going anywhere 1” , 

“ Yes,” said Emmy, “ he is going on a journey.” 

“ Going a journey; and when is he coming back 1” 

, “He is—^uot coming back,” answeivd Emmy. 

'•'Not coming back!” cried out Georev. iumDing iro. “StavherR 
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sir,” roared out Jos. “Stay, ^orgy,”said his mother, with a very 
sad face. The boy stopped; kicked about the room, jumped* up and 
down from the window-seat with hi^kyees, and showed every svmptom 
of uneasiness .and curiosity. • 

The Ifcrses were put to. The b.agg.age Was strapped ^n. Fr^eis 
came out with his master’s sword, cane, and umbrella tied up together, 
'ind laid tl^m the well, and his desk, and sld tin cocked-hat case, 
which he placed under the seat. Francis brought out the stainedoljj 
blue cloak lined with red camlet, which had wrapped the oajgier up 
anytime these fifteen years, and Jad manchen Sturm a favourite 

song of those days said. It had been new for the campaign of 
Waterloo, and had covered George and Wiyiam after the night of 
Quatre Bras. , « * • 

Old Burcke, the landlord of the lodgings came out, then Francifc 
with mqfc packages—final p.ackagbs—then M.ijor .William,—Burcke 
w.anted to kiss him. The Major was adored bji all people with 
whom he h.ad to do. It was with diifioultj he could escape iiom this 
demonstration of.attachment. , \ 

. “By Jove, I will go!” screamed out George. “ Give him this,” said 
Becky, quite interested, .and put a paper into the boy’s handj lie had 
rushed down the stairs and flung across the afreet in a minute—the 
yellow postilion was cracking his whip gently. 

William had got into the carriage, rele.ased from the embrac8S*6f his 
landlord. George bounded in afterwards and flung his arms round th? 
Major’s nock (as they saw from t^e window), and began asking him 
multiplied questions. Then he felt m his waistcoat-pocket and gaje 
him a note. William seized at it rather eftgerly, he opened it trembling, 
but instantly his countenance changed, and ho tore the paper in two, 
and dropped it out of the carriage. He kissed Georgy on the head, 
and the boy got out, doubling his fists into his eyes, and with the aid of 
Francis. He lingered with his hand on the panel. Fort Sehw.ager 1 
The yellow postilion criicked his whip prodigiously, up sprang Francis 
to the box, aw.ay went the schimmels, and Dobbin with his head on hit 
breast. lie never looked up as they piissed under Amelia’s window : 
and Georgy, left alone in the street, burst out crying in the face of all 
the crowd. ‘ 

Emmy’s maid heard him howling again during the night, and brought 
him some preserved apricots to console him. She mingled her lamen¬ 
tations with his. All the poor, all the humble, all honest folks, all good 
men who knew him, loved‘that kind-hearted and simple gentleman. ^ 
As for Emmy, had she not done her*duty I SheTiad her picture of 
George for a consolation. 
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CHAPTEE LXTII. 

WHICH CONTiCllfS BfKTHS, MARRIAGES, AND 

Whatever Beciy’a private plan might be by which Dobbin’s tnie 
love was to Be'crowned with sucdbss, fhe little woman thought that the 
secret might lioep, and indeed, Being by no means so much interested 
about anybody’s welfan"' as about her own, she had a great number of 
things pertaining tb herself to consider, and which concerned her a 
^eat deal more than Major Dobbin’s happiness in this life. 

She found hcfvelf /’uddenly anfl” unexpectedly in snug comfortable 
quarters: surrovnded by Mends, kindness, and good-natured simple 
people,' such as she had not met with for many a long day; and, 
wanderer as she was by force and inclination, there were moments 
when rest was pleasant to her. As the most hardened Arab that ever 
careered iacr'oss the Desert over the hump of a dromedary, likes to 
repose sometimes under the date-trees by the water ; or to come into 
the cities,^walk in the bazaars, refresh himself in the batlis, and say his 
pi-ayel^' in the Mosques, before he goes out again marauding; Jos’s 
tents- and pilau were pleas.ant to his little Ishmaelite. She picketted 
her steed, hung up her weapons, and warmed herself comfortably by hLs 
, %e. The halt in that roving, ifestless life, was inexpressibly soothing 
and pleasiint to her. “ 

So, pleased herself, she tried with all her might to please everybody; 
and -we know that she -was eminent and successful as a practitioner in 
■ the art of giving pleasure. As for Jos, even in that little interview in 
the g.aiTct at the Elephant Inn, she had found means to win back a 
great deal of his good will. In the course of a week, the Civilian was 
her sworn slave and frantic admirer. He didn’t go to sleep after 
dinner, .as his custom -was, in the much less lively society of Amelia. 
He drove out with Becky in his open carriage. He asked little parties 
aftj invented festivities to do her honour. Tapeworm, the Chargd 
d’Affaires, who had abused her so cruelly, came to dine with Jos, and 
then came every day to pay his I’espocts to Becky. Poor Emmy, who 
was never very talkative, and more glum and silent than ever after 
dobbin’s departure, was quite forgotten when this (superior geniuo 
made her appearance. The French minister was as much charmed with 
her as \i8 English rival. The Glerman ladies, never particidarly 
squeamisK as regards morals, especially in English people, wero 
delighted with the cleverness and wit of Mrs. Osborne’s charming 
friend ; and though she did not ask to go to Court, yet the most august 
' ajjd Transparent Personages there Heard of her fascinations, and were 
; quite curious to know her. When it became known that she was 
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noble, of an ancient English f^ily, that her husband ■was a Colonel ot 
the Guard, Excellenz and Governor of an island, only separated from 
his lady by one of those trifling dSre#ences which are of little account 
in a comitry where “Werther” is still rea^ and the “ Wahlverwarid^ 
schaften ’ of Goethe is considered an edilying moral took; nolrody 
thought of refusjjig to receive her in the very^highest society of the 
little Ducl^; and the ladies were even Inore feady to call her <^i«^and 
to swear eternal friendship for her, than they had been to bestow th^ 
same inestimable benefits upon Amelia. Eovo and J^jUjerty arj?- inter¬ 
preted by those simple GernMiis Jn a way whichponest folks in 
Yorkshire and Somei-setshire little understand; and a lady4might, in 
some philosophic and civilised tov.’ns, he divoriftii ever, so many times 
from her respective husj^ands, anfl Ceep her character in society. Jos’s 
house never was so pleasant sinci^e had a house of his own, as Eebeesa 
caused if to be. She sang, she played, she laughed,<She talked in two 
or three languages; she brought everybody to tho house: and she' 
made Jos believe that it was his own great«ocial talents and fWt which 
gathered the society of the place round about him. 

As for Emmy, who found herself not in the lea.st mistress qf her own ■ 
house, except when the bills were to bo paiil^Becky sodh discovered 
the way to soothe and plc.ase her. She talked to her perpetually about 
Major Dobbin sent aboxit his business, and made no scruple^ of decl.or- 
ing her admiration for that excellent, high-minded gontlemai!7and of 
telling Emmy that she had behaved most cruelly regarding* him." 
Emmy defended her conduct, and showed that it was dictated only by 
the purest religious principles ; th.at S woman once, &c., and to sucii^n 
angel as him whom she ha<l had the good fortune to marry, was married 
for ever; but she had no objection to hoa,r the Major praised as much 
as ever Becky chose to praise him; and indeed brought the conversation 
round to the Dobbin subject a score of times every day. * 

Means wore easily found to win the favour of Georgy' and the scrv.ants. 
Amelia’s maid, it has been said, was heart and soul in favour of tijp 
generous Major. Ilaving at first disliked Becky for being the moans 
of dismissing him from the presence of her mistress, she was reconciled 
to Mrs. Crawley subi*?quoutly, because the latter became William’s ‘ 
most ardent admirer .and champion. And in these mighty concla'Jes 
in which the two l.adies indulged after thei» parties, and while Mias 
Payne was “ brushing their ’airs,” as she called the yellow locks of-tho 
one, and the soft brown tresses of the other, this girl always put in her 
word for that dear good gentleman Major Dobbm., Her advocacy did 
not make Amelia angry any more than Rebecca’s admiratio^ of him. 
She made George write to him constantly, and persisted in sending 
MAmma’^ind love in a postseflipt. And aashe looked at hef husband’s 
portrait of nights, it no longer reproached her—^perhaps she reproached 
it, na*v William was gone. ^ 

Emmy was not very' happy after her heroic sacrifice. She was vji^ 
iittraite, nervou^ silent, and iU to please. T^e family had ne^r knowi^ 
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her so peevish. She grew psile and illf She nsed to try and sing cer¬ 
tain songs, (“ Einsam bin ich uicht alleine,” was one of them; that 
tender love-song of Weber’s, whteb, in old-£ishioned days, young ladies, 
-..nd when you were scarcely born, showed that those who lived before 
you knew tof> how to love and to sing) ;—certain sonpp, I say,-to which 
the Major was partial; and as she warbled them in the twilight in the 
drawing-room, she wbuid brecik oS in the midst of the song, and walk;' 
jntodier neighbouring apartment, and there, no doubt, take refuge in) 
the miniature of her husband. 

Some bookniill subsisted, after Ifeibbin’s departure, with his name 
written them ; a German Dictionary, for instance, with “ William 
DobbiUj —th Reg.,” in,<*.he fly-leaf: a guide-book with his initials, and 
one or two other volumes which be^ohged to the Major. Emmy cleared 
tfiese away, and put them on the drawers, whe'i-e she placed her work- 
box, her desk, hois Bible, and Pra^^er-book, under the picturos of the 
two Georges. And the Major, on going away, having left his gloves 
behind" him, it is a fact that Georgy, rummaging his mother’s desk 
sometime afterwards found the gloves neatly folded up, and put away 
in what they call the secret drawers of the desk. 

Not casing for society, and moping there a great deal, Emmy’s chief 
pleasure in the summer evenings was to take long walks with Georgy 
(during which Rebecca was left to the society of Mr. Joseph), and then 
the mStiier and son used to talk about the Major in a way which even 
.made-the boy pmile. She told him that she thought Major William 
was the best man in all the world ; the gentlest and the kindest, the 
bgivest, and the humblest. Over and over again, she told him how 
they owed everything which they possessed in the world to that 
kind friend’s benevolent care of them; how he had befriended them 
all through their poverty and misfortunes ; watched over them 
when nobody cared for them; how all his comrades admired him, 
though he never spoke of his own gallant actions; how Georgy’s 
^ther trusted him beyond all other men, and had been constantly 
befriended by the good William. “ Why, when your papa was a 
little boy,” she said, “he often told me that it was William who 
defended him against a tyrant at the school whe.ne they were ; and their 
frf§ndship never ceased from that day until the last, when your dear 
lather fell.” 

S'-Did Dobbin kill the man who killed papa?” Georgy said. “I’m 
sure he did, or he would if he could have caught him; wouldn’t 
he, mother ? Wh^ I’m in the army, won’t I hate the French ?— 
that’s all.” 

In. such colloquies the mother and the child passed a great deal 
of their thne together. The artless w;»man had made a confidante of 
the boy. He was as much William’s friend as was everybody else who 
knew him well. 

A/ 

,, By'the yraj, Mrs. Becky, not to be behind-hand In sentiment, had got 
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a nlini^re too hanging up ii» her room, to the surprise and^ amuse- 
menf of most people, and the delight of the original, who was no other 
than our friend Jos. On her firat Aming to favour the Sedleys with 
a visit, ^10 little woman, who had an-ivcd with a remai-kably small* 
shabby kit, was perhajs ashamed of the meanness of her tmnks'mid 
band-boxe^and ^ften spoke with great respect about her baggage left 
behind at *Leipzig, which she must hafe frofii* that city. Whjp a 
traveller talks to you perpetually about the splendour of his luggagg, 
which he ^oes not happen to hi^ve ijith him ; my soB,,J{eware of that 
traveller! He is ten to one, an^mpijptor. 

Neither Jos nor Emmy knew this important maxim. It iwemed to 
them of no consequence whether Becky had quantity of vory fine 
clothes in invisible trunks ; but .ol Rer present supply was exceedingly 
shabby, Emmy supplied her out^j^her own stores, or took her ti* 
best mitliner in the town, and there fitted hei'out.’* It was no more 
torn collars now, I promise you, and faded silks ttailing off at the 
shoulder. Becky changed her habits with her situation inTITe—the 
rouge-pot was Suspended — another excitement to which she had 
accustomed herself was also put aside, or at least only indulged in in 
privacy; as when she was prevailed on by Jo^'of a siimflier evening, 
Emmy and the boy being absent on their walks, to take a little spirit- 
and-water. But if she did not indulge—^the courier did : Jhat rascal 
Kirsch could not be kept from the bottle ; nor could he tell much 
lie look wlicn he applied to it. lie was sometimes surprised hTmseTh 
at the way in which Mr. Sedley’s Comae diminished. Well, well; this 
is a painful subject. Becky did not very likely indulge so much as sjie 
used befoi'e she entered a decorous family. 

At last the rauch-bragged-about boxes arrived from Leipzig;—three 
of them, not by any means large or splendid;—nor did Becky appear 
to hake out any sort of dresses or ornaments from the boxes when they' 
did arrive. But out of one, which contained a mass of her paijers (it 
was that very box wdiich Eawdon Crawley had ransacked in Ids 
furious hunt for Becky’s concealed money), she took a picture with 
gre.at glee, which she pinned up in her room, and to which she intro¬ 
duced Jos. It was the portrait of a gentleman in pencil, his faces 
having the advantage of being painted up in pink. He was riding'on 
an elephant, aw'ay from some cocoa-nut trees^ jind a pagoda: it was an 
Eastern scene. 

“ God bless my soul, it is my po'rtrait,” Jos cried out. It was he 
indeed, blooming in youth and beauty, in a nunJccen jacket of the 
cut of 1804. It was the old picture that used to h.ang up jjr Bussell 
Square. 

“ I bought it,” said Becky, a voice trembling with cAiotion; “ I 
went to see if I could be of any use to my kind friends. I have never 
I parted with that picture—I never will.” 

“Won’t you?” Jos cried, with a look of unutterable rapture »ffB 
satisfaction. “ I)id you really now value it ^or my sake ? ” 
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“ You know I did, well enough,” said iPecky; “ but why speak,—^why 
think,—why look back! It is too late now ! ” 

That evening’s conversation W 43 delicious for Jos. Emmy only came 
O to go to bed very tired and unwell. Jos and his fair gu^, had a 
chSCilning tct^drtSte, and hi& sister could hear, as she lay awake in hcr 
adjoining chamber, Bebecca singing over to Jos the old songs of 1815. 
.He did not sleep for a'vKmdei^ that night, any more than Aftielia. 

^ ir%as June, and, by consequence, high season in London ; Jos, who 
read thf incom^rable Galignani (the ^exile’s best friend) through every 
day, used to favour the ladies witH extancts from his paper during their 
breakfast,. Every week in this paper there is a full account of military 
movements, in which Jqa as a man who had seen service, was especially 
interested. On one dccasion he read'oflt—“ Arrival of the —th regiment. 
nOravesend, June 20.—The Eamchquder, East Indiaman, came into 
the river this moVningy having on iJoard 14 officers, and 132 i*ank and 
jffile of this gftllanhcorps. They have been absent from England fourteen 
years, hiwing been embarked the year after Waterloo, in which glorious 
coffiiict they took an active part, and having subsequently distinguished 
tlwmselves in the Burmese war. The veteran colonel. Sir Michael 
1 O’Dowd, with his lady and sister, landed here yesterday with 

1 Captains Posky, Stubble, Macraw, Malony; Lieutenants Smith, Jones, 
i Thompson,^ E. Thomson ; Ensigns Hicks and Grady ; the band on the 
‘pier pikyingthe national anthem, and the crowd loudly cheering the 
giilaut veterans as they went into Wayte’s hotel, where a sumptuous 
banquet was provided for the deftnders of Old England. During 
tha repast, which we need not ^y was served up in Wayte’s best 
Bt^e, the cheering continued 'so enthusiastically, that Lady O’Dowd 
•and the Colonel came forward to the balcony, and drank the healths of 
their fellow-countrymen in a bumper of Wayte’s best claret.” 

- On a second occasion Jos read a brief announcement—Major Dobbin 
had joined the —th regiment at Chatham ; and subsequently he pro¬ 
mulgated accounts of the presentations at the Drawing-room, of 
I Colonel Sir Michael O’Dowd, K.C.B., Lady O’Dowd (by Airs. Molloy 
f Malony of Ballymalony), .and Miss Glorvina O’Dowd (by Lady O’Dowd). 
^Almost directly after this, Dobbin’s name appeasred among the Lieu- 
teiRmt-Colonels: for old Marshal Tiptoff had died during the passage 
1 of Jthe —^th from Madras and the Sovereign was pleased to advance 
t ColSncl Sir Michael O'Dowd to the rank of M.ijor-General on bis 
’ return to England, with an intimation that h? shoidd be Colonel of the 
' disiinguished regimpnt which he had so long commanded. 

I Amelia*'had been made aware of some of these movements. The 
, corrcspondtace between George and Iqii guardian had not (jeased by 
iany means: William had even wriiSii once or twice to her since his 
^departure, but in a manner so unconstrainedly cold, that the -poor 
\»\>^jiau felt now in her turn that she had lost her power over him, andl 
i.^at, as hp had said, ho^was free. He had left' het, and she waa’ 
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Wfstehed. The memory of hte almost countless services, and*lofty and 
affectionate regard, now presented itself to her, and reWked her day 
and night. She brooded over thos^ recollections according to her woi^- 
saw the purity and beauty of the affection jvith which sjje had 
and re^oached herself for having flung away such a treasure. 

It was gone i^eod. William had spept it ail tfut. He loved her no 
more, he fliought, as he had loved her. He never could again, •i’hat 
sort of regard, which he had proffered to her for so many faithful years, 
cau’t be flung down and shattered, i«d menSed so aytlfshow no scars. 
The little needless tyrant had fo daetroyed it. No, Willii^ thought 
again and again, “ It was myself I deluded, and persisted in ^'oling; 
had she been worthy of the love J. £ave her, sfi^ vuuld llttve returned 
it long ago. It was a/ond misteke. Isn’t the whole course ofjj^ 
made up of such ? and suppose Uiad won her, shoulgl I not hav^been 
disenchanted the day after my victory ? Why pine,^or beMhamcd of 
my defeat 1 ” The more he thought of this long passage otliisdife, the 
more clearly ho saw his deception. “ I’ll ^o into harness again,”^je 
&aid, “and do mj^ duty in that state of life in which it has pleased 
Heaven to place me. .I will see that the buttons of tho^efruits “vo 
properly bright, aud that the serjeants make* no mistakes in their 
accounts. I will dine at mess, and listen to the Scotch surgeon tellnig 
his stories. When I am old and broke, I will go on half-pdjf, SRtd my 
old sister's shall scold me. I have ‘ geliebt and gelebct’ as the girl i#. 
Wallenstein says. I am done.—Pay the bills and get me a cigar: find 
out what there is at the play to-ni^t,Jj'rancis ; to-morrow .we cross by 
the ‘ Batavier. ’ ” He made the above speech, whereof Francis only 
heard the last two lines, pacing up aud down the Boompjes at Rotter- 
<lam. The “ Batavier” was lying in the basin. He could see the place 
on the quarter-deck, where he .and Emmy had sate on the happy voyage 
out. What had that little Mrs. Crawley to say to liim ? Psha! 
to-morrow wo will put to sea, aud return to England, home, and 
duty! , • 

After June all the little Court Society of Pumpernickel used tc 
separate, according to "the Gerniau plan, and m,ake for a hundred 
watering-places, where they drank at the wells ; rode upon donkeys^, 
gambled at the redoutes, if they had money afld a mind ; ruShed wit^ 
hundreds of their kind, to gormandise- at the tailes d’Mte; and idled 
aw.ay the summer. The English-diplomatists went off to Toeplitz and 
Kissingen, their French rivals shut ujf their cliancelterie and whisked 
away to their darling Boulevard de Gand. The TnmspareniT reign¬ 
ing family took, too, to the waters, or retired to their, hunting-lodges. 
Everybody went away having aly pretensions to politcne.ss, and, of 
course, 'witn them. Doctor von Glauber, the Court Doctor, and his 
Barony. The seasons for the batl:^ were the 'most productive period j ■ 
of the Doctor’s practice—^lie united business with pleasure, ^nd iiis 
chief place of resorf was Ostend,- which is much fi-equentcd by Gomans, 



m 


VANITY dPAIR. 


and -whefe the Doctor treated himself spM his spouse to what he calfed 
a “ dib ” in the sea. ^ 

^^is interesting patient, Jos, wSs a regular milch cow to the Doctor, 
pna i&e easily^crsuaded th* Civilian, both for his own health’s sj>ke and 
that of his charifaing sister, which was really very much shattered, to 
pass the summer at that hideous seaport town. Eipay did not c.aro 
■tjlierfe she went much. Georgy jumped at the idea of a mote. As for 
Becky, she came as a matter of course in the fourth place inside of the 
fine barouche Hr! Jos had boughtr: tl*s two domestics bein^on the bos 
in fronh^ She ihight have some misgi^ngs about the friends whom she 
should^eet trt Ostend^^and who might be likely to tell ugly stories— 
but, bah ! shfe was strong enough tp J,iold her own. She had cast such 
Wic-snclior in Jos now as would require a strong storm to shake. That 
incidfent of thq pitfijjiro }iad finished lifBecky took down her elephant, 
and put it,into 4!ie little box which she had had from Amelhi ever so 
many‘^<oars ago. Emmy also came off with her Lares,—^lier two 
piStures,—and the party, finally, were lodged in an exceedingly dear 
and uncomfortable house at Ostend. ®' 

There 5^i»elia began to take baths, and get what good she could from 
theni, and though sooitjs «f people of Becky’s acquaintance passed her 
and cut hp, yet Mrs. Osborne, who walked about with her, and who 
knewESbody, was not aware of the treatment experienced by the friend 
■^hofii she liad chosen so judiciously as a companion; indeed, Becky 
never thought fit to tell her what was passing under her innocent eyes. 
^Some of Mrs. Eawdon Crawley’s acquaintances, hovrever, acknow¬ 
ledged her readily enough,—perhaps more readily than she would have 
desired. Among those were Major Loder (unattached), .and Captivin 
Book (late of the Kifles), who might be seen any day on the Dyke, 
smoking and staring at the women, and who speedily got an introduction 
to the liospitable board .and select circle of Mr. Joseph Sedley. In fact, 
^they would take no denial; they burst into the house wliethor Becky 
was at home or not, walked into Mrs. Osborne’s drawing-room, which 
they perfumed with their coats and mustachios, called Jos “ Old buck,” 
and invaded his dinner-table, and laughed and drank for long hours 
fliepe. " 

“ What can they mean 1 ” asked Georgy, who did not like theso 
ifcutlemen. “ I heard the M.ajor say to Mrs. Crawley yesterd.ay, ‘ No, 
Ijo, Becky, you shan’t keep the old buck to yourself. We must have 
file bones in, or dammy. I’ll split.’ Wkat could the Major mean. 
Mamma J ” * » 

“ M.ajor! don’t call h'm Major ! ” Emmy said. “ I’m sure I c.an’t tell 
what hottiean’t.” His presence and that of his friends inspired the little 
lady with intolei-able terror and aversion. 'I'hey paid hcf tipsy com¬ 
pliments ; they leered at Iier over the dinner table. And the Captain 
paade her advances that filled her vdth sickening dismay, nor swipld she 
ever see him unless she had George by her side. 
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remain alone ■with Amelia; the Mi\jor was disengaged too, and swore 
he 'vf^nld be the winner of hcr.»j A couple of ruffians wei’O fighting 
for this innocent creature, gambftiig for her at her own table ; and 
though she was not aware of the rasciSsWesigns upon her, yet she felt a 
horror an^uneasiness in their pi'esence, and lojjged to fly. , - - 

She besought, she entreated Jos to go. Not he. '^as slow of 
movement, tied to Doctor, and perhaps to some odier leading-strings. 
At least BeC^y w.as not anxious to go to Euglamt . « 

At last she took a great resolution—made tho*gi-eat iflungo. She ^ 
wrote off a Jelter to a friend whom slje h.aJ dh the oilier side of the 
water; a letter about which she di(*not «peak a work to anybody, which 
she carried herself to the post under her sh.awl, nor w-as {(.ny^fhiarE: 
made about it.; only that she lool^d very muclWluyhe(^and agfBTtcd 
when Georgy mot her : and she kissed him and hung over him a gr eat 
deal that night. She did not co«»*m)ut of her room i^ter her retiiHr' 
from licr ^alk. Becky thought it was Major LdclcrhndTihc Captain 
who frightened her. * 

“ She musn’t stop hero,” Becky reasoned -with herself. “ She must 
go away, the silly Irtle fool. She is still whimpering after that gaby of 
a husband—dead, (and served right!) these fifteen yeai-s. Sh^shan’t 
marry either of these men. It’s too bad ofjiodor. No ;^sl>e shall 
marry the bamboo-cane, I’ll settle it this very night.” 

So Becky took a cup of tea to .4nielia in her priv.ate aplii^ent, 
and found that lady in the comp.any of her miniatures, and ig a^ 
most melancholy and nervous condition. She laid down the cup 
of te.a. 

“ Thank you,” said Amelia, , 

“ Listen to me, Amelia,” said Becky, marching up and do'wn tho room 
before the other, and surveying her with a sort of contemptuous kind¬ 
ness. “ I want to talk to you. You must go away from here and from 
the impertinences 6f these men. I won’t have you harassed by them* 
aud they will insult you if you stay. I toll you they are rascals; men 
fit to send to the hulks. Never mind how I kne^w them. I knowi 
everybody. Jos can’t protect you, he is too weak, and wants a protector 
himself. You are no more fit to live in the world than a baby in arms. 
You must marry, or yofl and your precious boy will go to ruin. Yoil 
must have a husband, your fool; and one of the best gentlemen I e^ei* 
saw has offered you a hundred times, and you*have rejected him, yotf 
silly, heartless, ungrateful little creature! ” ; 

“ I tried—I tried my bast, indewl I did, Rebecca,” said Amelia,% 
f.'oprecatingly, “but I couldn’t forget —and she fiuiMied the sentence 
by looking up at the portrait. • 

“Couldn’t forget him,!" cried out Becky, “that selfish hum^g, that 
low-bred coqjjney-dandy, that padHed booby, who had neither wit, nor 
manners, nor heart, and was no more to be compared to your friend 
with tb» bamboo-cane tnan you ai* to Queen Elizabeth I Why, the 
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man was weary of yon, and would have jilted you, but that Dobbin i 
foropd liim to keep his word. He ftamed it to ^le. He never cired for 
you. He used to sneer about y <>4 to me, time after time {'and made 
love to me the week after he'mSi.n-ied you.” i 

■•■At *' It’s false ! It’s fiijpe! Eebecca,” cried out Amelia, stajjfcrng up. 

“ Lootf t^ere, you fool,” Becky said, still with provoking good 
humour, and taki^i^ a little p.aper out of her bi^-t, slie opened it and 
^ung it into Emriy’s lap. “ You know Ids hand-writltig. He wrote 
that to me—«waBV!d me to nm away with him—gave it me under 
your nose, the.day before he '^s sliot—^aud served him .right! ” Becky 
jrepe.ated. , » * 

■ '“lIRiiny {Jid not hear her ; she w.os looking at the letter. It was that 
wlStih George h^d jftit into the bcgiquet and given to Becky on the night 
of the Duke of Kichraond’s ball. It was ae she said: the foolish young 
had askjfl her to fly. 

Emmy’# hefld saTik down, and for almost the last time 7n which she 
shalH>^calleR upon to weep in this history, she commenced that work. 
,, Her Lead fell to her busom, and her hands went up to her eyes; and 
there for awhile, she gave way to her emotions, .ol Becky stood on and 
' regarded her. Who shall analyse those tears, and say whether they 
1 were4u^et or bitter^ W.as she most grieved, because the idol of her 
life w.a3 tumbled down and shivered at her feet; or indignant that her 
lov^lu d been so despised ; or glad because the barrier was removed 
whicli modesty liad placed between her and a new, a real affection ? 
•'there is nothing to forliid mo now,” she thought. “ I m.ay love him 
with .all my heart now. Oh^I Vill, I will, if he will but let me. and 
t'foi’givo me.” 1 believe it jvas this feeling rushed over all the others 
which agitated that gentle little bosom. 

Indeed, she did not cry so much as Becky expected—the other soothed 
and kissed her—a rare mark of sympathy with Mrs. Becky. She 
‘treated Emmy like a child, and patted her head. “And now let us get 
i jien and ink, and write to him to come this minute,” she said. 

I—I wrote to him this morning,” Emmy said, blushing exceedingly. 

Becky screamed with laughter—“ Un biglietto," she s.ang out with 
Eosiua, “ tccolo qua / ’’ — the whole house echoed with her shrill 

gingi—, • 

• 

' Tfro mornings after this little scene, although the day was rainy and 
’^gusty, and Amelia h.ad had an exceedingly wakeful night, listAing to 
the wind roaring, and pitying all •travellei's by land and by w.ater, yet 
she got up early, and insisted upon taking a walk on the Dyke with- 
Geongy ; and there she paced as the rain beat into her face, and she 
looked^out .westward across the. dark sea line, and over the swollen 
billows which came tumbling and fiftthing to the shore. (Neither spoke 
mucli, except now and then, when the boy said a few words to bis 
timid companion, indicative of sj;tnpathy and protection. 
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’’ Emmy said. ‘ 

answered! “Look, motSer, 
• It was that signal, eiu'e 


“ I ho^^^ won’t cross in such weatj 
“I beC'^n to one he •does,” the 
there’s the smoke of the steamer.” 
enough. ^ 

But tliough Mie Reamer was under weigh, he might not be^iAoard 
he niiglit not have got the letter ; lie might not clio^e to come.— 
hnndiaid fears pouped on^over the other into the littlojeart, as fast as, 
the waves on to the dyke. * 

■ The boa^followed the smoke into gig H Geofoy h.nd'a dandy 
telescope, and got 4he vessel under view in the most« skD&l manner. 
And he made appropriate nautical comments upon th% aMSu'er/bfi^lWf 
approach of the steamer as she came nearer and ueaSfti^ dipp^Jlg aull* 
rising in the water. The signal of ainlinglish steamer m sighit went 
fluttering up to tiie mast on the pier. I dare say Mrs. Amelia’s 1ie.irt« 
was in a similar flutter. . • 

Emmy tried to look through the telescope over George’s 3Ilbulil?>>, biit< 
she could make nothing of it. She only saw a blaol; ocl’pso bobbing up 
'and down before her cjgis. 

George took'tlie glass again and raked tlie wssel. “How she dncj(» 
pitch! ” he said. “ Tliere goes a w.ave slap over her boij^. There’s oWy 
jfMo people on deck besides tlie steersman. There’s a man lying down, 
and a—chap in a—cloak with a—Hooray!—It’s Dob by Jingo! ” 
clapped to the telescope and flung his arms round his mother. As for thS 
lady: let us s.xy what she did in the words of a favourite iioot^AoK^uoeK 
^eAoirairo. She was sure it was William. It»coukl bPho other. What 
fclie had said about hoping that he would not come was all hypocrisy. 
Of couise he would come: what could he do else but come t She knew 
he would come. 

, The ^lip came swdftly nearer and nearer. As they wont in to meet 
per at i/g lauding-plaeo at the Quay, Emmy's knees trembled so that' 
’he bcKrcoly covAd run. She would hg^jaKked to kneel down and say 
^Jier jirayers of thanks there. Oh, she thought, shb would be all, ".er, 
fe saying them ! 

It was such a b.ad day that as the vessel came alongside of the Quay 
here wera ho gllors abroad ; jearoely even a commissioner on tlm look- 
for the Ww passengers in^ the steamer. That young soap ^race 
' •» had fled too : and as the gentleman in the oj^ cloak lined with 
OjiuS stepped on to the aho're, there was scarcely any oue ftesent to 
£.vhat took place, which was briefly this; rj, 

A lady in a dripping white bonnet and sljgwl, with her two little 
“ 'lids out before her, went up to him, and in the next minute she had 
Wethei disappejwed vwder the folds of the old cloak, and was kissi% 
fcf his hands with all her might; ^hilst the other, 1 suppose, was 
«ed ill holdiuf her to his heart (which her lisad just about reached) 
u preventing her frbm tumbling .down. She was murmunng 
Aiug about—forgive—dear William?-dear, dear, dearest friend— 
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rkiss, Mss, kiss, ftnd so forth—factweut^ under the cl^Jc iu ac| 
absiird manner. ( j ' 0 < 

"When Emmy emerged frowft, she etilhkept tight lioldW one'pi 
‘ William’s hands, and lookpd'iap in'his fa^'e, ’ It was full of-ladness and 
tender 4ove and pitf*. Sfce p;derstood .its repmach, ail^ hung down 
her head. '* i 

“ It was tim^^on sent/or me, dear Amelia,^e saij. 

“ You go again, William.” 

“No,ne ;"‘5r,”he Enswere^.v and pressed the dear, little soi’,’.''onco more 
to his Witt* ■ , ^ 

tijip? ijMuecitout of the CusJ^*^,,-house precincts, Georgy broke out,' 
them,' wHE^ telescope up to-iii:: eye, and a loud hiugh of welcome'^ 
lie d.ancedSr^JSad tli^ couple, .osdeperformed many facetious .antics as ho 
‘•led them up to the house. Jos wnsn’^ up yet; Becky not visibly 
'(though (shwlooked at them through the blinds). Georgy ran off to sceS 
, itj^ouli, breahA|t. Emmy, whose shawl and bonnet were off in the] 
"passage eli the hands, of Mrs. Payne, now went to undo the clasp of 
William’s cloak, and—^we will, if you please, go with George and look 
r^ter break&st for the Colonel. The vessel is in port. lie has got the 
pViJS he lias been trying for all his life. The bird has come'in .at last. 
There it is with its head on his shoulder, billjng and cooing close up to' 
his he.art, with soft outstretched fluttering wings. This is wlmt he has 
a.'-'ed for every day and hour for eighteen years. This is what ho 
"J ined after. Here it is—the summit, the end—the last p.age of the 
third volume. Go.,d-bye, Colonel—God bleeBty«U,jhonest William!— 

. Farewell, dear Amelia—Grow greep,.-«^a.ij(l){finUe'rliTOe pai'asite, round 
the rugged old oak to which you cling'! 


Perhaps it was compunctic*’ ‘ 9 wards tlie kind .and simple creature 
whrfbad been the first in life to defend her, perhaps it. was a dislike to all 
such sentimental scenes,—^but Itebecca, satisfied w]th her p.ait in the 
transaction, never presented herself before Colonel Bob' 'n the ladj' 
whom he married. “ Particular business,’! she said, tod) . t -j> Bruge^. 
whither she went; and only Georgy and his uncle were'flcse'nt at 
marriage ceremony. When it was over, and Georgy had rt(. , i 
his p.aren®, Mrs. Becky returned (just for a few days) to comfort t\ 
solitary bachelor Joseph Sedley. H"’ preferred a continental lih 
he said, and declined to join in housekeeping with his sister and he 
husband. 

c^ 'Enimv was very glad in her heart to think that she had written t-i 
.ner husband before she read ov knew of that letter of George’s.. 
knew it all along,” William said ; “but could I use tha)t weapon againli 
the poor fellow’s memorv t It w.as that which made me suffer ao when 
you-” 








